ad et oe ata eee 
. — 


or 5 





vp at 


¥ ‘iy a eae] “a ca Le > 
«gl ty ‘y 
See ee? 

gE 6 he - <a 


| ok ete 


—_ “ai 4 t 
PS POD OD oO IP ID OP 2 SO DPS AO SS Ae 


= 


Pe PSO DP eS OD 


(; 





sony e iene 2 
j erate art Po - “ei a “4 dated 7 = : ; ¢ 
Se ae ~A = Sa gl a ee en ORS Teo 0 a oa at Sa ERIC fe ae eon 


= _— ae 








ee ee ee ae 
A 


ny 
@ 








“~~ 


, a ad ——— = 7 ’ 
a> — ad 
Sa) ee a a 


— ee eee 
S — } 


2 ; = ws = — 2 

‘ . ‘ j = = >) ew Se 

oP + eg ee ee SA AR TN Ri SNP PS TEP ext; eas AB. Aime 
a. p : - 

35 = TT OE ES 


+ tn a 


a eS Fe ee. — 
ee > 





XE OE 





. 4 . a & 5 Ge JO oD ew We 
a Fb ke inthe bho Alpe lint attest attentional” vk dt cael Pe - ae 
ae & v my 


oa 
: ~ = . e - SS one = — | 3 : om 
ee ed ee ——e — — = - — — ~ ——— — = = : 
— — + > —_—e eee. _- = os 5 as > . st ~ Sa th suse damning 


— — _ —— - Se eee 
= —— ae = _ ————— SS 


i 
| 
} 
} 
‘a 
“| 
a 
4 





r. dps a. 


Guché 5. 











od 


> PO PO Se 








“> O- ae @- aap e- ae > = SC ae oe. 


— 
Ai 
th) 

] 
Af 


WORKS 


OF 


Mr. illiam Shakefpear. 





VoLUME the SECOND. 


i 
| 
: 


CONTAINING 


A Midfummer-Night’s All’s W evt that ends 
DREAM. WELL. 


Merchant of VENICE. Twevrra-Nicur; or, 
As you Lixe it. What you will. 
Taming of the Surew. The WINTER’s TALE. 


- 
\ 
l 
i 
r ) 
mm i. ES 
: 
, | By 
; 
ty 
0 ae 
5) ae 
Re 
f ¥ 
* WH 
if 
ia) 1) G 
‘a 
i) oe 
} -—). 
4 
am, 
ul 
AL? 
it 
ican 4 
i 
H 
Wha 
oy 
’ 
/ 
wi 
ir . 
eG 
ot , 
; ~ 4 
Bf ‘ 
a a 7 
a 
M | 
| 
4 ‘ 
‘ 
i - 
y y! 7 
' 
' Fae 7 
be ‘ 
Mt Ba 
i 
ta 
"| 


“ 
" . 
i e | 
Laie 
We Fes 
yee . 
tr 
nh ety 
i . 
eo 





LONDON: 


Printed for ‘facob Tonfon, at Grays-Inn ith 
Gate. MDCCIX. Nh a 


[ 
f. 
4 
H 
e 
. 


* The BS TRB Nok oble a 
SVuke o of Montagire S709 


=— ccieinetinnitamiee ieitedeh ieee 
SN nr ee 7 





— 


oy ¢ * rs a : - Ta % _? 
o% | = - . >> oP ¢ +1—~> o-oo a> - a 
oo eo ae I ee ee add a Ge 2 9 


—* - —~ - a - 
- = — —— a 


. 
Sl 
} 


A 
e 
bd 
} 
. 
, 
a ! 
a | 
4 i 
» 
% 
@ 
9 
i 





Po So SP OS SS OS 2 GG Oo OS aa Po ee Pe pS a > 





























i) 33 
} —————— 
——_—— 











wes 


Se ) 
s H 
ae NY 
cat 
IK 
A 





tks 
\¥ 
ANN 
fF ROSEY 
rh SO eveteemonncs ON 
>. 2 " ities % Syl! 
ca an HES SNe 
PANES, 
“fi typ yy! 
NC fea 


“7 


ay, 007r" ** 
et ee 
mathe, 

oth tete, 7 met 
“SS fe s 


wh 


lt J 
“ee Aigeeer 
ca 
LAW, 14cl™ - 
Nit er eretsye 


2 ‘ ~ - 
ee ne 
= LeAnn SO 8 
Y\) yD 


~ we — Esha 
STAR Re AES go 


ty SE) 


¢ “Ss oes 2a V2 
| is AY Mg 5 oy LT ¢ me: he : : ' oy © Arar 
1 ui A Ay as unt 2 AS EAR YO See 


4 Ys) ‘f uN ee i, sft ieaule ili iH Yu 
Dvitfh ANSWA A , nag ie K SOR 





2 
: ¥ 
7 
. 

m 
{ 
: - 

. > 

= mg » ” <<, en “4 
aa eee - = . —— ree *> tg x 





li Teme ll I sy ae a my oe a 4 ae % E = 
~ i eat = 





— allies 





3 


Se Se Se ee “Lb Oe eae 0- ee TS O~ ae ew ose 
. : a. 
‘ 
i S 


Printed in the YEAR 17009. 


Midfummer-Niel 








Dramatis Perfone. 


Hefeus, Duke of Athens. 
Egeus, an Athenian Lord. 

Lyiander, in Love with Hermia. 

Demetrius, iz Love with Hermia. 

Quince, the Carpenter. 

Snug, the foiner. 

Bottom, the Weaver. 

Flute, the Bellows-mender. 
Snowt, the Tinker. 

Starveling, the Lazlor. 





Hippolita, Prince/s of the Amazons, betrothed to 
Thefeus. 
ri Daughter to Egeus, in love with Lyfan- 
er. | 
Helena, 22 love with Demetrius. 


ATTENDANTS. 


Oberon, King of the. Fairies. 
Titania, Queen of the Fairies. 

Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, a Fairy, 
Peafebloffom, 
Cobweb, 
Moth, 
Muttardfeed, 


Other Fairies attending on the King and Queen, 


SCENE Athens, anda Woo 
not far from tt. 


Fairies. 
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Midfummer-Night s ‘Dream. 








Shy Mae sh ihre. Ga ke ees 


Enter Thefeus and Hippolita, with Attendants. 


1 MBSE US 


OW, fair Hippolita, our Nuptial Hour 
Draws on apace; four happy Days bring in 
Another Moon: Butoh, methinks, how flow 
This old Moon wanes ! She lingers my De- 

fires 
Like to a Step-dame, or a Dowager, 

Long withering out a young Man’s Revenue, 

‘dip. Four Days will quickly fteep themfelves in Nights, 

Four Nights will quickly dream away the Time : 

And then the. Moon, like to a Silver Bow; 

New bent in Heaven, fhall behold the Night 

Of our Solemnities, 

The. Go, Philoftrate, 

Stir up the Athenian Youth to Merriments, 

Awake the pert and nimble Spirit of Mirth, 

Turn Melancholly forth to Funerals : 

Yor II, B 2 The 
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468 A Midfummer-Night’s Dream. 


The pale Companion is not for our Pomp. 

Hippolita, 1 woo’d thee with my Sword, 

And won thy Love, doing thee Injuries s 

But I will wed thee in another Key, 

With Pomp, with Triumph, and with Revelling. 

Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lyfander, and Demetrius. 

Ege. Happy be The/eus, our renowned Duke. 
The. Thanks, good Egeus; what’s the News with thee ? 
Ege. Pull of Vexation, come I, with Complaint 

Againft my Child, my Daughter Hermia, 

Stand forth Demetrius. My Noble Lord, 

This Man hath my Confent to marry her. 

Stand forth Lyfander. And, my gracious Duke 

This hath bewitch’d the Bofom of my Child : 

Thou, thou Ly/ander, thou haft given her Rhimes, 

And interchang’d Love-tokens with my Child : 

Thou haft, by Moon-light,. at -her Window fungs 

With feigning Voice, Verfes of feigning Love, 

And ftoli’n the Impreffion of her Fantafie, 

With Bracelets of thy Hair, Rings, Gawds, Conceits, 

Knacks, Trifles, Nofegays, Sweet-meats, Meffengers 

Of {trong ee pee Youth ; 

With Cunning haft thou fileh’d my Dauchter’ 

Turn’d her 1; which is ais to oe —— 

To ftubborn Harfhinefs. And, my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo fhe will not here before your Grace 

Confent to marry with Demetrizs, 

I beg the antient Privilege of Athens, 

As fhe is mine, I may difpofe of her: 

Which fhall be either to this Gentleman, 

Or to her Death, according to our Law, 

Immediately provided in that Cafe. | 
The. Whatfay you, Hermia? be advis'd, fyi; Maid 

To you your Father fhould be asa God; as 

One that compos’d your Beauties; yea, and ane 

To whom you are but as a Form in Wax 

By him imprinted; and within his Power, 

To leave the Figure, or disfigure it: 

Demetrius is a worthy Gentleman. 
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Her. So is Lyfander. 
The. In himfelf he is; 
But in this kind, wanting your Father’s Voice, 
The other muft be held the worthier. 
Her, I would my Father look’d but with my Eyes. 
The. Rather your Eyes muft with his Judgment look. 
Her. I do intreat your Grace to pardon me, 
I know not by what Power I am made bold, 
Nor how it may concern my Modefty 
In fucha Prefence here to plead my Thoughts : 
But I befeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worft that may befall me in this Cafe, 
If I refufe to wed Demetrius. 
The. Either to die the Death, or to abjure 
For ever the Society of Men. 
Therefore, fair Hermia, queftion your Defires, 
Know of your. Youth, examine well your Blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your Father's Choice, 
You can endure the Livery of a Nun, 
For Aye to be in fhady Cloifter mew’d, 
Fo live a barren Sifter all your Life, 
Chanting faint Hymns to the cold fruitlefs Moon. 
Thrice bleffed they that mafter fo their Blood, 
To undergo fuch Maiden Pilgrimage. 
But earthlier happy is the Rofe diftill’d, 
Than that which withering on the Virgin Thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in fingle Bleffednefs. 
fer. So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my Lord, 
E’er I will yield my Virgin Patent up 
Unto his Lordthip, to whofe unwith’d Yoak 
My Soul confents not to give Sovereignty. 
The. Take time to paufe, and by the next New Moon, 
The fealing Day betwixt my Love and me, 
For everlafting Bond of Fellowfhip, 
Upon that Day either prepare to die, 
For Difobedience to your Father’s Will, 
Or elfe to wed Demetrius as he would, 
Or on Diana's Altar to proteft, 
For aye, Aufterity and fingle Life. 
Dem. Relent, {weet Hermia, and Ly/ander, yield 
Thy crazed Title to my certain Right. 
B 3 


Lyf. 


470 A Midfummer-Night’s Dream. 


Lyf You have her Father’s Love, Demetrius; 
Let me have Hermia’s; do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lyfander! true, he hath my Love; 
And what is mine, my Love fhall render him. 

And fhe is mine, and all my Right of her 
I do eftate unto Demetris. | 

Lyf: 1 am, my Lord, as well deriv’d as he, 
As well poffelt: My Love is more than his; 
My Fortune’s every way as fairly rank’d, 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius: 

And, which is more than all thefe Boafts can be, 
I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia. 

Why fhould not I then profecute my Right? 
Demetrius, Vil avouch it to his head, 

Made Love to Nedar’s Daughter, Helena, 

And won her Soul; and fhe, fweet Lady, doats, 
Devoutly doats, doats in Idolatry, 

Upon this fpotred and inconftant Man, 

The, 1 muft confefs, that I have heard fo much, 
Ard with Demetrius thought to have {poke thereof; 
But being over-full of Self-affairs, 

My Mind did lofe it. But Demetrius come, 

And come Egews, you thall go with me, 

I have fome private {chooling for you both. 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm your felf, 

To fit your Fancies to your Eather’s Will; 

Or elfe the Law of Athens yields you up 

(Which by no Means we may extenuate) 

To Death, or toa Vow of fingle Life, 

Come my Hippol.ra, what Cheer, my Love? 

Demetrius and Egeus 20 along, 

Imi ft emplcy you in fome Bufinefs 

Againft our Nuptials, and confer with you 

O! fomerhing nearly that concerns your felves, 
£ge, With Duty and Defire we follow you. 

Manent Lyfander Her mia. 

Lyf. How now, my Love? Why is your c 
ae Pi the Rofes there do Rae Fe faft 2 ae fo pale? 

Tr. Eelike for want of Rair, which I could wel] 
Berecm them from the Tempeft of mine Eyes, 

Ly{. Hermia, for ought that ever I could read, 
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A Midfummer-Night’ s Dream. 47% 


Could.ever hear by Tale or Hiftory, 
The Courfe of true Love never did run fmooth, 
But either it was different in Blood 
Her, © crofs! too highto be enthrall’d to Love. 
Ly/. Or elfe mifgraffed, in refpect of Years 
Her, O Spight! too old to be engag’d too young. 
Lyf. Or elfe 1 ftood upon the choice of Merit 
Her, O Hell! to chufe Love by another’s Eye. 
Lyf. Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice, 
War, Death, or Sicknefs, did lay Siege to it ; 
Making it momentary as a Sound, 
Swift as a Shadow, fhort as any Dream, 
Brief as the Lightning in the collied Night, 
That in a Spleen unfolds both Heaven and Earth; 
And e’er a Man hath Power to fay, Behold, 
The Jaws of Darknefsdo devour it up; 
So quick bright Things come to Confufion. 
fier, If then true Lovers have been ever croft, 
It ftands as an Edi& in Deftiny : 
Then let us teach our Trial Patience, 
Becaufe it isa cuftomary Crofs, 
As due to Love, as Thoughts, and Dreams, and Sighs, 
Withes and Tears, poor Fancy’s Followers. 
Lyf. A good Perfuafion; therefore hear me, Hermia, 
I have a Widow-Aunt, a Dowager,i 
Of.great Revenue, and fhe hath no Child; 
From Athens is‘her Moufe remov'd feven Leagues, 
And the refpects me as her only Son: 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee, 
And to that Place, the tharp Athenian Law 
Cannot purfue us. If thou lov’ft me, then 
Steal forth thy Father’s Houfe to Morrow Night; 
And inthe Wood, a League without the Town, 
Where I did-meet thee once with Helena, 
To do Obfervance for a Morn of 
There will I ftay for thee. 
Her, My good Ly/ander, 
I fwear to thee, by Cupid’s ftrongeft Bow, 
By his Beft Arrow with the Golden head, 
By the Simplicity of Hexus Doves, 
By that which knitteth Souls, and profpers Love, 
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472 Midfummer-Night’s Dream. 


And by that Fire which burn’d the Carthage Queen, 
When the falfe Trojan, under Sail, was feen; 
By all the Vows that ever Men have broke, 
{n number more than ever Women {poke, 
Io that fame Place thou haft appointed me, 
Yo Morrew truly will I meet with thee, 
Lyf. Keep promife Love, Look, here comes Helena. 
Enter Helena, 
fTer, God {peed fair fTelena, whither away? 
#fcl, Call you me fair? that fair again unfay, 
Demetrius loves you fair; O happy fair ! 
‘Your Eyes are Load-ftars, and your Tongue’s {weet An, 
More tunable than Lark to Shepherds Ear, 
When Wheat is green, when Haw-thorn Buds appear. 
SicknelS is catching: O were Favour fo, 
Your Words I'd catch, fair Hermia, eer I 20, 
My Ear fhould catch your Voice, my Eye your Eye - 
My Tongue fhould catch your Tongue’s {weet Melody, 
Were the World mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The reft I'll give to be to you tranflated, 
© teach me how you look, and with what Art 
(You {way the Motion of Demetrius Heart. 
fer. \ frown upon him, yet he loves me ftil], 
47el. O that your Frowns would teach my Smiles fuch 
fler. I give him Curfes, yet he gives me Love. (Skill. 
ficl, QO that my Prayers could fuch Affe@ion move, 
Her, The more I ‘hate, the more he follows me. 
fel, The more I love, the mare he hateth me, 
Fler, His Folly, Helena,is none of mine, 
ffel, None but your Beauty, would that Fay] i 
fer. Take Comfert: he ms more fhall fee ies ane 
Lyfander and my felf will fly this Place, : 
Before the time I did Lyfander {ee, 
Secm’d Athens like a Paradife to me, 
O then, what Graces in my Love do dwell], 
That he hath turn’d a Heay’n into Hellz 
£y/, Helen, to you our Minds we wil] unfold, ’ 
To Morrow Night, when Phebe doth behold 
Her Silver Vifage in the wat’ry Glafs, 
Pecking with Liquid Pearl the bladed Grafs, 
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A Time that Lovers Flights doth {till conceal, 

Through Athens Gate have we devis’d to fteal. 
Her. And in the Wood, where often you and I 

Upon faint Primrofe-beds were wont to lye, 

Emptying our Bofoms of their Counfel {well’d; 

There my Ly/ander and my felf fhall meet, 

And thence from Athens turn away our Eyes, 

To feek new Friends and ftrange Companions. 

Farewel {weet Play-fellow, pray thou for us, 

And good Luck grant thee thy Demetrius. 

Keep Word, Ly/ander, we mult ftarve our Sight 

From Lovers Food, *till Morrow deep Midnight. 

| Exit Hermia. 

Lyf. I will, my Hermia. Helena adieu, 


As you on him, Demetrius doats on you. | Exit Lyfander. 


Hel. How happy fome, o’er otherfome can be! 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as fhe. 
But what of that; Demetrius thinks not fo: 
He will not know, what all but he doth know. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s Eyes, 
So I, admiring of his Qualities: 
Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranfpofe to Form and Dignity ; 
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind, 
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind : 
Nor hath Love's Mind of any Judgment tafte; 
Wings and no Eyes, Figure unheedy haft. 
And therefore is Love faid to be a Child, 
Becaufe in Choice he often is beguil’d, 
As waggifh Boys themfelves in Game forfwear, 
So the Boy Love is perjur’d every where. 
For ¢’er Demetrius lookt on Hermia’s Eyne, 
He hail’d down Oaths that he was only mine. 
And when this Hail fome Heat from Hermia felt, 
So he diffolv’d, and Showers of Oaths did mek. 
I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s Flight : 
Then to the Wood will he to Morrow Night 
Purfue her;.and for this Intelligence 
If I have Thanks, it is a dear Expence, 
But herein mean I[ to enrich my Pain, . 
To have his Sight thither, and back again, | Exit. 
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474 A Miafummer-Night’s Dream. 


Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and Straveling, 

Quin. Is all our Company here 2 

Bot. You were beft to call them generally, Maa by Man, 
according tothe Scrip, 

Quin, Here is the Scrowl of every Man’s Name, which is 
thought fit through all Athens, to play in our Enterlude be. 
fore the Duke and the Dutchefs, on his Wedding-day at 
Night. 

2 Firft, good Peter Quince, fay what the Play treats 
on; then read the Names of the Actors; and fo grow on 
to a Point. : 

Quin. Marry, our Play is the moft lamentable Comedy, 
and moft cruel Death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

Bot. A very good piece of Work T aflure you, anda 
metry. Now good Peter» Quince, call forth your A@ors 
by the Scrowl. Matters {pread your felves, © 

Quin, Anfwer as I cal] you. Nick Bottom the Wea- 
ver. 

Bot. Ready: Name what part I am for, and Proceed. 

Quin, You, Nick Bottom, are fet down for Pyramsus, 

Bot. What is Pyramus, 2 Lover, or a Tyrant 2 
Quin. A Lover that kills himfelf moft gallantly for. 
Love. 4 

Bor. That will ask fome Tears jn the true Performing of 
its if I doit, let the Audience look to their Eyes; I will 
condole in fome meafure. To the reft yer, my chief Hu- 
mour is for a or could Play Ercles 
to tear a Catin, to make al] {plit to ragin Rocks ivera 
ing Shocks fhall break the Locks of Prilonseete: se en 
bus’s Carr fhall thine from far, and make and mar the Fool- 
fh Fates. This was lofty. Nowname the reftof the Play- 
ers, This is Ercles Vein, a Tyrant’s Vein y 
condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute the Bellows-mender, 

Flu. Here Peter Quince. 

Quin, You mutt take Thisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby, a wandring ‘Knight 2: 

Onin. It is the Lady that Pyramus mutt love, 

Flu. Nay faith, let not me play a Woman, J haye a Beard 
coming, F | ; 


Quin, 
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Quin. That’s all one, you fhall play ic in a Mask, and 
you may fpeak as {mall as you will. 

Bot. And I may hide my Face, let me play Thisby too ; 
I'll fpeak in a monftrous little Voice, Thi/ne, Thifre, ah 
Pyramus my Lover dear, thy Thisby dear, and Lady 
dear. 

Quin, No, no, you mutt play Pyramus, and Flute your 
Thisby. 

Bor. Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling the Taylor. 

Star. Here Peter Quince. 

: Quin, Robin Straveling, you mult play Thisby’s Mo- 
ther. 

Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 

Snowt. Here Peter Quince. 

Quin. You Pyramus’s Father; my felf, Thisby’s Father 5 
Snug, the Joiner, you the Lion’spart; and I hope there is a 
Play fitted. 

Snug. Have you the Lion’s Part written? Pray you if it 
be give it me, for I am flow of Study. 

Quin. You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing but 
Roaring. 

Bat, Let me play the Lion too, I will roar, that I will 
do any Man’s Heart good to hear me. I will roar, that I 
will make the Duke fay, Let him roar again, let him roar 
again. 

"Onan. If you fhould do it too terribly, you would fright 
the Dutchefs and the Ladies, that they would fhriek, and 
that were enough to hang us all. 

All, That would hang us every Mother's Son. 

Bot. I grant you Friend, if that you fhould fright the 
Ladies out of their Wits, they would have no more Di- 
cretion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my Voice fo, 
that I will roar you as gently as any fucking Dove; I will 
roar and ’twere any Nightingal. 

Quin. You can play no Part but Pyramus, for Pyramusis 
a fweet-fac’d Man, a proper Man as one fhall fee ina Summer's 
Day; a moft lovely Gentleman-like-man, therefore you mutt 
needs play Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What Beard were I beft 
to play it in? . 

Onin. 
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Quin. Why, what you will. | 

Bor. I will difcharge it in either your Straw-colour 
Beard, your Orange-tawny Beard, your Purple-in-grain 
Beard, or your #rench-crown-colour’d: Beard, your perfect 
yellow. : 

Quin. Some of your French-Crowns have no Hair atall, 
and then you will play bare-fac’d. But Mafters here are 
your Parts, and I am to entreat you, requeft you,, and defire 
you, to con them by to Morrow Night; and meet me in 
the Palace-Wood, a Mile without the Town, by Moon- 
light, there we will Rehearfe; for if we meet in the City, 
we fhall be dog’d with Company, and our Devices known. 
In the mean time I wil] draw a Bill of Properties, fuch as 
our Play wants, I Pray you fail not, 

Bor. We will meet, ‘and there we may rehearfe more ob- 
{cenely and courageoufly, Take Pain, be perfe&, adicu. 

Quin. At the Duke's Oak we meet, | 

Bot. Enough, hold or cut Bow-ftrings, [ Exeunt. 


pe Ia aaa ee eer 
AC T if. SCENE _ 


Enter a Fairy at one Door, and Puck or Robin- good fellow 
at another, 


Puck. OW now Spins Whither Wander you 2 

Fai, OverHill, over Dale, throy | 
Over Park, over Pale, through Flood, Hien gate 
I do wander every where, {wifter than the : 
And I ferve the Fairy Queen, to dew her 
The Cowllips tall her Penfioners be, 
In their gold Coats Spots you fee, 
Thofe be Rubies, Fairy favours, 
In thofe Freckles live their Savours : 
I mutt go feek fome Dew-Drops here,’ 
And hang a Pearl in every Cowflip’s Ear. 
_Farewel thou Lob of Spirits, I’ll be gone, 
Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon? 


Puck, The King doth keep his Revels here to Night, 
Be teas Take 
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Take heed the Queen come not within his Sight, 

For Oberon is pafling fell and wrath, 

Becaufe that fhe, as her Attendant, hath 

A lovely Boy {ftol’n from an Jndian King, 

She never had fo fweet a Changeling, 

And jealous Oberoz would have the Child 

Knight of his Train, to trace the Forefts wild; 

But fhe per-force with-holds the loved Boy, 

Crowns him with Flowers, and makes him all her Joy: 

And now they never meet in Grove, or Green, 

By Fountain clear, or fpangled Star-light fheen, 

But they do fquare, that all their Elves for fear 

Creep into Acorn Cups, and hide them there. 

Fai. Either I miftake your Shape and Making quite; 

Or elfe you are that fhrew’d and knavifh Sprite 

Call’d Robin-goodfellow. Are you not he, 

That fright the Maidens of the Villageree, 

Skim Milk, and fometimes labour in the Quern, 

And bootlefs make the breathlefs Hufwife chern, 

And fometime make the Drink to bear no Barme, 

Miuls-lead Night-wanderers, laughing at their Harm, 

Thofe that Hobgoblin call you, and fweet Puck, 

You do their Work, and they fhall have good Luck. 

Are not you he? 

Pack. Thou fpeak’ft aright ; 

I am that merry Wanderer of the Night: E 

I jeft to Oberon, and make him fmile, 

When I a fat and bean-fed Horfe beguile, 

Neighing in likenefs like a filly Foal: 

And fometimes lurk I in a Goflip’s Bowl, 

In very likenefs of a roafted Crab, 

And when fhe drinks, again her Lips I bob, 

And on her witliered Dewlop pour the Ale. 

The wifeft Aunt telling the faddeft Tale, 

Sometime for three-foot Stool miftaketh me, 

Then flip I from her Bum, down topples fhe, 

And Tailor cries, and falls into a Cough, 

And then the whole Quire hold their Hips, and loffe, 

And waxen in their Mirth, and neeze and {wear, 

A merrier Hour was never wefted there. 

But room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. = 
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Fai, And here my Mittrefs: 
Would that we were gone, : 
Enter Oberon King of Fairies at one Door with his Train, 
and the Queen at another with hers, 
O4. I'll met by Moon-light, 
Proud Titania, | 
Qucen. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy, skip hence, 
I have forfworn his Bed and Company. 
Ob. Tarry rath Wanton, am not I thy Lord 
Queen. Then I muft be thy Lady; but Iknow 
When thou waft ftoll’n away from Fairy Land, 
And in the fhape of Corin fate all Day, 
Playing on Pipes of Corn, and verfing Love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 
Come from the fartheft fteep of udia? 
But that forfooth the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buskin’d Miftrefs, and your Warrior Love, 
To Thefeus mutt be wedded, and you come, 
To give their Bed Joy and Profperity. 
O04. How can’ft thou thus for thame, Titania, 
Glance at my Credit with fZippolita, 


_ Knowing I know thy Love to Thefens ? 


Didft thou not lead him throy h the plimmeri | 
From Peregenia, whom he patitbed : Beth. 
And nishe Lim with fair c£gle break his faith 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa? : 
ueen. Thefe are the Forgeries of JealouG ‘ 

Foe oe fince the middle Saemaet Spring 
Met we on Hill, in Dale, Foreft, o¢ Mead, : 
By paved Fountain, or by rufhy Brook, 
Or in the beached Margent of the Sea, 
To dance our Ringlets to the whiftling Wind 
But with thy Brawls thou haft difturb’d eur Spore 
Therefore the Winds Piping to us in vain, : 
As in Revenge have fuck’d up from the Sea, 
Contagious Fogs; which falling in the Land, 
Hath every petty River made fo proud, 
That they have over-born their Continents. 
The Ox hath therefore ftretch’d his Yoak in Vain 
The Ploughman loft his Sweat, and the Lreen Corn 
Hath rotted, e’er his Youth attain’d a Beard: 
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The Fold ftands empty in the drowned Field, 
And Crows are fatted with the Murrien Flock, 
The Nine-mens-morris is fill’d up with Mud, 
And the queint Mazes in the wanton Green, 
For lack of tread are undiftinguifhable, 
The human Mortals want their Winter here, 
No Night is now with Hymn or Carol bleft ; 
Therefore the Moon, the Governefs of Floods, 
Pale. ia her Anger, wafhes all the Air; 
That Rheumatick Difeafes do abound. 
And through this Diftemperature, we fee 
The Seafons alter; hoary-headed Frofts 
Fall in the frefh Lap of the Crimfon Rofe, 
And on old Ayem’s Chin and Icy Crown, 
An odorous Chaplet of fweet Summer Buds c 
Is as in Mockery fet. The Spring, the Summer, 
The childing Autumn, angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the amazed World, 
By their increafe, now knows not which is which : 
And this fame Progeny of Evil comes 
From our Debate, from our Diffention, 
Weare their Parents and Original. 

Ob. Do you amendiit then, it lyes in you. 
Why fhould Titania crofs her Oberon ? 
I do but beg alittle changeling Boy, 
To be my Henchman. 

Queen. Set your Heart at reft, 
The Fairy-land buys not the Child of me. 
His Mother was a Votrefs of my Order, 
And in the fpiced Jndian Air by Night 
Full often fhe hath goflipt by my fide, 
And fate with me on Neptune's yellow Sands, 
Marking th’ embarked Traders of the Flood, 
When we have laught to fee the Sails conceive, 
And grow big-bellied with the wanton Wind: 
Which fhe with pretty and with fwimming Gate, 
Following (her Womb then rich with my young $yuire) 
Would imitate, and fail upon the Land, 
To fetch me Trifles, and return again, 
As from a Voyage rich with Merchandize. 
Bur fhe being mortal of that Boy did dye, 


48° A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 


And for her fake I do rear up her Boy, | 
And for her fake I will not part with him. 
Ob. How long within this Wood intend you ftay? 
Queen. Perchance ’till after Thefens’s Wedding-day: . 
If you wiil patiently dance in our Round, | 
And fee our Moon-light Revels, go with us; 
If not, fhun meand I wil] {pare your Haunts, 
Ob. Give me that Boy, and I will go with thee? , 
Queen. Not for thy fairy Kingdom. Fairies away: 
We thall chide downright, if I longer ftay. [ Exeunt. 
04. Well, go thy way; thou fhalt not from this Grove, 
‘Till I torment thee for this Injury. 
My gentle Puck come hither; thou remembieft 
Since that I fate upon a Promontory, 
And heard a Mermaid on a Dolphin’s Back, 
Uttering fuch Dulcet and Harmonious Breath; 
‘That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 
And certain Stars thot madly from their Sphears, 
To hear the Sea-maid’s Mufick, 
Puck, I remember, | 
Ob. That very time I faw, but thou could’ft not, 
Flying between the cold Moon and the Earth, 
Cupid all arm’d; acertain Aim he took 
At a fair Veftal, throned by the Weft, 
And loos’d his, Love-thaft {martly from his Bow, 
As it would pierce a hundred thoufand Hearts ; 
But I might fee young Cxpia’s fiery Shaft 
Quench’d in the chatte Beams of the Wwat'ry Moon, 
And the Imperial Votrefs Pafled on, 
In Maiden-Meditation, fancy-free, | 
Yet mark’d I where the Bolte of Cupid fell, 
It fell upon a little weftern Flower; | 
Before, milk-white, now pur le with Love? 
And Maidens ¢a]] it, Lee ia Plenere a Wound, 
Fetch me that Flower; the Herb I fhew’d thee once: 
The Juice of it, on fleeping Eye-lids laid, ; 
Will make a Man or Woman madly doat 
Upon the next live Creature that it fees, 
Fetch me this Herb, and be thou here again 
E’er the Leviathan can fwim a League. 


Ob. 
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Puck. Vil puta Girdle about the Earth in forty Minutes. 

| Exit. 

Ob. Having orice this Juice, — 

Y'll watch Titania when {he is afleep, 
And drop the Liquor of it in her Eyes: 
The next thing which fhe waking looks upon, 
(Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, 
Or medling Monkey, or on bufie Ape) 
She fhall purfue it with the Soul of Love; 
And e’er I take this Charm off from her Sights 
(As I can take it with another Herb) 
I'll make her render up her Page to me. 
But who comes here? I am invifible, 
And J will over-hear their Conference. 
Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 

Dem, I love thee not, therefore purfue me nots 
Where is Lyfander, and fair Hermia? 

The one Ill ftay, the other ftayeth me. 

Thou told’ft me they were ftol’n énto this Wood} 
And here am I, and Wood ‘within this Wood, 
Becaufe I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence get thee gone, and follow me no more, 

Hel, You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant, 
But yet you draw not [ron ; for my Heart 
Is true as Steel. Leave you your Power to draw; 
And I fhall have no Power to follow you. 

Dem. Do I entice youg Do I fpeak you fair? 
Or rather do I not in plaineft Truth, 

Tell you I do not, nor [ cannot love you? 

Hel. And even for that do I love thee the niore;! 
Iam your Spaniel, and, Demetrigs, 
The more you beat me I will fawn on you: 

Ufe me but as your Spaniel, {purn me, ftriké me, 
Neglec& me, lofe me; only give me Leave; 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you, 

What worfer Place can I beg in your Love, 

(And yet a Place of high Refpe@ with me) 
Than to be ufed as you do your Dog? 

Dem. Tempt not too much the Hitred of my Spirit, 
For [ am fick when I do look on thee. 

fel. And [ath fick wheri I look not on you. 

vor, I, C | Dem. 
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Dens, You do impeach your Modetty too much, 
To leave the City, and commit your felf 
Into the hands of one that loves you not; 

To truft the Opportunity of Night, 
And the ill Counfel of a defart Place, . 
With the rich Worth of your Virginity. 

lel, Your Virtue is my Privilege ; for that 
It is not Night when I do fee your Face; 

Therefore I think I am not in the Night. 

Nor doth this Wood lack Worlds of Company, 
For you, in my refpe@, are all the World. 
Then how can it be faid I am alone, 

When all the World is here to look on me2 

Dem. Vl run from thee and hide me in the Brakes, 
And leave thee to the Mercy. of wild Beafts, 

‘fel. The wildeft hath not fuch Heart as you; 
Run when you will, the Story fhall be chang’d: 
“Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the Chace; 

The Dove purfues the Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes {peed to catch the Tyger. Bootlef {peed ! 
When Cowardize purfues, and Valour flies, 

Dem. T will not {tay thy Queftions, let me 203 
Or if you follow me, do Not believe, 

But I fhall do thee Mifchief in the Wood, 

flel. Ay, inthe Temple, in the Town and Field 
You do me Mifchief. Fye, Demetrius, 

Your Wrongs do fet a Scandal on my Sex: 

We cannot fight for Love, as Men may do; 

We fhould be woo'd, and were not Made to woo. 
I follow thee, and make a Fleaven of Hell, 

To dye upon the Hand I love fo well, 

Ob. Fare thee well, Nymph, eer he do leave th 
Thou thale fly him, and he fhall feek thy Love. 
Haft thou the Flower there2 Welcome Wanderer, 

Exter Puck, 

Puck, Ay, there it is, 

Ob. I pray thee give it me; 

I know a Bank where the wild Time blows, 
Where the Oxflips and the nodding Violet grows, 
Quite over cannopy’d with lufcious Woodbine, 
With fweet Musk Rofes, and with Eplatine, 


[ Exennt, 
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There fleeps Titania, fome time of the Night, 

Lulld in thefe Flowers, with Dances and Delight; 

And there the Snake throws her enammel’d Skin, 

Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in: 

And with the Juice of this Pil ftreak her Eyes, 

And make her full of hateful Fantafies. 

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this Grove; 

A {weet Athenian Lady is in love 

With a difdainful Youth; anoint his Eyes, 

But do it when the next thing he efpies 

May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the Man, 

By the Athenian Garments he hath on. 

Effect it with fome Care, that he may prove 

More fond of her than fhe upon her Love ; 

And look you meet me e’er the firft Cock crow. 
Puck, Fear not my Lord, your Servant fhalldo fo. [ Exit. 


Enter Queen of Fairies, with her Train. 


Queen, Come, now a Roundel, and a Fairy Song: 
Then for the third Part of a Minute hence, 
Some to kill Kankers in the Musk-Rofe Buds, 
Some war with Reremife for their leathern Wings, 
To make my fmall Elves Coats, and fome keep back 
The clamorous Owl that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our queint Spirits. Sing me now afleep, 
Then to your Offices, and let me reft. 


Fairies Sing. 


Yow {potted Snakes with double Tongue, 
Thorny Hedgehogs be nor feen 

Newts and blind Worms do no wronty 
Come not near our fairy Queen, 
Philome! with Melody, 

Sing in your fweet Lullaby, 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lalla, lulla, lullaby : 
Never harm, nor {pell, nor charm, 

Come our lovely Lady nigh, 

So good night with Lullaby. 


C2 2. Fairy. 
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Weaving Spiders come not here: 
fence you long-leg’d Spinners, hence: 
Beetles black approach nor near, 
Worm nor Snail do no Offence. 
Philomel with Melody, &c. 
1. Fairy. 
Hence away; now all is well: 
One aloof, ftand Centinel, | Exeunt Fairies, 


/ Enter Oberon. 


Ove. What thou feeft when thou doft wake, 
Do it for thy true Love take, 
Love and languith for his fake; 
Be it Ounee, or Cat, or Bear, 
Pard, or Boar, with briftled Hair, 
In thy Eye that thall appear ; 
When thou wak’ft, it is thy Dear; 
Wake when fome vile Thing is near, | Exit Oberon, 
_ _ ater Lyfander axd Hermia, 
Lyf. Fair Love, you faint with wandring in the Woods; 
And to {peak troth, I have forgot our Way: | 
We'll reft us, Hermia, if you think it good, ; 
And tarry for the Comfort of the Day, 
Her, Be it fo, Ly/ander: find you o 
For I upon this Ect will reft “- ay ides 
Lyf; One Turf thall ferve a Pillow for us both 
One Heart, one Bed, two Bofoms, and one Troth. 
fler, Nay good Ly/ander, for my Sake, my Dear, 
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Lye further off yet; do notlye fo near, 

Lyf. O take the Senfe {weet of my Innoce 
Love takes the Meaning in Love's Conferen 
T mean that my Heart unto yours is knit 
So that but one Heart can you make of a : 
Two Bofoms interchanged with an Oath, 
So then two Bofoms, and a fingle Troth: 
Then by your Side no Bed-room me deny 
For lying fo, Hermia, I do not lye, 

fler. Lyfander riddles very prettily 
Now much befhrew my Manners, and my Pride 
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander ly’d, . 
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But gentle Friend, for Love and Curtefie 
Lye further off in human Modefty ; 
Such Separation’as may well be faid 
Becomes a virtuous Batchelor, and a Maid; 
So far be diftant, and good night fweet Friend, 
Thy Love ne’er alter *till thy {weet Life end. 
Ly/. Amen, Amen, to that fair Prayer fay I, 
And then end Life when I end Loyalty: 
Here is thy Bed, Sleep give thee all his Reft. 
Her. With half that With, the Withers Eyes be preft. 
| They fleep. 
Exter Puck. 
Puck, Through the Foreft have I gone, 
But Athenian find I none, 
On whofe Eyes I might approve 
This Flower’s Force in ftirring Love: 
Night and Silence; who is here? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear; 
This is he, my Matter faid, 
Defpifed the Athenian Maid; 
And here the Maiden fleeping found 
On the dank and dirty Ground 
Pretty Soul, fhe durft not lye 
Near this Lack-love, this kill Curtefie. 
Churl, upon thy Eyes I throw 
All the Power this Charm doth owe: 
When thou wak’ft, let Love forbid 
Sleep his Seat on thy Eye-lid: 
So awake when I am gone, 
For I muft now to Oberon. [ Exit. 
Enter Demetrius azd Helena running. 
Hel. Stay, tho’ thou kill me, fweet Demetrius. 
Dem. I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus. 
Hel. O wilt thou Darling leave me? Do not fo. 
Dem. Stay on thy Peril, I ajone will go. | Exit Demetrius. 
Hel. O I am out of Breath in this fond Chace, 
The more my Prayer, the Icffer is my Grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wherefoe’er fhe lyes; 
For fhe hath bleffed and attra‘tive Eyes. 
How came her Eyes fo bright? Not with falt Tears; 
If fo, my Eyes are oftner wath’d than hers: 
C 3 No, 
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No, no, I am as ugly asa Bear; 
For Beafts that meet me run away for fear; 
Therefore no marvel, tho’ Demetrins 
Do as a Montter, fly my Prefence thus. 
What wicked and diflembling Glafs of mine, 
Made me compare with flermia’s {phery Eyn? 
But who is here 2 Lyfander on the Ground: 
Dead or afleep? I fee no Blood, no» Wound: 
Lyfander, if you live, good Sir awake. 
4yf. And run thro’ Fire I will for thy fweet Sake. 
| Waking. 
Tranfparent fTelena, Nature here thews Art, 
hat through thy Bofom makes me {ee thy Heart.s 

here is Demetrins 2. Oh; how fit a Word 
Is that vile Name, to perifh on my Sword? 

- Hel. Do not fay fo, Ly/fander, fay not fo; 
What tho’ he love your Yermia? Lord, what tho’ 2 

Lyf? Content with Hermia? No: 1 do repent 
The tedious Minutes I with her have {pent; 

Not Hlermia, but Helena now I love: 

ho will not change a Raven for a Dove? 
The Will of Man is by his Reafon {way’d, 
And Reafon fays you are the worthier Maid. 

hings growing are not ripe until their Seafon; 
So I being young, “till now ripe not to Reafon; 
And touching now the Point of human Skill, 
Reafon becomes the Marfhal to my Will, 
And leads me to your Eyes, where [ *erlook 
Love’s Stories, written in Love’s richeft Book. 

Hel. Wherefore was 1 to this keen Mockery born2 
When at your Hands did I deferve this Scorn 2 
Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young Man, 

That I did never, NO nor never can 

Deferve a fweet Look from Demetrins’s Eye, 

But you muft flout my Infufficiency 2 

Good troth you do me wrong, good footh you do 

In fuch difdainful manner me to woo: ? 
. But fare you well, Perforce I muft confefy, 

I thought you Lord of more true Gentleneg - 
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Oh, that a Lady of one Man refus’d, 

Should of another therefore be abus’d, | Exit. 
Lyf. She fees not Hermia, Hermia fleep thou there, 

And never may’ft thou come Ly/ander near; 

For as a Surfeit of the {weeteft Things, 

The deepeft loathing to a Stomach brings ; ; 

Or as the Herefies that Men do leave, 

Are hated moft of thofe they did deceive; 

So thou, my Surfeit and my Herefie, 

Of all be hated, but the moft of me; 

And all my Powers addrefs your Love and might, 

To honour Helex, and to be her Knight, [ Exit. 
Her. Help me, Ly/ander, help me, do thy beft 

To pluck this crawling Serpent from my Breaft: 

Ay me, for Pity, what a Dream was here2 

Lyfander look, hew I do quake with Fear; 

Me-thought a Serpent eat my Heart away, 

And yet fate fmiling at his cruel Prey: 

Lyfander, what remov’d? Ly/ander, Lord, 

What out of hearing, gone? No found, no word? 

Alack where are you? Speak, and if you hear, 

Speak of all Loves; I fwound almoft with Fear. 

No, then I well perceive you are not nigh, 

Either Death or you I'll find immediately. | Exit. 
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Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt and Starveling. 
The Queen of Fairies lying afleep. 


Bot. R E we all met? 

Quin. Pat, pat, and here’s a marvellous conveni- 
ent Place for our Rehearfal. This green Plat fhall be our 
Stage, this Hauthorn brake our tyring Houfe, and we will 
do it in AGtion, as we will do it before the Duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince. 
Quin. What fay’ft thou Bully Bortom 2 
Bot. There are Things in this Comedy of Piramus and 
Thisby, that will never pleafe, Firft, Piramus muft draw a 
C4 Sword 
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Sword to kil] himfelf, which the Ladies cannot abide. How 
anfwer you that2 ; 

Sn0ute Berlaken, a parlous Fear. 

Star. I believe we muft leave the Killing out, when allis 
done, | 
Sor. Not a whit, I have a Device to make all well; write 
me a Prolopre, and let the Prologue feem to fay, We willdo 
no harm with our Swords, and that Piramus is not kill’d in-. 
deed ; and for the more better Affurance, tell them, that I 
Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the Weaver; this will 
put them out of fear, 

Quin Well, we will have fucha Prologue, and it thal] be 
written in Eight and Six, , 
Bot. No, make it two more; let it be written in Eight 
and Fight. | 

Snowt. Will not the Ladies be afeard of the Lion 2 

Star. I fear it, I promife you, 

Bot. Matters, you oughe to confider with your felves; to 
bring in, God thield us, a Lion among Ladies, is a moft 
creadfy] Thing; for there Is not a more fearful wild Fowl 
than your Lion living; and we ought to look to it, 

‘Snow. Therefore-another Prologue muft tel] he is not a 
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Sor. Nay, you muft name. his Name, and half his Face 
mutt be feen through the Lion’s Neck, and he himfelf muft 
ipcak through, faying thus, or to the fame defe@; Ladies, or 
fair Ladies, I would with you, or [ would Tequeft you, or 
I would intreat YOu, Not to fear, tiot to tremble ; my Life for 
yours; if you think I come‘hither as 4 Lion, it were pity of 
my Life; no, I am no fuch thing, fam a Man as other Men 
are; and there indeed let him name his Name, and tellthem 
Plainly he is Snug the Joiner, 

Quin, Well, it thall be fo; but there is two : 
that is, to bring the Moon-light into a 5 eta pnings 
know Pyraweus and Thisby meet by Moon-light. 

Sngg. Doth the Moon thine that Night we Play our Play 2 

Bot. A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanack: had 
out Moon-fhine, find out Moon-fhine, ie tae | 

Quin. Yes, it doth thine that Night. 

Sot, Why then may you leave a Cafement Of the great 


Chamber 


er; for you 
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Chamber Window, where we play, open, and the Moon may 
fhine in at the Cafemenr. 

Quin, Ay, or elfe one muftcome in with a Buth of Thorns 
and a Lanthorn, and fay he comes to dishigure, or to prefent 
the Perfon of Moonfhine; then there is another thing, we 
mutt have a Wall in the great Chamber, for Pyramus and 
Thisby, fays the Story, did talk through the Chink of a Wall. 

Snug. You can never bring in a Wall. What fay you 
Bottom ? 

Bot. Some Man or other muft prefent Wall, and let 
him have fome Plafter, or fome Lome, or fome Rough-caft 
about him, to fignify Wall, or let him hold his Fingers 
thus ; and through the Cranny fhall Pyramus and Thisby 
whifper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit down 
every Mother’s Son, and rehearfe your Parts. Pyramus you 
begin; when you have fpoken your Speech entér into that 
Brake, and fo every one according to his Cue. 

Enter Puck, 

Pack, What hempen Home-fpuns have we {waggering here 
So near the Cradle of the Fairy Queen? 

What, a Play toward? I'l] be an Auditor; 
An Actor too perhaps, if I fee Caufe, 

Quin. Speak Pyramus; Thisby {tand forth. 

Pyr. Thisby, the Flowers of odious Savour’s {weet. 

Quin, Odours, Odours. 

Pyr. Odours favors fweet, 

So that thy Breath, my deareft Thisby dear. 

But hark, a Voice; ftay thou but here a while, 

And by and by I will to thee appear. | Exit Pyr. 
Puck, A Stranger Pyramys than e’er plaid here. 
Thif. Mutt I {peak now? 

Quin. Ay marry muit you; for you muft underftand he 
goes-but tofee a Noifethat he heard, and is to come again. 
Thife Moft radiant Pyramus, mott lilly white of Hue, 

Of Colour like the red Rofe on triumphant Bryer, 
Molt brisky Fuvenal, and eke moft lovely Few, 
I'l true as trueft Horfe, that yet would never tire, 
As meet thee, Pyramaus, at Ninny’s Tomb. 
Quin. Nivus Tomb, Man; why you muft not fpeak that 
yet; that you anfwer to Pyramus; you {peak all your Part at 
| once 
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once, Cues and all. Pyramus enter, your Cue is paft; it ig 
never tire. 
Enter Pyramus. 

Thif. O, as true as trueft Horfe, that yet would never tire, 

Pyr. Uf I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine. 

Quin. O monftrous! O ftrange ! We are haunted; pray 
Mafters, fly Mafters, help. | The Clowns Exeunt, 

Puck, I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a Round, 
Through Bog, through Buth, through Brake, through Bryer; 
Sometimes a Horfe I'll be, fometimes a Hound, 
A Hog, a headlefs Bear, fometime a Fire, 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore and burn, 
Like Horfe, Hound, Hog, Bear, Fire, at every turn, | Exit. 

Enter Bottom with an Afi Head. 

Bot. Why dothey run away? This is a Knavery of them 

to make me afeard. 
Enter Snowt. 

Snowt. O Bottom, thou art chane’d ; what do T fee on 
thee ? 

Bot. What do you fee? You fee an Afs-head of your own, 
do you? 

Enter Quince, 
Quin. Blefs thee Bottom, blefs thee, thou art tranflated, 
Gee [ Exit. 

Bor. I fee their Knavery, this is to make an Afs of me. to 
. fright me if they could; but T wil] hot ftir from this Place 
do what they can; I will walk up and down here, and will 
fing that they fhall hear I am not afraid, 3 
The Woofel Cock, fo black of hue, 
With Orenge-tawny Bill, | 
The Throftle will his Note fo true, 
The Wren and little Quill. | 

Queen. What Angel wakes me from my flowry Bed2 

Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark L Waking. 
The plain-fong Cuckow gray, : 
Whofe Note full many a Man doth mark, 
And dares not anfwer nay. 
For, indeed, who would fet his Wit to fo foolith a Bird2 
Who would give a Bird the Lye, tho’ he ery Cuckow ne- 
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Queen, pray thee, gentle Mortal, fing again, 

Mine Ear is much enamour’d of thy Note; 

On the firft view to fay, to {wear I love thee. 

So is mine Eye enthralled to thy Shape, 

And thy fair Virtues force (perforce) doth move me. 

Bot. Methinks, Maiftrefs, you fhould have little Reafon 
for that: And yet, to fay the truth, Reafon and Love keep 
little Company together, now a-days. The more the pity, 
that fome honeft Neighbours will not make them Friends. 
Nay, Ican gleek upon occafion. 

Queen. Thou art as Wife as thou art Beautiful. 

Bor. Not {o neither: But if I had Wit enough to get out 
of this Wood, I have enough to ferve mine own turn. 

Queen, Out of this Wood do not defire to go, 

Thou fhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
Iam a Spirit of no common Rate; 

The Summer {till doth tend upon my State; 

And I do love thee; therefore 90 with me 

I'll give thee Fairiesto attend on thee ; 

And they fhall fetch thee Jewels from the Deep, 
And fing, while thou on preffed Flowers doth fleep: 
And I will purge thy mortal Grofnefs fo, 

That thou fhalt like an airy Spirit go. 

Enter Peafeblofiom, Cobweb, Moth, Muttardfeed, and 

four Fairies. 

1 Fiar. Ready. 

2 Fair. And}. 

3 Fair. And I, 

4 Fair. And I, Where fhall we go? 

Queen. Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman. 

Hop in his Walks, and Gambole in his Eye, 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberries, 
With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, 
The Honey Bags {teal fromthe Humble Bees, 
And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worm’s Eyes, 
To have my Love to Bed, and to arife: 
And pluck the Wings from painted Butterflies, 
To fan the Moon-beams from his fleeping Eyes. 
Nod to him Elves, and do him Courtefies. 

| 1 Fair. 


a ee ee ee ee 











49% A Midfummer- Night's Dream, 


x Fair. Hail Mortal, Hail. 

2 Fair. Hail, 

3 Fair. Hail, 

Bot. \ cry your Worfhip’s Mercy heartily, I befeech your 
Worfhip’s Name, | 
Cob, Cobweb. ues 

Bot. I thall defire of you more Acquaintance, good Ma- 
fter Cobwebs iff cut my Finger, I fhall make bold with you, 
Your Name, honeft Gentleman 2 

Peaf, Peafebloffom. 

Bot. I pray you commend me to Mittrefs Sguafb your 
Mother, and to Mafter Peafecod your Father. Good Mafter 
Peafebloffom, I thall defire of you more Acquaintance too. 
Your Name, I befeech you, Sir 2 

Mul. Muftardfeed, 

Bot. Good Matter Muftardfeed, ¥ know your Patience 
well: That fame cowardly Giant-like Ox-beef hath devour’d 
many a Gentleman of your Houfe. I promife you, your 
Kindred hath made my Eyes water e’er now. J defire more 
of your Acquaintance, good Matter AMuftard/eed, 

Queen. Come wait upon him, lead himto my Bower, 
The Moon, methinks, looks with a Watry Eye, 
And when the weeps, weep every little Flower, 

Lamenting fome enforced Chattiry. | | 

Tye up my Lover’s Tongue, bring him filently, [Exeunt. 
Enter King of Fairies folus, per ae 

Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak'd : 
Then what it was that next came in her Eye, 
Which the mutt dote on in Extremit = 
“i Exter Puck, 

Here comes my Meffenger: How now mad Spirit 

What Night-rule now about this haunted Grove? 

Puck. My Miltrefs with a Monfter is in love, 

Near to her clofe and confecrated Bower, 
While fhe was in her dull and flceping Hour, 
A crew of Patches, rude Mechanicals, 

That work for Bread upon Athenian Stalls, 
Were met together to Rchearfe a Play, 
Intended for great Thefews Nuptial Day, 
The fhalloweft thick Skin of that barren fort 
Who Pyramus prefented, in their Sport 


Forfoek 


E> 


Atte A 





—— a “o> Og O- ae O- ae OO aE Se Oe 4 
O- st Seu > 2 3 ‘ 


' 
\ 
(iq 
| 
| 
: 
13 
- 


? oe, it 
AM idfummer-Night s Dream. 4.93 | | 


Forfook his Scene, and entred in a Brake, 
When I did him at this Advantage take, 
An Afs’s Nole I fixed on his Head; 
Anon his Thisby mutt be anfwered, 
And forth my Mimick comes; When they him fpy, 
As wild Geefe, that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or ruffet-pated Choughs, many in fort, 
Rifing and Kawing atthe Gun’s report, 
Sever themfelves, and madly fweep the Sky; 
So at his fight, away his Fellows fly, 
And at our ftamp here o’er and o’er one falls : 
He Murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 
Their Senfe thus weak, loft with their Fears thus {trong, 
Made fenfelefs things begin to do them wrong. 
For Briars and Thorns at their A pparel {natch, 
Some Sleeves, fome Hats, from Yieldersall th 
I led them on in this diftra@ed fear, 
And left {weet Pyramus tranflated there: 
When in that moment (fo it came to pafs ) 
Titania wak’d, and ftraightway lov’d an Afs. 
O%. This falls ourbetter than I could devife. 
But haft thou ‘yet latch’d the Athenian Eyes 
With the Love Juice, as I did bid thee do2 
Puck. I took him fleeping; that is finith’d too; 
And the dthenian Woman by his fide, 
‘That when he wak’d, of force fhe muft be ey'd. 
Enter Demetrius avd Hermia. 
Ob. Stand clofe, this is the fame Athenian. 
Puck, Thisis the Woman, but not this the Man, 
Dem, Owhy rebuke you him that loves you fo2 
Lay Breath fo bitter on your bitter Foe. 
fler. Now I but chide, but I fhould ufe thee worfe; 
Forthou, I fear, haft given me caufeto Curfe, 
If thou shaft flain- Ly/ander in his fleep 
Being o’er Shoes in Blood, plunge inthe deep, and kill me too, 
The Sun was not fo true unto the Day 
Ashe to me. Would he have ftollen away 
From fleeping Hermia? I'll believe as foon 
This whole Earth may be bor’d, and that the Moon 
May through the Center creep, and fo difpleafe 
Fer Brother’s Noon-tide, with th’ Antipodes, 
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It cannot be but thow haft murder'd him, | 
So thould a Murtherer look, fo dead, fo grim. 
Dem. So fhould the Murtherer look, and fo fhould I, 
Piere’d through the Heart with your ftern Cruelty ; 
Yet you the Murderer look as bright and clear, 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering Sphere. 
fer. What's this to my Ly/ander? Where is he? 
Ah good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me 2 
Dem. Vd rather give his Carkafs to my Hounds. 
ffer. Out Dog, out Cur; thou driv’ft me paft the bounds 
Of Maiden’s Patience. Haft thou flain him then? 
Henceforth be never numbred among Men, 
Oh! oncetell true, and even for my fake, 
Durft thou a look’d upon him, being awake? 
And haft thou kill'd him fleeping? O brave touch: 
Could not a Worm, an Adder do fo much2 
An Adder did it, for with doubler Tongue 
Than thine, thou Serpent, never Adder {tung, 
Dem. You {pend your Paffion on amifpriz’d mood; 
{ am not guilty of Lyfander’s Blood, 
Nor is he dead for ought that I can tell, 
fer, I pray thee tell me then that he is wel], — 
Dem. Andif I could, what fhould I get therefore2 
Her. A Privilege never to fee me more : 
And from thy hated Prefence part I, 
Whether he be dead or no, [ Exit. 
Dem. Thereis no following her in this fierce Vein 
Flere therefore for a while l will remain, : 
So Sorrows heavinefs doth heavier grow : 
For Debt that Bankrupt fleep doth Sorro 
Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay 
If for his tender here I make fome ftay, f EZ ies dine 
Ob. What haft thou done? Thou haft miftaken quite, 
And laid thy Love-Juice on fome true Love’s Gaha : 
Of thy Mifprifion muft Perforce enfire ; 
Some true Love turn’d, and not a falfe turn’d true 
Puck, Then Fate o’er-rules, that one Man holdin. Troth: 
A Million fail, confounding Oath on Oath, 8 x 
O04. About the Wood go fwifter than the Wind 
And Helena of Athens {ee thou find. Sey 
All Fancy-fick theis, and pale of Cheer, 
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With fighs of Love, that cofts the freth Blood dear; 
By fome Illufion fee thou bring her here; 
Will charm his Eyes againft the doth appear. 
Puck, I go, I go, look how I go, % 
Swifter than Arrow from the Tartar’s Bow. | Exit. 


O%. Flower of this purple dye, 
Hit with Cupid's Archery, 
Sink in Apple of his Eye, 
When his Love he doth efpy, 
Let her fhine as glorioufly 
As the Venus of the Sky. 
When thou wak’ft, if the be by, 
Beg of her for Remedy. 
Enter Puck. 
Pack, Captain of our Fairy Band, 
flelena is here at hand, 
And the Youth miftook by me, 
Pleading for a Lover’s Fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant fee? 
Lord, what Fools thefe Mortals be |! 
Ob. Stand afide: The noife they make 
Will caufe Demetrius to awake. 
Puck. Then will two at once woo one; 
That muft needs be Sport alone. 
And thofe things do beft pleafe me, 
That befal prepofteroufly. 
Enter Lyfander and Helena, 
Lyf Why thould you think that I fhould woo in {corn 2 
Scornand Derifion never come in Tears. 
Look whenI vow, I weep, and Vows fo born, 
In their Nativity all Truth appears: 
How can thefe things in me feem Sco 
Bearing the badge of Faith to prove them true. 
fTel. You do advance your Cunning more and more, 
When Truth kills Truth, O devilith holy Fray! 
Thefe Vows are Hermia’s, Will you give her o’er 2 
Weigh Oath with Oath, and you will nothing weigh. 
Your Vows to her and me, put in two Scales, 
Will even wéigh, and both as light as Tales. 
Lyf. Thad no Judgment when to her I {wore. ) 
4fel, Nornone,inmy mind, now you give her o’er. ay. 
Lyf, 
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Lyf. Demetrinsloves her, and he loves hot you. 
Dem. | Awaking.) © flelen, Goddefs, Nymph, perfed, 

divine, 

Towhat, my Love, hall I compare thine Eyne?2 

Cryftal is muddy; O how ripe in fhow, 

Thy Lips, thofe kiffing Cherries, tempting grow! 

That pure congealed white, high Taurus Snow, 

Fann’d with the Eaftern Wind, turns toa Crew, 

When thou hold’ft up thyhand. O let me kifg 

This Princefs of pure white, this feal of Blifs, 
fel. O Spight, O Hell, I fee you are all bent 

To fet againft me, for your Merriment: 

If you were civil, andknew Courtefie, 

You would not do me thus much Injury, 

Can you not hate me, as I know youdo, 

But you muft join in Souls to mock me too 2 

If you are Men, as Men you are in fhow, 

You would not ufe a gentle Lady fo: 

To vow, and fwear, and fuperpraife my Parts, 

When I am fure you hate me with your Hearts. 

You both are Rivals, and love Hermia, 

And now both Rivals to mock Helena. 

A trim Exploit, a manly Enterprize, 

To conjure Tears UP IN a poor Maid’s Eyes, 

With your Derifion: None of Nobler fort 

Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort 

A poor Soul’s Patience, all to make you {port, 

Lyf. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not fo, 

For you love Hermia; this youknow I know, - 

And here with all good will, with all my heart 

In Hermia’s Love I yield you up my part; 

And your’s of Helena to me bequeath, 

Whom I do love, and will do to my Death, 

Hel. Never did Mockers wafte more idle Breath; 
Dem. Lyfander, keep thy Hermia, T wil none: 

If e’er Llov’d her, ali that Love js gone, : 

My Heart to her, but as Gueft-wife {ojourn’d 

And now to Heléen it is home return’d, J 

There to remain, 

Lyf? It is not fo. 7 
Dem. Difparage not the Faith thou dott hot know) 
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Left to thy peril thou abide it dear. 
Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy Dear. 
Exter Hermia. 
ffer. Dark Night, that from the Eye his Fun@ion takes, 
The Ear more quick of Apprehenfion makes. 
Wherein it doth impair the feeing Senfe, 
It pays the Hearing double recompence. 
Thou art not by mine Eye, Lyfander, found, 
Mine Ear, I thank ir, brought me to that Sound: 
But why unkindly didft thou leave me {02 
Ly/. Why thould he ftay, whom Love doth prefsto go? 
Her. What Love could prefs Lyfander from my fide? 
Lyf. Lyfander’s Love, that would not let him bide ; 
Fair Helena, who more engilds the Night, 
Than all yon fiery O’s and Eyes of Light, 
Why feek’ft thou me? Could not this make thee know 
The Hate I bear thee, made me leave thee fo2 
Her. You {peak not as you think: It cannot be. 
flel. Lo, the is one of this Confederacy ; 
Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three, 
To fathion this falfe Sport in fpight of me. 
Injurious Hermia, mott ungrateful Maid, 
Flave you confpir’d, have you with thefe contriv’d 
To bait me, with this foul Derifion 2 
Is all the Counfel that we two have fhar’d, 
The Sifters Vows, the Hours that we have fpent, 
When we have chid the hafty footed Time, 
For parting us: O! and isall forgot? 
All School-days Friendfhip, Childhoods Innocence 2 
We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods, 
Have with our Needles, created both one Flower, 
Both on one Sampler, fitting on one Cuthion; 
Both warbling of one Song, both inone Key; 
Asifour Hands, our Sides, Voices, and Minds 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Like toa double Cherry, feeming parted, 
But yet an Union in Partition ; 
Two lovely Berries molded on one Stem, 
So with two feeming Bodies, but one Heart, 
Two of the firft Life, Coats of Heraldry, 
Due but to one, and crowned with one Creft. 
Vou. [I, D And 
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And will you rend our anciest Love afunder, 
To join with Men in {corning your poor Friend 2 


It is not friendly, tis no 


t maidenly ; 


Our Sex as well as I may chide you for it, 
Though Talone do feel the Injury. 

Her. 1 am amazed at your paffionate words: 
I {corn you not; it feems that you fcorn me. 


Hel. Have you not fet 


Lyfander, as in {corn, 


To follow me, and praife my Eyes and Face 2 
And made your other Love, Demetrius, 

Who even but now did {fpurn me with his Foot, 
To call me Goddefs, Nymph, Divine, and Rare, 
Precious, Celeftial 2 Wherefore {peaks he this 
To her he hates? And wherefore doth Lyfander 


Deny your Love, fo rich 


within his Soul, 


And tender me, forfooth, Affection, 

But by your fetting on, by your Confent2 

What thoughI be not fo in grace as you, 

So hung upon with Love, fo fortunate 2 

But miferable moft, to love unlov'd, 

This you fhould pity rather than defpife. 
‘er. T underftand not what you mean by this. 
flel. Ay, do, perfevere, counterfeit fad Looks, 

Make Mouths upon me when I turn my Back, 


Wink each at other, hold 


the fweet Jeft up: 


This {port well carried, thall be chronicled, 
you have any Pity, Grace, or Manners, 


You would not make me 


fuch an Argument : 


But fare ye well, °tis Partly mine own fault, 
Which Death or: Abfence foon thal] remedy. 

Lyf. Stay, gentle Helena, hear my Excufe; 
My Love, my Soul, fair Helena. 


fel. O Excellent ! 


Her. Sweet, do not fcorn her fo, 
Dem. If the cannot entreat, I can compel, 


Lyf. Thou canft compel no more than fh 


€ entreat. 


» Thy Threats have no more ftrength than her weak Praife. 
flelen, I love thee, by my Life I do; 
I {wear by that which I will lofe for thee, 


To prove him falfe that fa 


ys I love thee not, 


Dem. I fay, U love thee more than he can do, 


Lyf. 


Rete 


‘AN 


end? 
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Lyf. If thou fay fo, withdraw and prove it too. 
Dem. Quick, come, 
fer, Lyfander, whereto tends all this 2 
Lyf. Away, you Ethiope. 
Dem, No, no, Sir, feem to break loofe; 
Take on as you would follow, 
But yet come not ; you are a tame Man, go. 
£y/. Hang off thou Cat, thou Burre; vile thing let loofe, 
Or I will thake thee from me like a Serpent. 
fler, Why are you grown fo rude? 
What change is this, fweet Love? 
Lyf. Thy Love? Out tawny Tartar, out; 
Out loathed Medicine; O hated Poifon, hence, 
fer. Do you not jeft? 
fel. Yes footh, and fo do you. 
Lyf. Demetrius, I will keep my Word with thee. 
Dem, I would I had your Bond; for I perceive 
A weak Bond holds you; I'll not truft your Word. 
Ly/. What, fhould I hurt her, ftrike her, kill her dead 2 
Although I hate her, Ill not harm her fo. 
fer, What, can you do me ereater harm than hate2 
Fate me! wherefore? O me! what News, my Love? 
Am not I Hermia? Are not you Ly/ander ? 
I am as fair now, as I was ere-whilc. 
Since Night you lov’d me; yet fince Night you left me; 
Why then you left me, Othe gods forbid ! 
In earneft, thall I fay2 
Lyf. Ay, by my Life, 
And never did defire to fee thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of queftion, of doubt, 
Be certain, nothing truer; ’tis no jeft, 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 
ffer. O me, you Jugler, you Canker-bloffom, 
You Thief of Love; what have you come by Night, 
And ftollen my Love’s Heart from him? 
Hel, Fine, rfaith! 
Have you no Modefty, no maiden Shame, 
No touch of Bathfulnefs 2. What will you tear 
Impatient Anfwers from my gentle Tongue? 
Fie, fie, you Counterfeit, you Puppet, you. 


D 3 Her. 
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Her. Puppet! why fo? Ay, that ways go the Games - 
Now I perceive that fhe hath made compare 
Between our Statures; fhe hath urg’d her height, 
And with her perfonage, her tall perfonage, | 
Her height, forfooth, fhe hath preyail’d with him. 
And are you grown fo high in his Efteem, 
Becaufe I am fo dwarfifh, and fo low? 
How low am I, thou painted Maypole? Speak, 
How low am I2 I am not yet fo low, 
But that my Nails can reach unto thine Eyes. 
ffel. 1 pray you, though you mock me, Gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt'me, I was never curft : 
Ihave no gift at all in Shrewifhnefs ; 
I ama right Maid for my Cowardize : 
Let her not ftrike me. You perhaps may think, 
Becaufe fhe’s fomething lower than my felf, 
That I can match her. 
fer. Lower! Hark again. 
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me, 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your Counfels, never wrone’d you, 
Save that in Love unto Demetrius, 
I told him of your ftealth into this Wood: 
He follow’d you, for Love I follow’d him, 
But he hath chid me hence, and threatned mé¢ 
To ftrike me, fpurn me, nay to kill me too; 
And now, fo you willlet me quiet go, 
Lo Athens will I bear my Folly back, 
And follow you no further. Let me QO, 
You fee how fimple, and how fond I am. 
Her. Why get you gone; who is’t that hinders you 2 
Ffel, A foolith Heart, that I leave here behind. 
Her, What with Ly/ander ? 
Fel. With Demetrius. 
Lyf. Be not afraid, the will not harm th 
a No, Sir, fhe fhall nor, though Pa hy mearale 
fel. O, when fhe’s angry, the is keen and faved P 
She was a Vixen when fhe went to School; ‘ 
And though fhe be but little fhe is fierce. 
Her. Littleagain¢ Nothing but low and little? 
Why will you fuffer her to flout methus2 


Let me come to her. 


Lyf 
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Lyf: Get you gone, you Dwarf, 
You Méinimus, of hindring Knot-grafs made, 
You Bead, you Acorn, 
Dem. You are too officious 
In her behalf that {corns your Services. 
Let her alone, {peak not of Helena, 
Take not her part: For if thou doft intend 
Never fo little thew of Love to her, 
Thou fhalt abide it. 
Lyf; Now fhe holds me not, 
Now follow if thou dar’ft, to try whofe Right 
Of thine or mine is moft in Helena. 
Dem. Follow? Nay, Ill go with thee Cheek by Jowl. 
[| Exit Lyfander and Demetrius. 
Her, You Miftrefs, all this Coyl is long of you: 
Nay, gonot back. 
fel. I will not truft you, 
Nor longer ftay in your curft Company. 
Your Hands than mine are quicker for a Fray, 
My Legs are longer though, to run away. | Exeunt. 
Enter Oberon and Puck. 
Os. This isthy Negligence, {till thou miftak’ft, 
Or elfe committ'{t thy Knaveries willingly. 
Puck, Believe me, King of Shadows, I miftook: 
Did not you tell me I fhould know the Man, 
By the Athenian Garments he hath on2 
And fo far blamelefs proves my Enterprize, 
That I have ’nointed an _Athenian’s Eyes} 
And fo far am I glad, it did fo fort, 
As this their Jangling I efteem a Sport. 
Ob. Thou feeft thefe Lovers feck a Place to fight; 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcaft the Night, 
The Starry Welkin cover thou‘anon 
With drooping Fog, as black as Acheron, 
And lead thefe tefty Rivals fo aftray, 
As one come not within another’s way. 
Like to Ly/ander {ometime frame thy Tongue, 
Then ftir Demetrius up with bitter Wrong; tH 
And fometime rail thou like Demetrius ; iN 
And from each other look thou lead them thus, i 
| | D 3 Till Aah 
| 
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Till o'er their Brows, Death-counterfeiting Sleep 
With leaden Legs and batty Wings doth creep; 
Then crufh this Herb into Lyfander's Eye, 
Whofe Liquor hath this virtuous Property, 
To take from thence all Error, with its Might, 
And make his Eye-balls row] with wonted fight. 
When they next wake, all this Derifion 
Shall feem a Dream, and fruitlefs Vifion ; 
And back to Athens thal the Lovers wend 
With League, whofe date’till Death hall never end. 
Whiles I in this Affair do thee imploy, 
I'll to my Queen, and beg her Judian Boy; 
And then I will her charmed Eye releafe 
From Montters view, and all things fhall be Peace. 
Puck. My Fairy Lord, this muft be done with hafte, 
For Night’s {wif Dragons cut the Clouds full falt, 
And yonder fhines Aurora's Harbinger ; 
At whofe approach, Ghofts wandring here and there, 
Troop home to Church-yards; Damned Spirits all, 
That in Crofs-ways and Floods have Burial, 
Already to their wormy Beds are gone, 
For fear left Day fhould look their Shames upon, 
They wilfully exile themfelves from Light, 
And mutt for aye confort with black«brow’d Night. 
O8. But we are Spirits of another fort; 
I with the Morning-Love have oft made fport, 
And like a Foreftey the Groves may tread, 
Even “till the Eaftern Gate all fiery red, 
Opening on Neptune with fair bleffed Beams, 
UTAS Into yellow Gold his falt-green Streams, 
But notwithftanding hafte, make no delay; 
We may effe& this Bufinefs yet eer Day. — [Exit Oberon. 
Puck. Up and down, up and down, I will Jead them up 
and down: Iam fear’d in Field and Town, Goblin, lead them 
up and down. Here comes one. 
Enter Lyfander. 
Lyf. Where art thou, proud Demetrins 2 
Speak thou now. 
| Puch. Here, Villain, drawnand read > Where 2 
Lyf. I will be with thee ftraighr. 2 ee 
Pack. Follow me then to plainer Ground, 


iq 


Enxter 
\ 
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Exter Demetrius. 
Dem. Lyfander, {peak again ; 
Thou Run-away, thou Coward, art thou fled? 
Speak in fome Buth : Where doft thou hide thy Head? 
Puck. Thou Coward, art thou begging to the Stars, 
Telling the Bufhes that thou look’ft for Wars, 
And wilt not come? Come Recreant, come thou Child, 
Pll whip thee with a Rod, he is defil’d 
That draws a Sword on thee. 
Dem. Yea, art thou there? 
Puck, Follow my Voice, we'll try no Manhoodhere. [Exe 
Lyf. He goes before me, and ftill dares me on, 
When I come where he calls me, then he’s gone. 
The Villain is muchlighter heel’d than I: 
I follow’d faft, but fafter he did fly ; [ Shifting places. 
That fall’n am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will reft me, Comethou gentle Day: [ Lyes dowu. 
For if but once thou thew me thy gray Light, 
I'll find Demetrizs, and revenge this Spight. 
Enter Puck and Demetrius. 
Puck, Ho, ho, ho, Coward why com’ft thou not2 
Dem. Abide me, if thoudar’ft: For well I wot, 
Thou runn’ft before me, fhifting every place, 
And dar’ft not ftand, nor look me in the Face. 
Where art thou 2 
Puck. Come hither, I am here. 
Dem, Nay thenthoa mock’ft me; thou fhalt buy this dear, 
If ever I thy Face by Day-light fee. 
Now go thy way : Faintnefs conftraineth me, 
To meafure out my length on this cold Bed, 
By Day’s approach look to be vifited. | Lyes down, 
Enter Helena. 
Hel. O weary Night, O long and tedious Night, 
Abate thy Hours, thine Comforts from the Ea/, 
That I may back to Athens by Day-light, 
From thefe that my poor Company detett, 
And Sleep, that fometimes fhuts up Sorrow’s Eye, 
Steal me a while from mine own Company. { Sleeps. 
Puck. Yet but three? Come one more, 
Two of both Kinds makes up four. 
Here the comes, curft and fad, 
° D 4 Cupid 
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Cupid is a knavith Lad, 
Thus to make poor Females mad. ; 
Enter Hermia. 
Fler. Never fo weary, never fo in Woe, 
Bedabbled with the Dew, and torn with Briars, 
I can no further crawl, no further 20; 
My Legs can keep no Pace with my Defires: 
Here will I reft me ’til} the Break of Day; 
Heav’ns thield Lyfander, if they mean a Fray. [Lyes dowm 
Puck. On the Ground fleep found, 
I'll apply to your Eye, gentle Lover, remedy, 
| Squeexing the Fuice on Lyfander’s Eye. 
When thou wak’ft thou take’ | 
True Delight in the Sight of former Lady’s Eye, 
And the Country Proverb known, 
That every Man fhould take his own, 
Tn your waking fhall be known. 
Fack thall have Fill, naught hall go ill, ) 
‘The Man fhall have his Mare again, and all be well. | Ex.Puck. 


| —— LThey fleep. 
A.C: Peay: S4G2E NE 2p 


Exter Queen of Fairies, Bottom, Fair 

King behind them. 

Queen. (Ome, fit thee down upon this flowry Bed, 

w/ While I thy amiable Cheeks do coy, 

_ And ftick Musk Rofes in thy fleek-fmooth Head 

And kifs thy fair large Ears, my gentle Joy, ° 
Bot. Where’s Peg ebloffomm 2 ake 

Peafe. Ready. 

Bot. Scratch m 

Cobweb? 

Cob. Ready, 

' Bot. Monfreur Cobweb, good Mon 

Pons in your Hand, and kill me a red-hipr Hy z | 

the Top of a Thiftle, and good Mo f ee 


ies attending, and the 


y Head, Peafebloffon, Where’s Monfieur 





an, 


[Lyd 


ander’ ly 


Ex Du 
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Bot. Give me your News, Monfieur A4uftard ; 
Pray you leave your Curtefie, good Monfieur. 

Muft. What’s your Will? 

Bot. Nothing, good Monfieur, but to help Cavalera Cob- 
web to fcratch. I muft to the Barbers, Monfieur, for me- 
thinks I am marvellous hairy about the Face. And I 
am fuch a tender Afs, if my Hair do but tickle me, I muft 
{cratch, 

Queen. What, wilt thou hear fome Mufick, my fweet 
Love? 

Bot. I have a reafonable good Ear in Mufick. Let us 
have the Tongs and the Bones. 

Mufick Tongs, Rural Mujick. 

Queen. Or fay, fweet Love, what thou defir’ft to eat. 

Bot. Truly a Peck of Provender; I would munch your 
good dry Oats. Methinks I have a great Defire to a Bot- 
tle of Hay: Good Hay, fweet Hay hath no Fellow. 

Queen, I have a venturous Fairy 
That fhall feek the Squirrels Hoard, 

And fetch thee new Nuts. 

Bot. I had rather have a handful of dried Peafe. But I 
pray you let none of your People ftir me, I have an Expo- 
fition of Sleep come upon me. 

Queen. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my Arms; 
Fairies be gone, and be always away: 

So doth the Woodbine the fweet Hony-fuckle 
Gently entwift; the female Ivy fo 
Enrings the barky Fingers of the Elm. 
O how I love thee ! how I dote on thee! 

Enter Puck. 

Ob. Welcome, good Robin; 

Seeft thou this fweet Sight? 
Her Dotage now I do begin to pity; 
For meeting her of late behind the Wood, 
Seeking {weet Favours for this hateful Fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her; 
For fhe his hairy Temples then had rounded 
With Coronet of freth and fragrant Flowers, 
And that fame Dew which fometime on the Buds 
Was wont to fwell like round and orient Pearls, 
Stood now within the pretty Flouriets Eyes, . 
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Like Tears that did their own Difgrace bewail, 
When I had at my Pleafure taunted her, 

And fhe in mild Terms bege’d my Patience, 
{ then did ask of her, her changeling Child, 
Which ftraight the gave mé, and her Fairy fent 
To bear him to my Bower in Fairy Land; 
And now I have the Boy, I will. undo 

This hateful Imperfe@ion of her Eyes : 

And, gentle Zack, take this transformed Scalp 
From off the Head of this Athenian Swain; 
That he awaking when the others do, 

May all to Aheus back again repair, 

Ard think no more of this Night’s Accidents, 
But as the fierce Vexation of a Dream. 

But firft I will releafe the Fairy Queen. 




































Be thon as thou waft wont to be; 
See as thou waft wont to fee: 
Dian’s Bud, or Cupid’s Flower, 
fTath fach Force and bleffed Power, 


Now, my Titania wake you my {weet 
Queen. My Oberon? what Vifions hay 
Methought I was enamoured of an Afs. 
Ob. There lies your Love, 
Queen. How came thefe Things to pafs2 
Oh how mine Eyes do loath this Vifage now! 
Ob. Silence a while 3 Robin take off his Head: 
Litiana, Mufick call, and ftrike more dead 


an commor Sleep. Of all thefe find the Senfe, 
Queen. Malick, ho Muficks fue 


h as charmeth Sleep. 
Mufick frill, | 

Pack. When thou awak’ft, with thine own 
peep- ; 

0%. Sound Mufick; comem Queen, take Hand w; | 
And rock the Ground BE 2 thefe Sleepers fe he 
Now thou and I are new in Amity, 
And will to Morrow Midnight folemnly 
Dance in Duke The/éxs Houfe triumphantly, 
And blefs it to ill fair Pofterity : 

There fhall theie Pairs of faithful Lovers be 
Wedded with Theféns all in pupae: 


ueen, 
e I feen ! 
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Puck, Fair King attend and mark, 
I do hear the Morning Lark. 
Ob. Then my Queen in Silence fad, 
Trip we after the Night's Shade; 
We the Globe can compafs fcon, 
Swifter than the wandring Moon. 
Queen. Come my Lord, and in our Flight, 
Tell me how it came this Night, 


That I fleeping here was found, [ Sleepers lye frill. 
With thefe Mortals on the Ground. | Exeunt. 
[Wind Horns. 


Enter Thefeus, Egeus, Hippolita ava all his Train. 
Thef: Go one of you, find out the Forelter, 
For now our Obfervation is perform’d; 
And fince we have the vaward of the Day, 
My Love fhall hear the Mufick of my Hounds: 
Uncouple in the Weftern Valley, let them go, 
Difpatch I fay, and find the Forefter. 
We will, fair Queen, up to the Mountain’ Top, 
And mark the Mufical Confufion 
Of Hounds, and Eccho in conjunction. 
Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a Wood of Creet they bay’d the Bear 
With Hounds of Sparta; never did I hear 
Such gallant Chiding. For befides the Groves, 
The Skies, the Fountains, every Region hear, 
Seem’d all one mutual Cry. I never heard 
So mufical a Difcord, fuch fweet Thunder. 
Thef: My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew’d, fo fanded, and their Heads are nung 
With Ears that fweep away the Morning Dew; 
Crook-kneed, and Dewslapr, like Theffalian Bulls, 
Slow in purfuit, but match’d in Mouth like Bells, 
Each under each. A Cry more tuneable 
Was never hallow’d to, nor cheer’d with Horn, 
In Greet, in Sparta, nor in Thefaly: 
Judge when you hear. But foft, what Nymphs are thefe? 
Ege. My Lord, this is my Daughter here alleep, 
And this Ly/ander, this Demetrius is, 
This Heleza, old Nedav’s Helena ; 
I wonder of this being here together. 
The. 
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Thef. No doubt they rofe up early, to obferve 
The right of AZay, and hearing our Intent, 
Came here in grace of our Solemnity. 

But {peak Egeus, is not this the Day 
That Hermia thould give Anfwer of her Choice? _ 
Ege. Itis, my Lord. 

The/. Go bid the Huntfmen wake them with their Horns, 

florns, and they wake. Shout within, they all fart up. 

Thef. Good. Morrow Friends; Saint Valentine 1s paft: 
Begin thefe Wood-birds but to couple now? 

Lyf. Pardon, my Lord. 

Thef. I pray you all ftand up: 

I know you two are Rival Enemies. 

Flow comes this gentle Concord in the World, 

That Hatred is fo far from Jealoufy, 

To fleep by Hate, and fear no Enmity 2? 

Lyf. My Lord, I ‘hall reply amazedly, 

Half fleep, half waking. But as yet I {wear, 

I cannot truly fay how I came here: 

But as I think, (for truly would I {peak, ) 

And now I do bethink me, fo it is; 3 
‘I came with fermia hither. Our Intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without the Peril of the Athenian Law, 

£ge. Enough, enough, my Lord, you h 
I beg the Law, the Law, upon his Head: 
They would have ftoll’n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me, 
You of your Wife, and me of my Confent; 
Of my Confent that the fhould be your Wife. 

Dem. My Lord, fair f¥elen told me of their Stealth, 
OF this their Purpofe hither to the Wood, | 
And Tia Fury hither follow’d them 
Fair Helena in Fancy follow’d me: 

But, my good Lord, I wot not by what Pp 
But by fome Power it is, my Love 
To Hermia, melted as the Snow, 
Seems to me now as the Remembrance 
Which inmy Childhood I did doat upon: 
And all the Faith, the Virtue of my Heart, 
The Obje@ and the Pleafure of mine Eye, 
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Is only Helena. To her, my Lord, 
Was I betrothed e’er I did fee Hermia; 
But like a Sicknefs did I loath this Food; 
But as in Health come to my natural Tafte, 
Now dol with it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 
Thef. Fair Lovers, you are fortunately met; 
Of this Difcourfe we fhall hear more anon, 
£geus, I will over-bear your Will, 
For in the Temple, by and by with us, 
Thefe Couples fhall eternally be knit: 
And for the Morning now is fomething worn, 
Our purpos’d Hunting fhall be fet afide. 
Away with us to Athens, three and three, 
We'll hold a Feaft in great Solemnity. 
Come Hippolita. [Exit Duke and Lords, 
Dem, Thefe Things feem fmall and undiftinguifhable, 
Like far-off Mountains turned into Clouds, 
Her. Methinks I fee thefe things with parted Eye, 
When every Thing feems double. 
Hel. So methinks; 
And I have-found Demetrius like a Jewel; 
Mine own, and not mine own. 
Dem.. It feems fo to me, 
That we fleep, we dream. Do not you think 
The Duke was here, and bid us follow him? 
Her, Yea, and my Father. 
Hel, And Hippolita, 
Lyf. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 
Dem. Why then we are awake ; let’s follow him, and by 
the Way let us recount our Dreams. [ Exeunt. 
| Bottom wakes. 
Bor. When my Cue comes, call me, and I will anfwer. My 
next is, Moft fair Pyramus-~-Hey ho, Peter Quince! Flute the 
Bellows-mender ! Snout the Tinker! Starveling ! God’s my 
Life! Stol’n hence, and left me afleep. I have had a moft 
rare Vifion. I had a Dream paft the Wit of Man to fay 
what Dream it was: Man is but an Afs if he go about to 
expound this Dream. Methought I was, there is no Man 
can tell what. Methought I was, and methought I had. 
But Man is but a patch’d Fool, if he will offer to fay what 
? | methought 
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methought I had. The Eye of Man hath not heard, the | 
Ear of Man hath not feen; Man’s Hand is not able to tafte, 
his Tongue to conceive, nor his Heart to report what m: 
Dream was. 1 will get Peter Quince to write a Ballad of this 
Dream; it fhall be call’d Bortom’s Dream, becaufe it hath no 
Bottom; and I will fing it in the latter End of 4 Play be. 
fore the Duke: Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, 
I fhall fing it at her Death. [ Exit. 
Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snowt and Starveling, 
Quin, Have youdent to Bottom’s Houfe ? Is he come Home 
et¢ 
: Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is tranf- 
ported. 


Thif. If he come not, then the Play is marr’d. It goes for- 
ward, doth it? 


Quin, It is not poflible; you have not a Manin all Athens 
able to difcharge Pyramus but he. 


Thifs No, he hath fimply the beft Wit of any Handyeraft 
Man in Athens, | 

Quin, Yea, and the beft Perfon 
ramour for a {weet Voice. . 

Thifs You mutt fay, Paragon; a Paramour is (God blefs 
us) a Thing of naught. 

Enter Snug. 
Suug. Matters, the Duke is comin 


and there is two or three Lords and 


Ladies more marri- 
ed; If our Sport had gone forward, we had all been made 
en, 


Thif. O {weet Bully Bottom ; thus hath he loft Six pence 
aDay during his Life; he could not have ‘fcaped Six pence 
a Day; and the Duke had not given him $j 
Playing Pyramus, Vil be hane’d : He would have deferv’'d it. 
Six pence a Day in Pyramus, or nothing, — 
| Enter Bottom, 

Bor. Where are thefe Lads? Where are thefe Hearts? 

Quin, Bottom, O moft couragious Day! © moft happy 


too ; and he isa very Pa- 


& from the Temple, 


Hour ! 


Bot. Mafters, I am to difcourfe Wonders; but , 
what; for if I tell you, I am no true Arhewi.s ask me not 


you every thing as it fell out. #» I will tell 
Quin. 
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Onin. Let us hear, {weet Bottom, 

Bot. Not a Word of me; all I will tell you, is that the 
Duke hath dined. Get your Apparel together, good Strings 
to your Beards, new Ribbons to your Pumps, meet pre- 
fently at the Palace, every Man look o’er his Part; for the 
fhort and the long is, our Play is preferred: In any cafe let 
Thisby have clean Linnen; and Jet not him that playsthe Lion 
pare his Nails, for they fhall hang out for the Lion’s Claws; 
and moft dear Actors, eat no Onions, nor Garlick, for we 
are to utter {weet Breath; and I do not doubt to hearthem 
fay, it is afweet Comedy. No more Words; away, go a- 
waye [| Exeunt. 





AG Pade Goete vn 


Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, Egeus and his Lords. 


casa Si ftrange, my Thefews, that thefe Lovers fpeak of. 
Thef. More ftrange than true. Inever may believe 

Thefe Antick Fables, nor thefe Fairy Toys; 

Lovers and Madmen have fuch feething Brains, 

Such fhaping Phantafies, that apprehend more 

Than cool Reafon ever comprehends. 

The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 

Are of Imagination all compact : 


| One fees more Devils than vaft Hell can hold; 


That is the Madman. The Lover, all as frantick, 
Sees Helen’s Beauty in a Brow of Egypt. 
The Poet’s Eye in a fine Frenzy rowling, 
Doth glance from Heav’n to Earth, from Earth to Heav'n: 
And as Imagination bodies forth the Forms of Things 
Unknown; the Poet’s Pen turns them to Shapes, 
And gives to Airy Nothing a local Habitation, 
And a Name. Such Tricks hath ftrong Imagination, 
That if it would but apprehend fome Joy, 
It comprehends fome Bringer of that Joy: 
Or in the Night, imagining fome Fear, 
How eafie is a Buth fuppos’d a Bear ? 
! fap. 
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fiip. But all the Story of the Night told over; 
And all their Minds transfigur’d fo together, 
More witneffeth than Fancies Images, 
And grows to fomething of great Conftancy; 
But, howfoever, ftrange and admirable, 


Enter Lyfander , Demetrius, Hermia, and 
Helena. 
Thef. Here come the Lovers, full of Joy and. Mirth. 


Joy, gentle Friends, Joy and freth days of Love 
Accompany your Hearts. 
Lyf. More than to us, 


Wait on your Royal Walks, your Board 
Lhef. C 


have, 


© Wear away this long Age of three Flours, 
Between our after-fupper and Bed-time 2 
Where is our ufial manager of Mirth 2 
What Revels are in hand? Is there no Pl, : 
To eafe the Anguith of a torturing Hour 2 
Call Evens, 

Lge. Here, mighty The/eus, 

Lhef. Say, what Abridgement haye 
What Mask? What Mufick? How 
































» your Bed. 
ome now, what Masks, what Dances fhall we 


you for this Evening? 
thall we beguile 


ur, to be fung 
» to the Harp, 
Lhe/. We'll none of that. That have I told my Love, 
In glory of my Kinfman Hercules. 

Lyf. The Riot of the tipfie Bachanals, 
Tearing the Thraciay Singer in their Rage, 

Thef. That is an old Device, and it 


in Beggary, 
ef. That isfome Satyr keen and Critical, 
Not forting with a Nuptial Ceremony, 

Lyf. A tedious brief Scene of young P 


& 4 )ramus, 
And his Love Thisby; very tragical Mirth, 


~ 






t Bed 
ces 


Even 


OVE, 
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Thef. Merry and Tragical? Tedious and Brief? That ‘is, 
hot Ice, and wondrous ftrange Snow. How fhall we find 
the Concord of this Difcord2 

Ege. A Play there is, my Lord, fome ten Words long, 
Which is as brief'as I have known a Play ; 

But by ten Words, my Lord, it is too long, 
Which makes it tedious: For in all the Play 
There isnot one Word apt, oné Player fitted. 
And Tragical, my Noble Lord, itis: 

For Pyramus therein doth kill himfelf. 

Which when I faw rehears’d, I muft confefs 
Made mine Eyes water; but more merry Tears 
The paflion of loud Laughter never fhed. 

Thef. What are they that do play it? 

£ge. Hard-handed Men, that workin Athens here, 
Which never labour’d in their Minds till now; 

And now have toiled their unbreathed Memories 
With this fame Play, againft your Nuptials. 

Thef. And we will hear it. 

£ge. No,my Noble Lord, itisnotfor you. I haye heard 
It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the World, 

Unlefs you can find fport in their Intents, 
Extremely ftretch’d, and conn’d with cruel Pain, 
To do you Service. 

Thef. I will hear that Play: For never any thing 
Can be amifs, when Simplenefs and Duty tender it. 

Go bring them in, and take your Places, Ladies. 
fip. I love not to fee Wretchednefs o’ercharg’d, 
And Duty in his Service perifhing. 

Thef. Why, gentle Sweet, you fhall fee no fuch thing. 

fip. He fays they can do nothing in this kind. 

The/. Thekinder we, to give them Thanks for nothing. 
Our Sport fhall be, to take what they miftake; 

And what poor Duty cannot do, noble Refpect 
Takes it in Might, not Merit. 
Where I have come, great Clerks have purpofed 
To greet me with premeditated Welcomes; 
Where I have feen them fhiver, and look pale, 
Make Periods in the midft of Sentences, 
Throttle their pra@tis’d Accent in their Fears, 
Vor II, E | And 
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And in conclufion, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying me a Welcome. Truftme, Sweet, 
Out of this Silence yet I pick’d a Welcome: 
And inthe modefty of fearful Duty, 
Tread as much, as from the ratling Tongue 
Of fawcy and audacious Eloquence. a 
Love therefore, and Tongue-tide Simplicity, 
In leaft, {peak moft, to my Capacity. 
Le. So pleafe your Grace, the Prologue is addreft. 
Yhef. Let him approach. | Flor, Tram, 
Enter Quince for the Prologue. 
Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will, 
That you fhould think we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To thew our fimple Skill, 
That is the true beginning of our end. 
Confider then, we come but in defpight. 
We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All for your delighr, 
We are not here. That you thould here repent you, _ 
The Actors are at hand; and by their Show, 
You fhall know all, that you are like to know. 

Thef. This Fellow doth not ftand upon his Points. 

Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue like a rough Colt; he 
knows not the ftop, A good Moral, my Lord. It is not 
enough to {peak, but to {peak true. : 

flip. Indeed he hath play’d on his Prologue, like a Child 
on the Recorder: 4 found, but not in government. 

Thef. His Speech was like a tangled Chain; nothing im- 
pair’d, but all diforder’d. Who is the next? 

Tawyer with a Trumpet before them, 
Enter Pyramus, and Thisby, Wall, Moon-fhine, 
and Lion, 

Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this Show, | 
But wonder on, *till Truth make all things plain. 

This Man is Pyramus, if you would know; 

This beauteous Lady, Thisby is certain, 

‘This Man with Lime and Rough-caft, doth prefent ; 
Wall, the vile Wall, which did thefe Lovers funder : 
And through Wall’s Chink, poor Souls, they are content 

‘To whifper. At the which, let no Man wonder, 
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This Man with Lanthorn, Dog, and Buth of Thorn, 
Prefenteth Moon-fhine: For, if you will knows 
By Moon-fhine did thefe Lovers think no {corn 
To meet at Ninus Tomb, there, thereto woo. 
This grizly Beaft, which Lion hight by Name, 
The trufty Thisby, coming firft by Night, 
Did {care away, or rather did affright: 
And as fhe fled, her Mantle the did fall; 
Which Liox vile with bloody Mouth did ftain. 
Anon comes Pyramus, {weet Youth and tall, 
And finds his gentle Thisby’s Mantle flain; 
Whereat, with Blade, with bloody blameful Blade, 
He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody Breaft, 
And Thisby, tarrying in the M ulberry Shade, 
His Dagger drew, and died. For all the reft, 
Let Lyon, Atoon-fhine, Wall, and Lovers twain, 
At large difcourfe, while here they do remain. 
| Exennt all but Wall. 

Thef. 1 wonder if the Lion be to {peak. 

Dem. No wonder, my Lord; one Lionmay, when many 
Affes do. 

Wall. In this fame Interlude it doth befal, 

That I, one Szowt by name, prefent a Wall: 

And fuch a Wall, as I would have you think, 

That had in it acrannied Hole or Chink; 

Through which the Lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 

Did whifper often very fecretly. 

This Loam, this Rough-caft, and this Stone doth thew, 
That I am that fame Wall; the truth is fo. 

And this the Cranny is, right and finifter, 

Through which the fearful Lovers are to whifper. 

The/. Would you defire Lime and Hair to {peak better 2 

Dem. It is the wittieft Partition that ever I heard dif. 
courfe, my Lord. 

Thef. Pyramus draws near the Wall : Silence, 

Exter Pyramus. 

Pyr. O grim look’d Night! O Night with hue fo black! Wes} 
O Night, which ever art when Day is not ! [any 
O Night, O Night, alack, alack, alack, i 
I fear my Thisby’s Promife is forgot. 


E 2 And 
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worft are no worfe, if Imagination amend them. 
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And thou, O Wall, thou fweet and lovely Wall, 
That ftands between her Father’s Ground and mine, 
Thou Wall, O Wall, O {weet and lovely Wall, 
Shew me thy Chink, to blink through with mine Eyn. 
Thanks, courteous Wall; Yove fhield thee well for this. 
But what fee I? No Thisby do I fee. 
O wicked Wall, through whom I fee no Blif;, 
Curft be thy Stones for thus deceiving me. | 
Lhef. The Wall, methinks, being fenfible, fhould Curfe 
again. 
” Por, Noin truth, Sir, he fhould not. Deceiving més 
Is Thisby’s cue; fhe is to enter, andI am to f | 
Her through the Wall. You thall fee it will fall 
Enter Thisby. 
Pat. I told you; yonder fhe comes. 
Thif. O Wall, full often haft thou heard my Moans, 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me. 
My cherry Lips hath often kifs’d thy Stones; 



































Thy Stones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. 


Pyr. I hear a Voice; now will I to the Chink, 
To {py and I can fee my Thisby’s Face. Thisby 3 

Thif. My Lovethou art, my Love, I think: 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, Iam thy Lovers Grace, 
And like Limander am I trufty {til}. 

Thif, And Vike Helen, *till the Fates me kill. 

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was {o truee 

Thif. As Shafalus to Procrus, 1 to you. 

Pyr. O kifs me through the hole of this vile Wall. 

Thif. I kifs the Wall's hole, not your Lips at all. 

Pyr, Wilt thou at Ninny’s Tomb meet me {traightway 2 

Thif. Tide Life, tide Death, I come without delay. 
_ Wall. Thus have I Wall, my part difcharged fo; 
And being done, thus Wall away doth go. [ Exit. 
2 Thef. Now is the Moral down between the two Neigh- 

ours. 

Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when Walls are fo wilful, 
to hear without warning. : 

Hip. This is the fillieft Stuff that eer T heard, 


Thef. The beft in this kind are but Shadows, and the 


Hip. 
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Wall Fiip. Xt muft be your Imagination then, and not theirs. 
nd ming The/. If we imagine no worfe of them than they of them- 
Wal felves, they may pafs for Excellent Men. Here comes two 
mine Ei, noble Beafts, ina Man and a Lion. 
well for Enter Lion and Moon-fhine. 
Lion. You Ladies, you, whofe gentle Hearts do fear 

lif The {malleft monftrous Moufe that creeps on floor, 

May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
thou When Lion rough in wildeft Rage doth roar, 


Then know that I, one Snug the Joiner, am 
AN No Lion fell, nor elfe no Lion’s Dam: 
0 : For if I fhould as Lion come in Strife 
i Into this place, ’twere pity of my Life, 
Thef. A very gentle Beaft, and of a good Confcience. 
Dem. The very beft at a Beaft, my Lord, that eer I faw. 
Lyf. This Lion is a very Fox for his Valour, 


Mas Lhe/. True, and a Goofe for his Difcretion. 
_ Dem. Not fo, my Lord; for his Valour cannot carry his 
Difcretion, and the Fox carries the Goofe. 
d Thef. His Difcretion I am fure cannot carry his Valour ; 
for the Goofe carries not the Fox. It is well: Leave it to 


his Difcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon, 

: Moon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon prefent. 

5M, Dem, He fhould have worn the Horns on his Head, 
_ Thef. He is no Crefcent, and his Horns are invifible. with- 
in the Circumference. 

Aioon. This Lanthorn doth the h ont: 

My {elf the Man i’th’ Moon doth ata: eh 

, Thef. This is the greateft Error of all the reft: the Man 


fhould be put into the Lanthorn: How js j Ife | 
ways” ith’ Moon? ow isit elfe the Man 
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1, Dem. He dares not come there for the Candle; 
| For you {ee it is already in Snuff. 

a ‘1p. 1 am weary of this Moon; would he would 
Net Change. 
| _ Thef. It appears by his fmall Light of Difcretion, that he i 
lf is in the Wane ; but yet in courtefie, in all reafon we mutt it 

{tay the time. : Hed 

Lyf. Proceed, AZoon. | ie, : 

the Moon. All that I have to fay, is to tell you, that the a 
“ E 3 Lanthorn rf if 














































uit} 

ttt 
iit 

4h} 


Would go near to make a Man look fad. 
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Lanthorn is the Moon; I, the Man in the Moon; this Thorn — 
Buth, my Thorn Buth ; and this Dog, my Dog. 

Dem. Why, allthefe fhould be in the Lanthorn; for they 
are inthe Moon. But filence; here comes Thisby 


Enter Thisby. 

Thif: This is old Ninny’s Tomb; where is my Love? 
Lion. Oh. [The Lion roars, Thisby rans off 
Dem. Well roar’d Lion. 
Thef? Well run Thisby. 
fp. Well thone Azoon. 

Truly the Afoon fhines with good grace. 
Thef. Well mouth’d Lion. 
Dem. And then came Pyramus. 
Lyf. And fo the Lion vanith’d, 


Enter Pyramus, 
Pyr. Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy funny Beams; 
I thank thee,’ Moon, for fhining now fo bright : 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering Streams, 
I trutt to tafte of trueft Thisby’s fight. 
But flay: O fpight! but mark, poor Knight, 
What dreadful dole is here? 
Eyes do you fee! How can it be! 
O dainty Duck! O Deer! 7 
Thy Mantle good; what ftain'd with Blood! 
Approach you Furies fell : 
O Fates! Come, come: Cut Thred and Thrum, 
Quail, cruth, conclude, and quell, 
Thef. This Paffion, and the Death ofad 


ear Friend, 


Hip. Bethrew my Heart, bur I pity the Man. 

Pyr. O wherefore, Nature, didft thou Lions frame2 
Since Lion wild hath here Deflour’d my Dear: 
Which is No, no—= which was the faircft Dame 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lild, that look’d with Creer 
Come Tears, confound: Out Sword, and wound 
The Pap of Pyramus. 
Ay, that left Pap, where Heart doth hop: 
Thus die I, thus, thus, thus, 
Now amI dead, now am I fled, my Soul is in 
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Tongue lofe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 
Now die, die, die, die, die. 

Dem. No Die, but an Ace for him ; for he is but one. 
beat Lefs than an Ace, Man; for he is dead; he is noe 
thing. 

Thef: With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
aad prove an Afs, 

Hip. How chance the AZoon-/hine is gone, before 
Thisby comes back, and finds her Lover? 

Enter Thisby. 

Thef. She will find him by Star-light. 

Here fhe comes ; and her Paflion ends the Play. 

Hip. Methinks fhe fhould not ufe a long one for fuch a 
Fyramus: 1 hope the wil! be brief. 

Dem. A Moth will turn the Ballance, which Pyramus, 
which 7hisby is the better. 

Lyf; She hath {pied him already with thofe fweet Eyes. 

Dem. And thus the means, videlicer. 

Thif. Atleep, my Love? What, dead, my Dove? 

O Pyramus arile: 

Sveak, {peak. Quitedumb? Dead, dead? A Tomb 
Mutt cover thy {weet Eyes. 

Thefe lilly Lips, this cherry Nofe, 

Thefe yellow Cowflip Cheeks 

Are gone, aregone: Lovers make moan. 
His Eyes were green as Leeks, 

O Sifters three, come, come to me, 
With Hands as pale as Milk; 

Lay them in gore, fince you have fhore 
With Sheers, this Thread of Silk, 

Tongue not a word; Cometrufty Sword; 
Come Blade, my Breaft imbrue: 

And farewel Friends, thus Thisby ends; 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. 

Thef: Moon-fhine and Lion are left to bury the Dead. 

Dem. Ay, and Wail too, 

Bot. No, I affure you, the Wall is down that parted 
their Fathers. Will. it pleafe you to fee the Epilogue, or 
to hear a Bergomask Dance, between two of our Com- 
pany 2 

E 4 ; Thef. 
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Thef. No Epilogue, I Pray you; for your Play needs no 
excufe. Never excufe; for when the Players are all dead, 
there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that writ it 
had play’d Pyramus; and hung himfelf in Thisby’s Garter, it 
would have been a fine Tragedy: And fo ir is truly, and 
very notably difcharg’d. But come, your Burgomask; let 
your Epilogue alone. | Here a Dance of Clowns, 
The Iron Tongue of Midnight hath told twelve. 

Lovers, to Bed, ’tis almoft Fairy time. 

I fear we thal] out-fleep the coming Morn, 

As much as we this Night have over-watch’d. 

This palpable grofs Play hath well beguil’d | 

The heavy Gate of N ight. Sweet Friends to Bed. 

A Fortnight hold we this Solemnity, 

In nightly Revel, and new Jollity. [ Exeunt, 

Enter Puck, 
Puck, Now the hungry Lion roars, 

And the Wolf beholds the Moon: 

Whilft the heavy Ploughman fnoars, 

All with weary Task fore-done. 

Now the wafted Brands do glow, 

Whilft the Scritch-Owl, {critching loud, 

Puts the Wretch that lyes in Woe 

In remembrance of a Shroud. 

Now it is the time of Night, 

That the Graves, all gaping wide, 

Every one lets forth his Spright, 

In the Church-way Paths to glide ; 

And we Fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecates team, 
From the prefence of the Sun, 
Following Darknefs like a Dream, 
Now are Frolick; not a Moufe 
Shall difturb this hallowed Houfe. 
T am fent with Broom before, 
To {weep the Duft behind the Door, 


Enter King and Queen of Fairies, 


Ob. Through the Houfe give 
By the dead and drowfie Fire, 
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Every Elf and Fairy Spright, 

Hop as light as Bird from Brier, 

And this Ditty after me, Sing and Dance it trippingly. 
Queen. Firlt rehearfe this Song by roar, 

To each Word a warbling Note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 

Will we fing and blefs this Place. 


The SON G. 


Now until the break, of Day, 
Through this Houfe each Fairy ftray, 
To the beft Bride-bed will we, 
Which by us [hall Bleffed be ; 

And the If[ue there create, 

Ever fhall be Fortunate : 

So fhall all the Couples three, 

Ever true in loving be : 

And the Blots in Nature’s Hand 
Shall not in their Iffue ftand; 
Never Mole, Hare-lip, nor Scar, 
Nor mark, Prodigious, (uch as are 
Defpifed in Nativity, 

Shall upon their Children be. 

With this Field Dew confecrate, 
Every Fairy take his Gate, 

And each feveral Chamber blefi, 
Through this Palace with faveet Peace, 
Ever {ball in Safety reff, 

And the Owner of it bleft. 

Trip away, make no ftay ; 

Meet me all by Break of Day. 


Puck. If we, Shadows, have offended, 
Think but this, and all is mended, 
That you have but Slumbred here, 
While thefe Vifions did appear. 
And this weak and idle Theam, 
No more yielding but a Dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend ; 
If you Pardon, we will mend. 

And 
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And as I am honeft Puck, 

If we have unearned Luck, 

Now to “fcape the Serpent’s Tongue, 

We will make Amends e’er long : 

Elfe the Puck a Liar call. 

So good Night unto you all. 

Give me your Hands, if we be Friends, 

And Robin thall reftore Amends, | Exeunt omnes, 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


UKE of Venice. 

Morochius, 2 Moorith Prince.? Sujtere to 
Prince of Arragon. Portia, 
Anthonio, the Merchant of Venice, 
Baffanio, Ais friend, in love with Portia. 
Salanio, 


Solarino, Friends to Anthonio and Baffanio, 


Gratiano, ; 


Lorenzo, in love with Jeflica. 

Shylock, a Jew. 

Tubal, 2 Jew, his Friend 

Launcelot, z Clown, Servant to the Jew. 
Gobbo, az old Man, Father to Launcelot. 











Portia, an Heres of great Quality and Fortune, 
Neriffa, Confident to Portia. 


Jeflica, Daughter to Shylock, 


Senators of Venice, Officers, Servants 
and other Attendants 


SCENE partly at Venice, and 
partly at Belmont, the Seat of 


to Portia, 


Portia upon the Continent. 
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The Merchant of VN enice. 





AG TS C ESE 4. 


Enter Anthonio, Solarino and Salanio. 


ANTHONIO, 


=| N footh I know not why I am fo fad, 
ie] It wearies me; you fay it wearies you; 
But how I caughtit, found it, or came by it; 
What Stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born, 
I am tolearn; and fuch a want-wit Sadnefs 
makes of me, 

That I have much ado to know my felf. 

Sal. Your Mind is toffing on the Ocean, 
There where your Argofies with portly Sail, 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the Flood, 
Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 
Do over-peer the petty Trafhickers 
That Curtfie tothem, do them Reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven Wings. 

Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I fuch Venture forth, 
The better Part of my Affections would 
Be with my Hopes abroad. I fhould be {tll 
Plucking the Grafs, to know where fits the Wind, 
Peering in Maps for Ports, and Peers, and Roads: 
And every Obye& that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my Ventures, out of doubr, 
Would make me fad. 
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Sal. My Wind cooling my Broth, 
Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harm a Wind too great might do at Sea, 
I fhould not fee the fandy Ffour-glafs run, 
But I fhould think of Shallows and of Flats, 
And fee my wealthy Andrew dockd in Sand, 
Vailing her high Top lower than her Ribs, 
To kifs her Burial: Should I go to Church 
And fee the holy Edifice of Stone, 
And not bethink me ftraight of dangerous Rocks? 
Which touching but my gentle Veffel’s Side, 
Would {catter all her Spices on the Stream, 
Enrobe the roaring Waters with my Silks ; 
And in a word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the Thought 
To think on this, and fhall I lack the Thought, 
That fuch a Thing bechanc’d would make me fad2 
But tell not me, I know Anthonio 
Is fad to think upon his Merchandize, ms 
nth. Believe me, no, I thank my Fortune for it, 
My Ventures are not in one Bottom trufted, 
Nor to one Place; nor is my whole Effate 
Upon the Fortune of this Prefent Year: 
Therefore my Merchandize makes me not fad. 


Sola. Why then you are in Love. 
Anth, Fie, fie. 


Sola. Not in Love neither! then let us fay you are fad, 
Becaufe you are not merry ; and *twere as eafie 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay you are merry, 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed Fanus, 
Nature hath fram’d ftrange Fellows in her Time: 

Some that will evermore Peep through their Eyes, 
And laugh like Parrots at a Bag-piper; | 
And other of fuch vinegar Alpe, 

That they'll not thew their Teeth in way of Smile: 
Though Nefor fwear the Jeft be laughable, : 

Enter Baffanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano, 
Sal. Here comes Baffanio, _ 
Your moft noble Kinfman ; 
Gratiano and Lorenzo: Fare ye well; 


We leave you-now with better Company. 
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Sola. I would have ftaid ’till I had made you merry, 
ht If worthier Friends had not prevented me. 
Anth, Your Worth is very dear in my Regard : 
I take it your own Bufinefs calls on you, 
And you embrace.th’ Occafion to depart. 
Sal. Good Morrow, my good Lords. 
Baf. Good Signiors both, when fhail we laugh? fay when 2 
You grow exceeding ftrange ; muft it be fo? 
Sal. We'll make our Leifares to attend.on yours. 
ks? Sola. My Lord Baffanio, fince you have found Anxthonio, 
We two will leave you; but at Dinner Time, 
I pray you have in mind where we mutt meet. 
Baff. 1 will not fail you. | Exeunt Solar. and Sala. 
Gra. You look not well, Signior Aurhonio; 
oh You have too much Refpeét upon the World: 
, They lofe it that do buy it with much Care. 
Fr Believe me, you are marvelloufly chane’d. 
c Anth, I hold the World but as the World, Gratiano; 
A Stage where every Man mutt play his-Part ; 
And mine a fad one. 
Gra. Let me play the Fool 
With Mirth and Laughter; let old Wrinkles come, 
And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 
Than my Heart cool with mortifying Groans: 
Why fhould a Man, whofe Blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafter 2 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the Jaundies 
hi By being peevith ?I tell thee what, Axthoxio, 
I love thee, and it is my Love that fpeaks: 
There are a fort of Men, whofe Vifages 
Do cream and mantle like a ftanding Pond, 
And do a wilful Stilnefs entertain, 
With purpofe to be dreft in an Opinion 
Of Wifdom, Gravity, profound Conceit, 
As who fhould fay, I am; Sir, an Oracle; 
And when I ope my Lips, let no Dog bark. 
O my Athonio, I do know of thefe, 
That therefore only are reputed Wife, 
For faying nothing; who I am very {ure, 
If they thould {peak, would almoft damn thofe Ears, 
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Which hearing them, would call their Brothers Fools, 
Ill tell thee more of this another time: 
But fifh not with this melancholly Bait, 
For this foo] Gudgeon, this Opinion. 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 
I'll end my Exhortation after Dinner, 
Lor. Well, we will leave you then *till Dinneretime, 
I mutt be one of thefe fame dumb wife Men; 
For Gratiano never lets me {peak. 
Gra. Well, keep me Company but two Years more, 
Thou fhalt not know the Sound of thine own Tongue, 
Anth, Fare you well; I'll grow a Talker for this Gear. 
Gra. Thanks faith; for Silence is only commendable 
Ina Neats Tongue dry’d, and a Maid not vendible. | Exit, 
4nth, Isthat any thing now 2 
Baff. Gratiano {peaks an infinite deal of Nothing, more than 
any Man in all Venice: his Reafons aretwo Grains of Wheat 
hid ia two Bufhels of Chaff; you may feek all Day e’er you 
find them, and when you have them; they are not worth 
the Search. 
Anth, Well; tell me'now what Lady is the fame 
To whom you {wore a fecret Pilgrimage, 
That you to Day promis’d to tell me of 2 
Bafl. °Tis not unknown to you, -duthonio, 
How much I have difabled mine Eftate, 
By fomething fhewing a more f welling Port 
Than my faint Means would grant continuanée to; 
Nor do I now make Moan to be abride’d 
From {uch a noble Rate; but my chief Care 
Is to come fairly off from the great Debts 
Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gag’d: To you, Axthonio, 
I owethe moftin Mony, and in Love, | 
And from your Love I have a Warranty 
To unburthen all my Plots and Purpofes, 
How to get clear of all the Debts ] OWe. 
Anth, I pray you, good Baffanio, let me its 
And if it ftands as vet your be ftill do, preiee 
Within the Eye of Honour, be affur’d 
My Purfe, my Perfon, my extreameft Means 
Lye all unlock’d to your Occafions, es 
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Baff. In my School-Days, when I had loft one Shaft, 
I fhot his Fellow of the felf-fame Flight . 
The felf-fame way, with more advifed Watch, . 
To find the other forth; and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this Child-hood Proof, 
Becaufe what follows is pure Innocence. 
I owe you much, and like a wilful Youth, 
That which I owe is loft; but if you pleafe 
To fhoot another Arrow that felf wa | 
Which you did fhoot the firft, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the Aim; or to find both, 
Or bring your latter Hazard back again, 
And thankfully reft Debtor for the firft. 
Anth. You know me well, and herein {pend but Time 
To wind about my Love with Circumftance; 
And out of doubt you do to me more Wrong, 
In making Queftion of my urtermoft, 
Than if you had made watte of all I have: 
Then do but fay to me, what fhould I do, 
That in your Knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am preft unto it: Therefore fpeak. 
Baff. In Belmont is a Lady richly left, 
And fhe is fair, and fairer than that Word, 
Of wondrous Virtues; Sometimes from her Eyes 
I did receive fair {peechlefs Meflages ; 
Her Name is Portia, nothing undervalu’d 
To Cato’s Daughter, Brutus Portia: 
Nor is the wide World ignorant of her Worth; 
For the four Winds blow in from every Coaft 
Renowned Sutors; and her funny Locks 
Hang on her Temples like a golden Fleece, 
Which makes her Seat of Belzeont Chalchos Strond, 
And many Fa/ons come in queft of her. 
O my Authonio, had I but the Means 
To hold a rival Place with one of them, 
I have a Mind prefages me fuch Thrift, 
That I thould queftionlefs be fortunate. 
Anth, Thou know’ft that all my Fortunes are at Sea, 
Neither have f Mony, nor Commodity 
To raife a prefent Sum; therefore go forth, 
Try what my Credit can in Venice do; 
VoL, Il, F That 
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That fhall be rack’d even to the uttermoft, 
To furnith thee to Belmont to fair Portia: 
Go prefently enquire, and fo will ee 
Where Mony is, and I no queftion make 


To have it of my Truft, or for my Sake, 
SCENEAL Polmigy 


Three Caskers are Set out, one of Gold, anather of Silver, 
ana another of Lead. 
Enter Portia and Neriffa, | 

Por. By my Troth, Nerifja, my little Body is weary of 
this great World. 

Ver. You would be, fweet Madam, if your Miferies were 
in the fame Abundance as your good Fortunes are; and yet, 
for ought I fee, they are as fick that furfeit with too much, 
as they that ftatve with nothing ; therefore it is no fmll 
Fappinefs to be feated in the Mean; Superfluity comes fooner 
by white Hairs, but Competency lives longer, 

Por. Good Sentences, and well pronoune’d: 

Wer, They would he better, if well follow’d. 


Por. If to do were as eafie as to know what were good to 
do, Chappels had been Churches, and Poor Mens Cottages 
Princes Palaces It is 3 good Divine thar follows his own 
InftruGions ; I can eafier teach twenty what were £00d to 
be done, than to be one of the twenty to follow mine own 
teaching, The Brain may devife Laws for the Blood, but a 


ot Temper leaps o’er a cold Decree ; fuch a Hare 1s Mad. 
nels the Youth, ¢ 


» tO skip o’er the. Methes of good Counfel 
the Cripple, But this Reafon is not in Fafhion to chufe me 
a Husband: © me, the Word chufe! T May neither chufe 
whom I would, nor refufe whom T diflike, {9 js the Will 

of a living Daughter curb’d by the Will of a dead Father: 

Is it nes hard, Neriffa, that I cannot chufe one, nor refufe 
none 2 | | 


Ner. Your Father Was ever Virtuous 
their Death have £00d Infpiratio 


ns; therefore the Lott 
that he hath devifed in thefe three Chefts of Gold Silver 
and Lead, whereof, who chufes his Meanin i : 


.: huf 
will no doubt never he chofen b ) , 62 Chufes you, 


2 Y any rightly, but h 
you fhall rightly love, Burt what Warmth : there in your 


ely Suters that are al- 
Por. 
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Por. L'pray thee over-name them, and as thou nam’ft 
them, I will defcribe them, and according to my Defcripti- 
on, level at my Affection. 

Ner. Firft there is the Meapelitan Prince. 

Por. Ay, that’s a Colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talk of his Horfe, and he makes it a great Appropriation 
to his own good Parts thathe can fhoo him himfelf: I am 
much afraid my Lady his Mother plaid falfe with a 
Smith. 

Ner. Then is there the County Palentine. 

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who fhould fay, and 
you will not have me, chufe: He hears merry Tales and 
{miles not, I fear he will prove the weeping Philofopher 
when he grows old, being fo full ‘of unmannerly Sadnefs in 
his Youth. I had rather to be married to a Death’s Head 
with a Bone in his Mouth, than to either of thefe. God 
defend me from thefe two. 

Ner. How fay you by the Fresch Lord, Monfieur Le 
Boune 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pafs fora Man; 
in truth I know it is Sim to be a Mocker; but he! why 
he hath a Horfe better than the Weapolitan’s, abetter bad Ha- 
bit of Frowning than the Count Palentine, he is every Man 
inno Man, if a Taffel fing, he falls ftraight a Caprings; he 
will fence with his own Shadow ; if I fhould marry him, I 
fhould marry twenty Husbands; if he would defpife me, [ 
would forgive him, for if he love me to Madnefs, I fhould 
never requite him. 

Ner. What fay you then to Faucosbridge, the young Ba- 
ron of England? 

Por. You know I fay nothing to him, for he underftands 
not me, nor I him; he hath neither Latiz, French, nor [ta- 
lian, and you will come intothe Court and {wear that I have 
a poor Penny-worth in Exglifh ; he is aproper Man’s Picture, 
but alas who can converfe with a dumb Show? How odly 
he is fuited! I think he bought his Doublet in Italy, his 
round Hofe in France, his Bonnet in Germany, and his Be- 
haviour every where. 

Ner, What think you of the other Lord his Neigl = 
bour? 

F 2 Per. 
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Por. That he hath neighbourly Charity in him, for 
he borrow’d a Box of the Ear of the Englifb-man, and 
{wore he would pay him again when he was able. I think 
the French-man became his Surety, and fealed under for 2 
nother, 


Ner How like you the young German, the Duke of 
Saxony’s Nephew? | on 

Por. Very vildly in the Morning when he is fober, and 
moft vildly in the Afternoon when he is drunk; when heis 
beft, he is a little worfe than a Man, and when he is worft, 
he is little better than a Beaft; and the worft Fall that ever 
fell, I hope I thall make thift to go without him, 

er. If he fhould offer to chufe, and chufe the right 
Casket, you fhould refufe to Perform your Father’s Will, if 
you thould refufe to accept him. | 

Por. Therefore for fear of the worlt, I pray thee fet a 
deep Glafs of Rheni fb Wine on the contrary Casket, for if 
the Devil be within, and the Temptation without, I know 


he will chufe it. I will do any thing, Weriffa, e’er I will be 
marry'd to a Spunge, 

Ner. You need not fear Lady the 
Lords, they have acquainted me_ wit] 
on, which is indeed to returp totheir Home, and to trouble 
you with no more Suits, unlefs 


you may be won by fome 
other fort than your Fathe;’s Impofition, depending on the 
Caskets, : 


having any at thefe 


1 their Determinati« 


Por. If I live to be as old as Sibilla, I will die as chafte 
as Diana, unlefs I be obtain’d by the manner of my Fa- 
ther’s Will: I am glad this Parcel of Wooers are fo rea- 
fonable, for there is not one among them but I doat on his 
very Abfence, and with them a fair Departure. 

. Ver, Do you not remember, Lady, in your Father’s 
time, a Venetian, a Scholar and a Soldier that came hither 
in Company of the Marquifs of AZLoum errat? 
| _ Yess yes, it was Baffanio, as J] think, fo was he 
call’d. 
Ner. True Madam, he of all the Men 


that ever m 
foolith Eyes look’d upon, was the beft deferving a fake 
Lady. 


Por. I remember him well, and I remember hi 
of thy Praife, a 


Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 

Sere The four Strangers feck you, Madam, to take their 
Leave; and there is a Fore-runner come from a fifth, 

The Prince of Aforecco, who brings Word the Prince his 
Matter will be here to Night. 

Por. If IT could bid the Fifth welcome with fo good Heart 
as I can bid the other four farewel, I fhould be glad of 
his Approach; if he have the Condition of a Saint, and 
the Complexion of a Devil, I had rather he fhould fhrive 
me than wive me. Come Weriffa, Sirrah go before; whiles 
we fhut the Gate upon one Wooer, another knocks at the 
Door. | Exeunt. 


SC EN E III. Penice. 


Enier Baffanio and Shylock. 

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, well, 

Baff, Ay Sir, for three Months. 

Shy. For three Months, well. 

Baff. Por,the which, as I told you, 

Anthonio thall be bound, 

Shy. Anthonio fhall become bound, well. 

Bajf. May you ftead me ? Will you pleafure me? 
Shall I know your Anfwer? 

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats for three Months, 
And Anthonio bound. 

Bajf, Your Anfwer to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good Man, 

Baff, Have you heard any Imputation to the contra- 
ry? 

Shy. No, No, no, no; my Meaning in faying he is a 
good Man, is to have you underftand me, that he is fufli- 
cient; yet his Means are in fuppofition: He hath an Argo- 
fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Jndies; I underftand 
moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath a third at AZexico, a 
fourth for England, and other Ventures he hath fquan- 
dred Abroad. But Ships are but Boards, Sailers but Men; 
there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water Thieves and 
Land Thieves, I mean Pyrates; and then there is the Peril 
of Waters, Winds, and Rocks; the Man is notwithftanding 
fufficient ; three thoufand Ducats, I think I may take hi 
Bond, ae 3 See Baff. 
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Baff. Be affur’d you may. 
le I will be ffiar’d i may; and that T may be affur'd, 
I will bethink me; may I {peak with Authonio? 
Baff. If it pleafe you to dine with us. ini 
Few. Yes, to {mell Pork, to eat of the Habitation which 
your Prophet the Nazarite conjur’d the Devil into 3 Twill 
buy with you, fell with you, talk with you, walk with you, 
‘ and fo following ; but EF will not eat with you, drink with 
You, nor pray with you. 
What News on the Kyalto; who comes here ? 
Enter Anthonio, 
_ Baf. This is Signior duthonio, 
Few. | Afide.| How like a fawning Publican he looks! 
I hate him, for he is a Chriftian: 
But more, for that in low Simplicity 
He lends out Mony Graris, and brings down 
The Rate of Ufance here with us in Venice; 
f I can catch him once upon the Hip, 
Iwill feed fat the antient Grudge I bear him, 
He hates our facred Nation, and he rails 
Even there where Merchants moft do congregate, 
On me, my Bargains, and my well-worn Thrift, 
Which he calls Intereft. Curfed be my Tribe 
forgive him, 
Bal]. Shylock, do yeu hear? 
Shy. T am debating of my prefent Store, 
And by the near Guefs of my Memor , 
T cannot inftantly raife up the Grofs 
Of full three thoufind Ducats: What of that? | 
Twoall, a Wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe, : 
Wil furnith mes but foft, how many Months 
© you defire? Reft you fair, good Signior, | 7o Anth 
Your Worth ip was the laft Man in our Mouths, 
<inth, Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
y taking, nor by giving of Excefs, 
Yet to fupply the ripe Wants of my Friend, 
I'll break a Cuftom. Is he yet poffe : 
ow much he would? 
Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand Ducats, 
Anth. And for three Months, ~ 
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Shy. Thad forgot, three Months you told me fo: 
Well then, your Bond: But let me fee, but hear you, 
Methoughts you faid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon Advantage. 

Anth, 1 did never ufe it. 

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his Uncle Laban's Sheep, 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was, 

As his wife Mother wrought in his behalf, 
The third Poffeffer, ay, he was the third. 

Anth. And what of him, did he take Intereft¢ 

Shy. No, not take Entereft, not as you would fay 
Dircaly Intereft; mark what ‘facod did. 

When Laban and himfelf were compromiz’d 

That all the Ewelines which were ftreak’d and pied 
Should fall as Facob’s Hire ; the Ewes being rank, 
Inend of Autumn turned co the Rams; 

And when the Work of Generation was 

Between thefe woolly Breeders, in the AQ 

The skilful Shepherd pil’d me certain Wands, 
And in the doing of the Deed of Kind, 

He ftuck them up before the fulfome Ewes, 

Who then conceiving, did in Yeaning time 

Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thofe were Facob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft ; 

And Thrift is Bleffing, if Men fteal it nor. 

Anth. This was a Venture, Sir, that Facod ferv'd. for; 
A thing not in his Power to bring to pats, 

But fway’d and fafhion’d by the Hand of Heav'n : 
Was this inferted to make Intereft good? 
Or is your Gold and Silver Ewes and Rams¢ 

Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as fait; 
But note me, Signior. 

Anth. Mark you this, Baffanio, 

The Devil can cite Scripture for his purpofe. 
An evil Soul producing holy Witnefs, 

Is like a Villain with a {miling Check, 

A goodly Apple rotten at the Heart. 

O what a godly Outfide Falfhood hath ! 

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, ’tis a good round Sum. 
Three Monthé from twelve, then let me fee the Rate. 

Anth, Wel’, Shylock, fhall we be beholding tp you? 
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Shy. Signior Azthonio, many a Time and oft, 

In the Ryalto you have rated me, 

About my Monies and my Ufances: 

Stull have I born it with 3 Patient Shrug, 

For Sufferance is the Badge of all our Tribe; 
You call me Misbeliever, Cutethroat Dog, 

And {pit upon my Fewifh Gaberdine, 

And all for ufe of that which is mine own, 

Well then, it now *PPears you need my Help: 
Go to then, you come to mes and you fay, 
Shylock, we would have Monies; you fay fo, 
You that did void your Rheume upon my Beard, 

nd foot me as you fpurn 4 ftranger Cur 

Over your Threfhold- Monies is your Suit. 
What fhould I fay to you2 Should | not fay, 
Hath a Dog Mony ? is it poffible 
A Cur fhould lend three thoufand Ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a Bondman’s Ke 
With bated Breath, and whifpring Humblenefs, 
Say this: Fair Sir, you fpet on me on Wedue/day lak; 
You fpurn’d me fuch a Day; another time 
85 and for thefe Curtefies 
Ss much Monies, 
am as like to call thee {5 again, 
To {pit on thee again, to fpurn thee too, 


Tf thou wilt lend this Mony, lend it not 
As to thy Friend, fo, when did Friendthip take 
A Breed of barren Metal of his Friend? ‘ 
But lend it rather to thine Ep 

















































emy 
Who if he break, thou may’ft with better Face 
Exact the Penalties, 

Shy. Wh 


Y look you how you ftorm, 

T would be Friends with You, and have your Love, 
Forget the Shames that you have ftain’d me with, 
Supply your prefent Wants, and take no Doit 


Of Ufage for my Monies, and you'll not.hear me: 
This is kind J offer, 


| Bafl. This were Kindnefs, 
Shy. This Kin dnefs will I fhow; 
Go with me to a Notary, feal me there 
Your fingle Bond, and in 4 merry Sport 
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If you repay me not on fuch a Day, 

In fuch a Place, fuch Sum or Sums as are 
Exprefs'd in the Condition, let the Forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal Pound 

Of your fair Flefh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your Body it pleafeth me. 

Anth. Content, in Faith, I'll feal to fuch a Bond, 
And fay there is much Kindnefs in the Few, 

Baf. You fhall not feal to fuch a Bond for me, 

Pl rather dwell in my Neceffity. 

Anth, Why fear not Man, I will not forfeit it ; 
Within thefe two Months, that’s a Month before 
This Bond expires, I do expe& return 
OF thrice three times the value of this Bond. 

Shy. O Father Abraham, what thefe Chriftians are ! 
Whofe own hard Dealing teaches them fufpe@ 

The Thoughts of others: Pray you tell me this, 
If he thould break his Day, what fhould I gain 
By the exaction of the Forfeiture 2 

A Pound of Man’s Flefh taken from a Man, 

Is not fo eftimable, profitable neither, 

As Flefh of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats, IT fay, 
To buy his Favour, I extend this Friendthip ; 
If he will take it, fo; if not, adieu; 

And for my Love I pray you wrong me not. 

Anth. Yes, Shylock, ¥ will feal unto this Bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary’s, 
Give him direction for this merry Bond, 

And I will go and purfe the Ducats ftraight : 

See to my Houle, left in the fearful Guard 

Of an unthrifty Knave, and prefently 

I'll be with you. [ Exit. 
nth, Hie thee, gentle Few. This Hebrew will turn 

Chriftian, he grows kind. 

Baff. I like not fair Terms, and a Villain’s Mind. 

nth, Come on, inthis there can be no difmay, 

My Ships come home a Month before the Day. | Exennt. 


AC Ff. 
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At; -T Il, S GuEEN 
SCEN E Belmont. 


Enter Morochius a Tawny-ALoar all in White, and three or 


four Followers accordingly, with Portia, Nerifla, and her 
Lrain. Flo, Cornets. 


— i me not for my Completion, 
ne fhadowed Livery of the burnifh’d Sun, 
To whom I am a Neigh>our, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireft Creature Northward born, 
Where Phebus Fire fearce thaws the Ificles, 
And let us make Incifion for your Love, 
To prove whofe Blood is reddeft, his or mine. 
{ tell thee, Lady, this Afpe@ of mine 
Hath fear’d the Valiant, by my Love I fwear, 
The beft regarded Virgins of our Clime 
Have loy’d it too: I would not change this Hue, 
Except to fteal your Thoughts, my gentle Queen. 
Por. In terms of Choice I am not folely led 
By nice Dire@ion of a Maiden’s Eyes: 
Befides, the Lottery of my Deftiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chufing; 
But if my Father hid not fcanted me, 
And hedg’d me by his Wit to yield my felf 
His Wife, who wins me by that means I told you; 
Your felf, Renowned Prince, then ftood as fair 
As any Comer I have look’d on yet 
For my Affedion. 

Mor. Even for that I thank you, 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets 
To try my Fortune : By this Scimitar, 

That flew the Sophy, and a Perfian Prince, 
Fhat won three Fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would o’er-ftare the fterneft Eyes that look, 
Out-brave the Heart moft daring on the Earth, 
Pluck the young fucking Cubs from the She-Bear, 
Yea, mock the Lion when he roars for Prey, 
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To win the Lady. But alas, the while, 
If Hercules and Lychas play at Dice, 
Which is the better Man? the greater Throw 
May turn by Fortune from the weaker Hand : 
So 1s Alcides beaten by his Rage, 
And fo may I, blind Fortune leading me, 
Mifs that which one unworthier may attain, 
And dye with grieving. 
Por. You mutt take your Chance, 
And either not attempt to chufe at all, 
Or {wear before you chufe, if you chufe wrong, 
Never to {peak to Lady afterward 
In way of Marriage; therefore be advis'd. 
Mor. Nor will not; come bring me unto my Chance. 
Por. Firft forward to the Temple, after Dinner 
Your Hazard fhall be made. 


Mor. Good Fortune then, | Corners. 
To make me bleft or curfed’{t among Men. | Exennt. 


SCENE II. | -Penice. 


Exter Launcelot alexe. 

Laun, Certainly, my Confcience will ferve me to run 
from this ‘Jew my Mafter: The Fiend is at my Elbow, and 
attempts me, faying tome, fob, Launcelot Fob, good Laun- 
celot, or good Fob, or good Launcelot Fob, ule your Legs, 
take the ftart, run away: My Confcience fays no; take 
heed, honeft Lancelot , take heed, honeft Fob, or as afore- 
faid, honeft Lancelot Fob, do not run, fcorn running with 
thy Heels: Well, the moft couragious Fiend bids me pack, 
Via {ays the Fiend, away fays the Fiend, for the Heav’ns roufe 
up a brave Mind, faysthe Fiend, and run. Well, my Con- 
{cience hanging about the Neck of my Heart, fays very 
wifely to me, My honeft Friend Lawuxcelot, being an ho- 
neft Man’s Son, or rather an honeft Woman’s Son for in- 
deed my Father did fomething {mack, fomething grow too; 
he had a kind of tafte Well, my Confcience fays, Laun- 
celor budge not; budge, fays the Fiend; budge not, fays 
my Confcience ; Confcience, fay I, you counfel well; 
Fiend, fay I, you counfel well; to be rul’d by my Confci- 
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ence I fhould ftay with the Few my Matter, who, God 

blefs the Mark, is a kind of Devil; and to run away from 

the ‘few I thould be ruled by the Fiend, who, faving your 

Reverence, is the Devil himfelf. Certainly the Fea is the 

very Devil Incarnation, and in my Confcience, my Confci- 

ence Is a kind of hard Confcience, to offer to countel me to 
ftay with the ew; the Fiend gives the more friendly coune 
fel; I will run, Fiend, my Heels are at your Command. 
ment, I wall run. | 

Enter Old Gobbo with a Basher. 

Gob. Mafter Young-man, you, I pray you, which is the 
way to Mafter Few’s ! 

Laun. O Heav'ns, this is my true begotten Father, who 
being more than fand-blind, high gravel-blind, knows me 
hot ; [ will try Confufions with him. | 

Gob. Mafter young Gentleman, I Pray you which is the 
way to Mafter Few’s 2 | 

Laun, Turn upon your Right-hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on your Left ; marry at the 
very next-turning turn of no hand, but turn down indire@e 
ly to the Few’s Houfe. 

Gob. By God’s fonties, twill be a hard way to hit; can 
you tell me whether one Lazucelor that dwells with him, 
dwell with him-or no? 

Laun, Tak you of young Mafter Launcelot 2 Mark me 
now, now will I raife the Waters; talk you of young Mafter 
Launcelot ? 

Gob. No Mafter, Sir, but a Poor Man’s Son, his Father, 
tho’ I fay’t, is an hone} exceeding poor Man, and God be 
thanked well to live, 

Laun. Well, let his Father be what a will, we talk of 
young Mafter Lazxcelop. | 

Gob. Your Worthip’s Friend and Launcelot, 

Laun. Burl pray you Erge, old Man, Ergo I befeech yous 
talk you of young Mafter Launcelot 2 

Gob. Of Launcelot, ant pleafe your Matterthip, 

Laun. Ergo Matter Lancelot, talk not of Mafter Launu- 
celot Father, for the young Gentleman according to Fates and 
Deftinies, and fuch odd Sayings, the Sifters three, and fuch 
Branches of Learning, is indeed deceafed, or as you would 
fay in plain terms, gone to Heaven, : 


Gob, 
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Gob. Marry God forbid, the Boy was the very Staff of 
my Age, my very Prop. 

Laun. Do I look like a Cudgel or a Hovel-poft, a Staff or 
a Prop? Do you know me, Father? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young Gentleman; 
but I pray you tellme, ismy Boy, God reft his Soul, alive 
or dead 2 

Laun. Do you not know me, Father ? 

Gob. Alack Sir, I am fand-blind, I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your Eyes you might 
fail of the knowing me: It is a wife Father that knows his 
own Child. Well, old Man, I will tell you News of your 
Son, give me your Blefling, Truth will come to light, 
Murder cannot be hid long, a Man’s Son may, but in the end 
Truth will not. 

Gob. Pray you Sir ftandup, I am fure you are not Laan- 
celot my Boy. 

Lawn Pray you let’s have no more fooling about it, but 
give me your Blefling; I am Launcelot, your Boy that was, 
your Son that is, your Child that fhall be. 

God. I cannot think you are my Son. 

Lawn. 1 know not what I fhall think of that: But Iam 
Launcelot the Few’s Man, and I am {ure Margery your Wife 
is my Mother. 

Gob. Her Name is Margery indeed, I'll be fworn if thou 
be Lazncelot, thou art mine own Fleth and Blood: Lord 
worfhip’d might he be! what a Beard haft thou got; thou 
haft got more hair on thy Chin, than Dobbin my Phil-horfe 
has on his Tail. 

Lawn. It fhould feem then that Dobbin’s Tail grows back- 
ward. Iam fure he had more Hair onhis Tail than I have 
on my Face when I laft faw him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou chang’d! how doft thou and 
thy Mafter agree? I have brought hima Prefent; how gree 
you now 3 

Laun. Well, well, but for mine own part, as I have fet 
up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft ’till I have run 
fome ground : My Matter’savery Few: Give hima Prefent ! 
give him a Halter: I am famith’d in his Service. You may 
tell every Finger Ihave with my Ribs. Father; I am glad 
you are come, give me your Prefent to one Matter ws 

who 
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who indeed gives rare: new Liveries; If I ferve him not, I 
will run as far as God has any Ground. OO rare Fortune | 
here comes the Man; to him Father, for I ama Few if I 
ferve the ‘few any longer. 
Enter Baflanio with a Follower or two. 3 

Baff. You may do fo, but let it be fo hafted, that Supper 
be ready at the fartheft by five of the Clock: See thefe Let 
ters deliver’d, put the Liveries to making, and defire Gra- 
tano to come anon to my Lodging. | 

Laun. Tohim, Father. 

Gob. God blefs your Worfhip. 

Ba. Gramercy, would’ft thou ought with me? 

Gob. Here’s my Son, Sir, a poor Boy. 

Laun. Notapoor Boy, Sir, but the Rich ‘Few’s Man that 
would, Sir, as my Father fhall {pecifie. 

Gob. Hehatha great InfeGion, Sir, as one would fay, to 
ferve. 

Lasn. Indeed the fhort and the long is, I fervethe Few, 
and have a defire as my Father thal] {pecifie. 

Gob. His Mafter and he, faving your Worfhip’s Reverence, 
are {carce Catercoufins. : 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Few ha- 
ving done me wrong, doth caufe me, as my Father, being I 
hope an old Man, hall frutifie unto you. 

Gob. I have here a Dith of Doves that I would beftow 
upon your Worfhip, and my Suit js—— | 

Lawn, In very brief, the Suit is impertinent to my felf, 
as your Worfhip fhall know by this honeft old Man} and, 
though I fay it, though old Man, yet poor Man my Fa- 










































ther. 


Baf. One {peak for both, what would you 
Laun. Serve you, Sir, 
Gob, This is the very defe& of the Matter, Sir; 
Baff; I know thee well, thou haft obtain’d thy Suit; 
Shylock, thy Matter, {poke with me this day, 2 
And hath preferr’d thee, if it be Preferment 
To leave a rich Few’s Service, to become - 
The Follower of fo Poor a Gentleman, 
Laun. The old Proverb is very well parted between my 


Matter Shylock and you, Sir, you have the Grace of God, 
Sir, and he hath enough. er | 
| « Baff. 
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Ba. Thou {peak’ft it well;. go Father with thy Son, 
Take leave of thy old Mafter, and enquire 
My Lodging out; give him a Livery, 

More garded than his Fellows: See it done. 

Laun, Father in, I cannot get a Service, no; I have ne’era 
Tongue in my Head; well, Fane Man in Jtaly have a fairer 
Table which doth offer to {wear upori a Book, I fhall have 
good Fortune; go too, here’s a fimple Line of Life, here’s a 
{mall trifle of Wives, alas, fifteen Wives is nothing, eleven 
Widows and nine Maids is a fimple coming in for one Man, 
and then to ’fcape Drowning thrice, and to be in peril of 
my Life with the edge of a Feather Bed, here are fimple 
‘{eapes: Well, if Fortune be a Woman, fhe’sa good Wench 
for this gere. Father come, I'll take my leave of the Few 
in the twinkling. | Exit Laun. and Gob. 

Baff. I pray thee, g00d Leonardo, think on this, 

Thefe things being bought and orderly beftowed, 

Return in hafte, for I do feaft to night 

My bedt ¢fteem’d Acquaintance, hie thee, gone, 
Leon. My belt Endeavours fhall be done herein. 


Exter Gratiano. 


Gra. Where’s your Matter 2 
Leon, Yonder, Sir, he walks. 
Gra. Signior Baffanio, 
Baff. Gratiano, 
Gra. I have a Suit to you. 
Baff. You have obtain’d it, 
Gra. You muft not deny me, I mult go with you to 
Belmont. 
Ba. Why then you muft: But hear thee, Gratiane, 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of Voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in fuch Eyes as ours appear not Faults; 
But where they are not known, why there they thew 
Something too liberal, pray thee take pain 
To allay with fome cold drops of Modefty 
Thy skipping Spirit, left through thy wild Behaviour 
I be mifconftru’d in the Place T £0 to, 5 
And lofe my Hopes. 


Gra. 
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Gra. Signior Baffanio, hear me, 
If I do not put on a fober Habit, 
Talk with Refpe&, and Swear but now and then, 
Wear Prayer-books in my Pockets, look demurely; 
Nay, more, while Grace is faying, hood mine Eyes 
Thus with my Hat, and figh and fay, Amen; 
Ufe all the obfervance of Civility, 
Like one well ftudied in a fad oftent 
To pleafe his Grandam, never truft me more. 

Baff; Well, we fhall fee your bearing. 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to Night, you fhall not gage me 
By what we do to Night. | 

Baff. No, that were pity. 
I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldeft Suit of Mirth, for we have Friends 
That purpofe Merriment: But fare you well, 
I have fome Bufinefs, 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft : 


But we will vifit you at Supper-time, { Exeutt. 


Enter Jellica axd Launcelot. 

Fef- Yam forry thou wilt leave my Father fo, 
Our Houfe is Hell, and thou a merry Devil 
Did’ft rob it of fome tafte of Tedioufnefs ; 

But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 
And Lazncelot, foon at Supper thalt thou fee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new Matter’s Guelt, 
Give him this Letter, do it fecretly, 

And fo farewel: I would not have my Father 
See me talk with thee. 

Lann. Adieu; Tears exhibit my Tongue, moft beautiful 
Pagan, moft fweet Few; if a Chriftian did nor play the 
Knave and get thee, I am much deceived ; But adieu, thefe 
foolifh Drops do femewhat drown my manly Spirit : 
Adieu, — [ Exit. 

Fef- Farewel, good Launcelot. : 
Alack, what hainous Sin is it in me, 
To be afham’d to be my Father’s Child 2 
But though I am a Daughter to his Blood, 
Tam not to his Manners: O Lorenzo, 

If thou keep Promife, I fhall end this Strife, oa 
Become a Chriftian, and thy loving Wife. [ Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 
Lor. Nay, we will flink away in Supper-time, 
Difguife us at my Lodging, andreturn all in an Hour. 
Gra. We have not made good Preparation. 
Sal. We have not fpoke as yet of ‘Torch-bearers. 
Sola. ’Tis vile, unlefsit may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 
Lor. “Tis now but foura Clock, we have two Hours 
To furnifh us. Friend Laszucelot, what’s the News? 
Enter Launcelot with a Letter, 
Laun. And it fhall pleafe you to break up this, it fhall 
feem to fignifie. 
Lor, 1 know the Hand, in faith ’tis a fair Hand, 
And whiter than the Paper it writ on, 
Is, the fair Hand that writ. 
Gra. Love-news, in faith. 
Laun. By your leave, Sir. 
Lor, Whither goeft thou 2 
Laun. Marry to bid my old Mafter the Few to Sup to 
Night with my new Mafter the Chriftian. 
Lor, Hold here, take this, tell gentle Feffica 
I will not fail her, fpeak it privately. 
Go, oe aes will you prepare you for this Mask to 
Night 2 
T am browided of a Torch-bearer. [ Exit Laun. 
Sal. Ay marry, I'll be gone about it ftrait. 
Sola. And fo will I. 
Lor. Meet me and Gratiano at Gratiano’s Lodging 
Some hour hence. 
Sal. *Tis good we do fo. | Exit. 
Gra. Was not that Letter from fair feffica ? 
Lor. I muft needs tell thee all, the hath direG@ted 
How I fhall take her from her Father’s Houfe, 
What Gold and Jewels fhe is furnifh’d with, 
What Page’s Suit the hath in readinefs; 
If e’er the ‘few her Father come to Heay’n, 
It will be for his gentle Daughter’s fake; 
And never dare Misfortune crofs her Foot, 
Unlefs the do it under this excufe, 
That the is Iffue to a faithlefs Few. 
Vou. II, G Come 
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Come go with me, perufe this as thou goeft, 
Fair Fefica thall be my Torch-bearer. [Exeunt, 
Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou fhalt fee, thy Eyes fhall be thy Judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and Baffanio; : 
What Feffica! Thou fhalt not Gormandize 
As thou haft done with me——What Feffica ! 

And fleep, and fnore, and rend Apparel out. 
Why Feffica, I fay. 
_ Laun, Why Feffica! 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I did not bid thee call. 

Laun, Your Worfhip was wont to tell me 
I could do nothing without bidding, 

| Enter Jeflica. 

Fef. Call you? What is your will 2 

Shy. I am bid forth to Supper, Feffica, 
There are my Keys: But wherefore thould I go 2 
I am not bid for Love; they flatter me; ; 
But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriftian, Felffica, my Girl, 

ook to my Houfe, I am right loth to go, 
There is fome ill a brewing towards my Reft, 
For I did dream of Mony-Bags laft Night. 

Laun, I befeech you Sir go, my young Mafter 
Doth expe& your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. } 

Laun, And they have confpired together, I will not fay 
you fhall fee a Mask, but if youdo, then it was not for no- 
thing that my Nofe fell a bleeding on Black Munday laft, 
at fix a Clock ith’ morning, falling out that Year on Afh- 

.Wednefday was four Year in the afternoon, 

Shy. What are their Masks? Hear youme, Feffiea, 
Lock up my Doors, and when you hear the Drum 
And the vile {quealing of the wry-neck’d Fife, 
Clamber not you up to the Cafements then, 

Nor thruft your Head into the publick Street 

To gaze on Chriftian Fools with varnifh’d Faces; 
But ftop my Honfe’s Ears, I mean my Cafements, 
Let not the found of fhallow Foppery enter 

My fober Houle. By Facob’s Staff I {wear, 
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I have no mind of Feafting forth to Night: 

But I will go; go you before me, Sirrah: 

Say I will come. 
Laun. I will go before, ‘Sir. 

Miftrefs, look out at Window for all this; 

There will come a Chriftian by, 7 

Will be worth a Few’'s Eye. | ExitLaun, 
Shy. What {ays that Fool of Hagar’s Off-{pring? ha. 
Jef: His words were Farewel Miftrefs, nothing elfe. 
Shy. The Patch is kind enough, but a huge Feeder : 

Snail-flow in profit, but fleeps by day 

More than the wild Cat; Drones hive not with me, 

Therefore I part with him, and part with him 

To one that [ would have him help to wafte 

His borrowed Purfe. Well, Feffica, go in; 

Perhaps I will return immediately ; 

Doas I bid you, fhut Doors after you, faft bind, faft find, 


A Proverb never ftale in thrifty Mind. | Exit. 
Fes: Farewel; and if my Fortune be not. croft, 
I have a Father, you a Daughter loft. | Exit. 


Enter Gratiano and Salanio in ALa{querade. 

Gra. This is the Pent-houfe under which Lorenzo defired 
us to make a ftand. 

Sal, His hour is almoft paft. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For Lovers ever run before the Clock, 

Sal. O ten times fafter Venus Pigeons fly 
To {teal Loves Bonds new made, be they are wont 
To keep obliged Faith: unforfeited, 

Gra. That ever holds. Who rifeth from a Feaft 
With that keen Appetite that he fits down 2 
Where is the Horfe that doth untread again 
His tedious Meafures with the unbated Fire 
That he did pace them firft2 Al things that are, 
Are with more Spirit chafed than enjoy’d. 
Flow like a Younker or a Prodigal 
The skarfed Bark puts from her native Bay, 
Fluge’d and embraced by the trumpet Wind ; 
How like a Prodigal the doth return 
With over-wither’d Ribs and ragged Sails, 
Lean, rent and beggar’d by the {trumpet Wind 2 

G 2 | 


Exter 
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Enter Lorenzo, 
Sal. Here comes Lorexzo, more of this hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet Friends, your Patience for my long abode, 
Not I, but my Affairs have made you wait; . 
When you fhall pleafe to play the Thieves for Wives, 
Pil watch aslong for you then; approach; 
Here dwells my Father Few. Hoa, who’s within2 
Jeflica above in Boy’s Cloths. . 
Jef: Who are you? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit T’ll fwear that I do know your Tongue. 
Lor.) Lorenzo, and thy Love. 
Fef: Lorenzo certain, and my Leve indeed, 
For who love I fo much? And now who knows 
But you, Lorenze, whether I .am yours 2 
Lor. Heav’n and thy Thoughts are witnefs that thou art. 
Fef: Here, catch this Casket, it is worth the pains. 
fam glad ’tis Night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much afham’d of my exchange ; _ 
But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty Follies that themfelves commit ; 
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would bluth 
‘To fee me thus transformed to 2 Boy. 
Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer. 
Fe; What, muft I hold a Candle to my Shame? 
They in themfelves goodfooth are too too light, 
Why, ’tis an Office of difcovery, Love, 
And I fhould be obfcur’d. 
Lor. So you are, Sweet, 
Even in the lovely garnifh of a Boy; but come at once, 
For the clofe Night doth play the Run-away, 
And we are ftaid for at Baffjanio’s Feaft. 
Fel: Twill make faft the Doors, and gild my felf 
With fome more Ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Few 
Lor. Bethrew me bur I love her heartily, 
For the is wife, if I can judge of her, | 
And fair fhe is, if that mine Eyes be true, 
And true fhe is, as fhe hath prov’d her felf; 
And therefore like her felf, wife, fair, and true, 
Shall the be placed in my conftant Soul, 
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Enter Jefhea. 
What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, away, : 
Our masking Mates by this time for us ftay. | Exit. 


Enter Anthonio. 
Anth. Who's there2 


Gra. Signior Azthonio. 
Anth, Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft? 
‘Tis nine a Clock, our Friends all ftay for you, , 
No Mask to Night, the Wind is come about, 
Bafjanio prefently will go aboard, 
[ have fent twenty out to feek for you. 
Gra. I am glad on’t, I defire no more Delight 
Than to be under Sail, and gone to Night. | Exeunt. 


SCENE Ul. Belmont. 


Enter Portia with Morrochius, and both their Trains. 
Por. Go, draw afide the Curtain, and difcover 
The feveral Caskets to this Noble Prince. 
Now make your Choice. | Three Caskets are. difcovered, 
Mor, The firft of Gold, who this Infcription bears, 
Who chufeth me, fhall gain what many Men defire. 
Thefecond Silver, which this Promife carries, 
Who chufeth me, fhall get as much as he deferves.' 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who chufeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 
How fhall I know if I do chufe the right2 
Por, The one of them contains my Pi@ure, Prince, 
If you chufethat, then I am yours withal. 
Mor. Some-God direct my Judgment, let me fee, 
I will furvey the Infcriptions back again; 
What fays this Leaden Casket 2 
Who chufeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 
Mult give for what? for Lead? 
This Casket threatens. Men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair Advantages : 
A golden Mind ftoops not to fhows of Drofs, 
I'll then nor give nor hazard ought for Lead. 
What fays the Silver with her virgin hue 2 
Who chufeth me, foall get as much as he deferves. 
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As much as he deferves; paufe there, AZorrochins, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand, 
{f thou beeft rated by the eftimation, 
Thou doft deferve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo far as to the Lady ; 
And yet to be afraid of my deferving, 
Were but a weak difabling of my felf. 
As much as I deferve why that’s the Lady. 
I do in Birth deferve her, and in Fortunes, 
In Graces, and in Qualities of Breeding : 
But more than thefe, in love I do deferve. 
What if I ftray’d no farther; but chufe here 2 
Let’s fee once more this Saying grav’d in Gold. 
Who chufeth me, fhall gain what many Men defire. 
Why that’s the Lady, all the World defires her: 
From the four Corners of the Earth they come 
To Kifs this Shrine, this morta] breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian Defaits and the vaft Wilds 
Of wide Arabia are as Thorough-Fares now 
For Princes to come view fair Portia, 
The Watery Kingdom, whofe ambitious Head 
Spits in the Face of Heav’n, is no Bar 
To ftop the foreign Spirits, but they come, 
As o’er a Brook, to fee fair Portia. 
One of thefe three contain her heav’nly Pidture. 
Is't like that Lead contains her 2 “T were Damnation 
To think fo bafe a thought; it weretoo grofs 
To rib her Searcloth in the obfcure Grave; 
Or fhall I think in Silver fhe’s immur’d, 
. Being ten times undervalued to try'd Gold ; 
O finful thought, never fo rich a Jem 
Was fet in worfe than Gold ! They have in England 
A Coin that bears the Figure of an Angel | 
Stampt in Gold, but that’s infculpt upon: 
But here an Angel ina Golden Bed 
Lyes all within. Deliver me the Key; 
Here do I ehufe, and thrive I as J may. 
Por. There takeit, Prince, and if my Form lye there, 


Then I am yours, | Vulocking the Gold Casket. 
Mor, O Hell! What have we here, -a ioe Deal - 


Within whofe empty Eye there is a written Scrow] ; 
| All 
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All that glifters is not Gold, 

Often have you heard that told; 
Many a Mam his Life hath fold, 
But my Outfide to behold : 

Gilded Timber do Worms infold: 
Had you been as Wife as Bold, 
Young in Limbs, in Fudgment old, 
Your Anjwer had not been in{crold, 
Fare you well, your Suit is colds 


Mor. Cold indeed, and Labour loft, 
Then farewel Heat, and welcome Froft: 
Portia adicu, I have too griev’d a Heart 


To take a tedious leave: Thus Lofers part. [ Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance : Draw the Curtains, go; 
Let all of his Complexion chufe me fo. | Exeunt. 


SCEN E IV. Penice. 


Enter Solarino and Salanio. 
Sal, Why Man, I faw Bajfanio under fail, 


With him is Gratiano gone along; 
And in their Ship I am fure Lorenzo is not.’ 

Sola. The Villain ‘Few with Outcries rais'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to fearch Baffanio’s Ship. 

Sal. He comes too late, the Ship was under fail ; 
But there the Duke was given to underftand 
That in a Gondalo were {een together 
Lorenzo atid his Amorous Feffica : 
Befides, Anthonio certify’d the Duke 
They were not with Baffanio in his Ship. 

Sola. 1 never heard a Paffion fo confus’d, 
So ftrange, outrageous, and fo variable, 
As the Dog Few did utter in the Streets; 
My Daughter, O my Ducats, O my Daughter, 
Fled with a Chriftian, O my Chriftian Ducats! 
Juftice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter ; 
A fealed Bag, two fealed Bags of Ducats, 
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Of double Ducats, ftoln from me by my Daughter, 
And Jewels, two rich and precious Stones, 
Stola by my Daughter, Juftice, find the Girl,- 
She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
Sal, Why all the Boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats, 
Sola. Let good Authonio look he keep his Day, 
Or he thall pay for this, i 
Sal. Marry well remembred, 
I reafon’d with a Frenchman yefterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow Seas that part 
The French and Englifb, there mifcarried 
A Veflel of our Country richly fraught : 
T thought upon -duthonie when he told me, 
And with’d in filence that it were not his. 
Sola. You were beft to tel] Anthonie what you hear, 
Yet do not fuddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the Earth, 
I faw Baffanio and Aathonio Part, 
Baffanio told him he would make fome {peed 
Of his return: He anfwered, do not fo, 
Slubber not BufinefS for my fake, Baffznio, 
But ftay the very riping of the time, 
And for the Few’s Bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of Love : | 


Be merry, and employ your chiefeft thoughts 
To Courthhip, and fick fair oftents of Love 
As fhall conveniently become you there; 
And even there, his Eye being big with Tears, 
Turning his Face, he put his Hand behind him, 
And with A ffe@ion wondrous fenfible | 
© wrung Baffanio’s Hand, and fo they parted, 
Sola. I think he only loves the Woy! 
I pray thee let us g° and find him out 
nd quicken his embraced Heavinefs 
With fome Delight or other. 
S41. Do we fo. | 
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SCENE V. Belmont. 


Enter Nerifla and a Servant. . 
Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the Curtain ftraight, 
The Prince of -Arragon hath ta’en his Oath, 
And comes to his Election prefently. 


Enter Arragon, his Train, Portia, Flor. Corners. 
The Caskets are difcover'd. 


Por. Behold there ftand the Caskets, roble Prince, 
If you chufe that wherein I am contain’d, 
Straight fhall our Nuptial Rights be folemniz’d: 
But if you fail, without more Speech, my Lord, 
You muft be gone from hence immediately. 
Ar, I am enjoin’d by Oath to obferve three things; 
Firft, never to unfold to any one 
Which Casket *twas I chofe; next, if I fail 
Of the right Casket, never in my Life 
To woo a Maid in way of Marriage : 
Laftly, if I do fail in fortune of my Choice, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
Por. To thefe Injunctions every one doth {wear 
That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf. 
4r. And fo have I addreft me, Fortune now 
To my Heart’s Hope; Gold, Silver, and bafe Lead. 
Who chufeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 
You fhall look fairer e’er I give or hazard. 
What fays the Golden Cheft, ha, let me fee; 
Who chufeth me, fhall gain what many Men defire. 
What many, Men defire that AZany, may be meant 
By the fool Multitude that chufe by Show, 
Not learning more than the fond Eye doth teach, 
Which pryes not to th’ Interior; but like the Martlet 
Builds in the Weather on the outward Wall, 
Even in the Force and Road of Cafualty. 
i will not chufe what many Men defire, 
Becaufe I will not jump with common Spirits, 
And rank me with the barbarous Multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou filver Treafure-houfe, 
Tell me once more, what Title thou doft bear; 
Who chufeth me fhall get as much as he deferves ; 
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And well faid too, for who fhall go about 
To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable 
Without the Stamp of Merit? let none prefume 
To wear an undeferved Dignity: 
O that Eftates, Degrees, and Offices, 
Were not deriv’d corruptly, and that clear Honour 
Were purchaft by the Merit of the Wearer! 
How many then fhould cover that ftand bare 2 
fiow many be commanded that Command 2 
Flow much low Peafantry would then be gleaned 
From the true Seed of Honour? And how much Fronour 
Pickt from the Chaff and Ruin of the Times, 
To be new varnith’d2? Well, but to my Choice; 
Who chufeth me, hall get as much as he deferves: 
I will affume Defert; give me a Key for this, 
And inftantly unlock my Fortunes here. 
for. Too long a Paufe for that which yon find there: 
| Unlocking the filver Casket. 
“dr, What’s here! the Portrait of a blinking Idiot, 
Prefenting me a Schedule 2 I will read it: 
How much unlike art thou to Portia? 
How much unlike my Hopes and my deferving 2 
Who chufeth me thail have as much as he deferves: 
Did I deferve no more than a Foo!’s Head 2 
Is that my Prize? Are my Deferts no better 2 
Por. To offend and judge are difting Offices, 
And of oppofed Natures. 
“dr, What is here? 


































The Fire feven times tried this, 
Seven times tried that Fudgment is 
That did never chufe amifs, 

Some there be that Shadows kifs, 
Such have but a Shadew'd Bi: 
There be Fools alive, 1 wis, 
Silver'd @er, and fo was this: 
Take what Wife you will to bed, 

1 will ever be your Head: 

So be gone Sir, you are |ped. 


_ Mr. Still more Fool I fhall appear 
By the time I linger here: : 
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With one Fool’s Head I came to woo, 
But I go away with two. 
Sweet adieu, I'll keep my Oath, : 
Patiently to bear my Wroth, | Exit. 
Por. Thus hath the Candle fing’d the Moth : 
O thefe deliberate Fools! when they do chufe, 
They have the Wifdom by their Wit to lofe. 
Ner. The ancient Saying is no Herefy, 
Hanging and wiving goes by Deftiny. 
Por. Come, draw the Curtain, eriffa. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Where is my Lady? 
Por. Here, what would my Lord? 
Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your Gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To figmfy th’ Approaching of his Lord, 
From whom he bringeth fenfible Regreets; 
To wit, befides Commends and courteous Breath, 
Gifts of rich Value; yet I have not feen 
So likely an Ambaflador of Love. 
A Day in 4pril never came fo fweet, 
To fhow how coftly Summer was at Hand, 
As this Fore-{purrer comes before his Lord. 
Por. No more I pray thee; I am half afeard 
Thou wilt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee, 
Thou fpend’it fuch high-day Wit in praifing him: 
Come, come, WVerif/z, for I long to fee 
Quick Cypid’s Poft, that comes fo mannerly. 
Ner. Baffanie, Lord Love, if thy willitbe.  { Exeunt 





ACT IIL SCENE BPenice. 


Enter Salanio azd Solarino. 


Sola. OW, what News on the Ryalto? 

Sal. Why yet it lives there uncheckt, that Az- 
thonio hath a Ship of rich Lading wrackt on the narrow 
Seas; the Goodwins, I think, they call the Place; a very 
dangerous Flat, and fatal, where the Carcafles of many atall 
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Ship lye bury’d, as they fay, if my Goflip’s Report be an 
honeft Woman of her Word. | 

Sola. I would the were as lying a Goflip in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her Neighbours believe fhe wept for 
the Death of a third Husband ; but it is true, without any 
Slips of Prolixity, or croffing the plain High-way of Talk, 
that the good dnthonio, the honeft Anthonio-—O that] had 
a Title good enough to keep his Name Company ! 

Sal. Come, the full ftop. 

Sola, Ha, what fay’ft thou 2 Why the end is, he hathloft 
a Ship, 

Sal. I would it might prove the end of his Loffes. 

Sola, Let me fay Amen betimes, left the Devil crof my 
Prayer; for here he comes in the Likenefs of a Few. How 
now Shylock, what News among the Merchants? 

Enter Shylock. 

Shy. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you, of my 

Daughter’s Flight. 


Sal, That’s certain; I for my part knew the Tailor that 
made the Wings the flew withal. 
Sola. And Shylock for his own part knew the Bird was 


fledg’d, and then it is the Complexion of them all to leave 
the Dam. 


Shy. She is damn’d for it. 

Sal. That’s certain, if the Devil m 

Shy. My own Fleth and Blood to rebel, 

Sola. Out upon it, old Carrion, Rebels it’at thefe Years? 

Shy. T fay, my Daughter is my Fleth and Blood. 

Sal. There is more Difference between thy Fleth and hers, 
than between Jet and Ivory; more between your Bloods, 
than there is between red Wine and Rhenifh: But tell us, 
wes hear whether Aythonio have had any Lofs at Sea or 
no? 

Shy. There I have another bad Match, 
Prodigal, who dare fearce thew his Head on 


Beggar ! that was us’d to come fo {mug upon 
him look to his Bond; 


him look to his Bond; 

Chriftian Courtefie; let him look to his Bond. sony es 
Sal, Why I am fure if he forfeit 

Flefh: What's that good for? 





ay be her Judge. 


a Bankrupt, a 
the Ryalto, a 
the Mart: let 


» thou wilt hot take his 
Shy. 
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Shy. To bait Fith withal. If it -will feed nothing elfe, 
it will feed my Revenge; he hath difgrac’d me, and hindred. 
me halfa Million, Jaught at my Loffes, mockt at my Gains, 
{corn’d my Nation, thwarted my Bargains, cool’d my Friends, 
heated mine Enemies; and what’s the Reafon¢ I am a Few: 
Hath not a Few Eyes? Hath not a few Hands, Organs, 
Dimenfions, Senfes; Affeétions, Paflions? Fed with the fame 
Food, hurt with the fame Weapons, fubjec& to the fame Di- 
feafes, heal’d by the fame Means, warm’d and cool’d by the 
fame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is¢ If you prick 
us; do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh 2 
if you poifon us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, 
fhall we not revenge? if we are like youin the reft, we will 
refemble you in that. Ifa Few wrong a Chriftian, what 
is his Humility? Revenge. If a Chriftian wrong a Few, 
what fhould his Sufferance be by a Chriftian Example 2 
Why Revenge. The Villany you teach me I will exe- 
cute, and it fhall go hard but I will better the Inftru@i- 
on. 

Enter a Servant from Anthonio, 

Ser, Gentlemen, my Mafter Authonio is at his Houfe, and 
defires to {peak with you both. 

Sale We have been up and down to feek him. 

Enter Tuball. 

Sola. Here comes another of the Tribe; a third cannot be 

match’d, unlefs the Devil himfelf turn Few. 
| Exeunt Sala. and Solar. 

Shy. How now Tubail, what News from Genowa2 Haft 
thou found my Daughter? 

Tub, I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot 
find her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there, a Diamond gone coft 
me two thoufand Ducats in Frankford; the Curfe never fell 
upon our Nation ’till now, I never felt it ‘till now; two 
thoufand Ducats in that, andother precious, precious Jewels. 
{ would my Daughter were dead at my Foot, and the Jewels 
in her Ear; would fhe were hearft at my Foot, and the 
Ducats in her Coffin; No News of them; why {02 and I 
know not how much is {pent in the Search : why then Lofs 
upon Lofs, the Thief gone with fo much, and fo much to 

find 
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find the Thief, and no Satisfaction, no Revenge; nor no 
ill Luck ftirring, but what lights a my Shoulders, no Sighs 
but a my breathing, no Tears but a my fhedding, 

Tub. Yea, other Men have ill Luck too 3; <Anthonia, 
heard in Genoua—— 

Shy. What, what, ill Luck, ill Luck2 

Tub, Hath an Argofie cat away, coming from Tripo- 
lise 
Shy. I thank God, I thank God ; 


true 2 


Tub. I {poke with fome of the Sailors that efcap’d the 
Wrack. 


Shy. I thank thee good Tuball; good News, good News; 
ha, ha, where? in Genoua?2 

Tub. Your Daughter {pent in Genoua, 
Night fourfcore Ducats. 

Shy. Thou ftick’t a Dagger in me; I thall never fee my 
Gold again; fourfcore Ducats at a Sitting, fourfcore Du: 
cats! 

Tub. There came divers of Anthonio’s Creditors in my 
esau to Venice, that fwear he cannot chufe but 

reak. 


Shy. E am glad of it, Ill plague him, I’ll torture him; I 
am glad of it. 3 


Tub. One of them fhew’d me a Ring that he had of your 


as I 


Is it true 2 is it 


as I heard, one 


Daughter for a Monky. 


Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureft me, Tizbz// 
Turquoifé, 1 had it of Leah when I was 4 Batchel 
not have given it for a Wildernefs of Monkies. 

sa But rier is robes undone, 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s ver true; go. 7; n 
Officer, befpeak him a Horsigix bie T ae ce 
Heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he out of Venice, I 
can make what Merchandize I will! Go, Tuball, and onal 


me at our Synagogue; go, good Tuball, at our § 
. ynagogue 
Txball. [ Exewets 
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SCENE Il. Belmont. 


Enter Baflanio, Portia, Gratiano, aud Attendants. 
The Caskets are fet out. 
Por. I pray you tarry, paufe a Day or two 
Before you hazard; for in chufiog wrong | 
I lofe your Company ; therefore forbear a while, 
There’s fomething tells me, but it is not Love, 
I would not lofe you, and you know your felf, 
Hate counfels not in fuch a Quality. 
But left you fhould not underftand me well, 
And yet 4 Maiden hath no Tongue but Thought, 
I would detain you here fome Month or two, 
Betore you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chufe right, bute then I am forfworn; 
So will I never be, fo may you mifs me; 
But if you do, you'll make me wifh a Sin, 
That I had been forfworn. Befhrew your Eyes, 
They have o’er-look’d me, and divided me; 
One half of me is yours, the other half 
Mine own, I would fay: But firft mine, then yours; 
And fo all yours. O thefe naughty Times 
Puts Bars between the Owners and their Rights: 
And fo tho’ yours, not yours, prove it fo, 
Let Fortune go to Hell for it, not I. 
{ {peak too long, but *tis to poize the Time, 
To eche it, and draw it out in Length, 
To ftay you from Election. 
Baff. Let me chufe; 
For as I am I live upon the Rack. 
Por.-Upon the Rack, Baffanio, then confefs 
What Treafon there is mingled with your Love, 
Bajf. None but that ugly Treafon of Miftruft, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying,of my Love: 
There may as well be Amity and Life, 
‘Tween Snow and Fire, as Treafon and my Love. 
Por, Ay, but I fear you fpeak upon the Rack, 
Where Men enforced do {peak any thing. 
Baj]. Promife me Life, and I'll confefs the Truth. 
Por. Well then, confefs and live. 
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Baff. Confefs and Love, 
Had been the very Sum of my Confeffion; (; 39a 
O happy Torment, when my Torturer es i 
Doth teach me Anfwers for Deliverance: 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. 
Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them ; f 
If you do love me, you will find me out. | 
Nerifja, and the reft, ftand all aloof, 
Let Mufick found while he doth make his Choice; 
Then if he lofe, he makes a Swan-like end, 
Fading in Mufick. That the Comparifon 
May ftand more proper, my Eye fhall be the Stream 
And watry Death-bed for him: He may win, 
And what is Mufick then? Then Mufick is 
Even as the Flourifh, when true Subjects bow | 
To anew crowned Monarch: Such it is, ! 
As are thofe dulcet Sounds in break of Day, 
That creep into the dreaming Bridegroom’s Ear; 
And fummon him to Marriage. Now he goes 
With no lefs Prefence, but with much more Love 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monfter: I ftand for Sacrifice ; 
The reft aloof are the Dardanian Wives, 
With bleared Vifages come forth to view 
The Iflue of th’ Exploit. Go Fercules, 
Live thou, I live, with much, much more Difmay 
I view the Fight, than thou that mak°ft the Fray. 


| MAufick within, 
<A Song whilft Ballanio comments onthe Caskets to himfelf. 


Tell we where is Fancy bred, 

Or in the Heart, or in the Head: 

Flow begot, how nourifbed 2 

It is engendred in the E YES, 

With Gazing fed, and Fancy dies 

In the Cradle where it Lyes: 

Let us all ring Fancy’s Knell, ba 
Pll begin it, r 
Ding, dong, Bell. 

All, Ding, dong, Belf, 
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Balj. So may the outward Shows be leaft themfelves. 
The World is ftill deceiv’d with Ornament, 
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being feafon’d with a fractious Voice, 
Obfcures the Show of Evil2 In Religion 
What damned Error, but fome fober Brow 
Will blefs it, and approve it with a Text, 
Hiding the Groffnefs with fair Ornament? 
There is no Vice fo fimple, but affumes 
Some Mark of Virtue on his outward Parts; 
How many Cowards, whofe Hearts are all as falfe 
As Stairs of Sand, wear yet upon their Chins 
The Beards of Hercules and frowning AZars? 
Who inward fearcht, have Livers white as Milk, 
And thefe affume but Valour’s Excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on Beauty, 
And you fhall fee ’tis purchas’d by the Weight, 
Which therein works a Miracle in Nature, 
Making them lighteft that wear moft of it: 
So are thofe crifped fnaky golden Locks 
Which makes fuch wanton Gambols with the Wind 
Upon fuppofed Fairnefs, often known 
To be the dowry of a fecond Head; 
The Scull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thus Ornament is but the gilded Shore 
To a moft dangerous Sea; the beauteous Scarf 
Veiling an Indian Beauty; in a Word, 
The feeming Truth which cunning Times put on 
To entrap the Wifeft. Therefore, thou gaudy Gold, 
Hard Food for Adidas, I will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common Drudge 
Tween Man and Man; but thou, thou meager Lead, 
Woich rather threatneft than doft Promife ought; 
Thy Palenefs moves me more than Eloquence, 
And here chufe I, Joy be the Confequence, 

Por. How all the other Paffions fleet to Air, 
As doubtful Thoughts, and rath embrac’d Defpair, 
And fhuddring Fear, and ereen-ey’d Jealoufie, 
O Love be moderate, allay thy Extalie; 
{n meafure rain thy Joy, {cant this Excefs, 


t feel too much thy Blefling, make it lefs, 
Vou. II, H 
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For fear I furfeit. 

Baff. What find I here 
Fair Portia’s Counterfeit. What Demy-God _ 
Hath come fo near Creation? Move thefe Eyes ¢ 
Or whether riding on the Balls of mine 
Seem they in Motion? Here are fever’d Lips 
Parted with Sugar Breath; fo fweet a Bar 
Should funder fuch fweet Friends: Here in her Hairs 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 
A golden Meth t’ intrap the Hearts of Men 
Fafter than Gnats in Cobwebs: -But her Eyes, 

How could he fee to do them? Having made one, 
Methinks it fhould have Power to fteal both his, 
And leave it felf unfinifh’d: Yet look how far 

The Subftance of my Praife doth wrong this Shadow 
fn underprifing it ; fo far this Shadow 

Doth limp behind the Subftance, Here’s the Scrowl, 
The Continent and Summary of my Fortune. 


You that chufe nor by the View, 
Chance as fair, and chufe as true: 
Since this Fortune falls to JOuUs 

Be content, and feek xo new, 

Af you be well pleafed with this, 

And hold your Fortune for your Blifz, 
Turn you where your Lady is, 

dnd claim her with a loving Kifs, 


A gentle Scrow ; FairLady, by your Leave, 

I come by Note to give, and to receive. 

Like one of two contending ina Prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in Peoples Eyes; 

Hearing Applaufe and univerfa] Shout, 

Giddy in Spirit, ftill gazing ina Doubt, 

Whether thofe Peals of Praife be his or 5 

So thrice fair Lady ftand I even fo, 

As doubtful whether what I fee be true 

Until confirm’d, fign’d, ratify'd by you, 
Por. You fee, my Lord By Aanio, 

Such as I am; tho? for my fel are, where : a 

I would not be ambitious in my With, 


O; 
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| Opening the leaden Cask 










































| Kiffing hei's 
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To with my felf much better; yet for you, 

f would be trebled twenty Times my felf, 

A thoufand times more fair, ten thoufand Times 
More rich, that to ftand high in your Account, 
I might in Virtues, Beauties, Livings, Friends, 
Exceed Account; but the full Sum of me 

Is Sum of nothing; ‘which to term in erols, 

Is an unleffon’d Girl, unfchool’d, unpractis’d 
Happy in this, fhe is not yet fo old 

But fhe may learn; happier thea in this, 

She is not bred fo dull but fhe can learn; 
Happieft of all is, that her gentle Spirit 
Commits it felf to yours to be direéted, 

As from her Lord, her Governor, her King, 

My felf, and what is mine, to you and yours 

Is now converted. But now I was the Lady 
Of this fair Manfion, Miftrefs of my Servants, 
Queen o’er my felf, and even now; but now 
This Houfe, thefe Servants, and this fame my felf 
Are yours my Lord, I give them with this Ring, 
Which when you part from, lofe, or give away, 
Let it prefage the Ruin of your Love, 

And be my Vantage to exclaim on you. 

Baff. Madam, you have bereft me of all Words, 

Only my Blood {peaks to you in my Veins, 

And there is fuch Confufion in my Powers, 

As after fome Oration fairly {poke 

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleafed Multitude, 

Where every fomething being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of Joy 

Exprelt, and not expreft; but when this Ring 
Parts from this Finger, shen parts Life from hence; 
O then be bold to fay, Baffanio’s dead. 

Wer. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time, 
That have ftood by, and feen our Withes profper, 
To cry Good Joy, good Joy, my Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord Baffanio, and my gentle Lady, 

I with you all the Joy that you can with; 

For I am fure you can wifh none from me: 

And when your Honours mean to folemnize : 
i The 
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The Bargain of your Faith, I do befeech you + 
Even at that time I may be married too, | 
Ba. With all my Heart, fo thou canft get a Wife. 
Gra, I thank your Lordfhip, you have got me ones 
My Eyes, my Lord, can look as fwift as yours: 
You faw the Miftrefs, I beheld the Maid; 
You lov’d; I lov’d forIntermiffion, 
No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you: 
‘Your Fortune ftood upon the Caskets there, 
And fo did mine too, as the Matter falls: 
For wooing Herd, until I fweat again, 
And {wearing ’till my very Roof was dry 
With Oaths of Love, at laft, if Promife aft, 
I got a Promife of this fair one here, 
Lo have her Love, provided that your Fortune 
Atchiev’d her Miftrefs. 
Por. Is this true, Weriffz 2° 
Ner. Madam, it is fo, fo you ftand pleas’d withal. 
Baf, And do you, Gratiano, mean 2ood Faith? 
Gra. Yes Faith my Lord. 
_ Baff. Our Feaft fhall be much honoured in your Mar- 
riage. 
Gra. We'll play with them, the firftt Boy for a thoufand 
Ducats. 
Mer. What, and ftake down2 ' 
Gra. No, we fhall ne’er win at that Sport, and ftakedowns 
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his Infidel 4 
Whar, and my old Venetian Friend, Salanio?2 


Exter Lorenzo, Jeflica, and Salanio. 


Baff. Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither, 
If that the Youth of my new Intereft here 
Have Power to bid you welcome. By your Leave 































“Ibid my very Friends and Country-men, 


Sweet Portia, welcome. 
Por. So do I, my Lord; they are Intirely welcome, 
Lor. I thank your Honour: For my part, my Lord, 

My Purpofe was not to have feen you here, 

But meeting with Salanio by the way, 

He did intreat me paft all faying nay, 

Lo come with him along. 
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Sal, I did my Lord, 

And [ have reafon for it; Signior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. 

Baff. E’er I ope this Letter, 

I pray you tell me how my good Friend doth. 

Sal. Not fick, my Lord, unlefs-it be in Mind; 
Nor well, unlefs in Mind: His Letter there 
Will thew you his Eftate, 

Baflanio opens rhe Letter. 

Gra. Nerifja, cheer yond Stranger, bid her welcome. 
Your Hand, Salazio; what’s the News from Venice? 
Flow doth that Royal Merchant, good Anthonio? 
I know he will be glad of our Succefs: 

We are the Fa/ons, we have won the Fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the Fleece that he hath loft. 

Por, There are fome fhrewd Contents in yond fame Paper, 
That {teal: the Colour trom Baffanio’s Cheek ° 

Some dear Friend dead, elfe nothing in the World 
Could turn fo much the Conftitution 
Of any conftant Vian. What, worfe and worfe! 
With Leave, Baffinio, Y am half your felf, 
And mutt freely have the half of any thing 
That this fame Paper brings you. 

Baf. © {weet Portia! 
Here are a few of the unpleafant’ft Words 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 
When I did firft impart my Love to you, 
I freely told you, all the Wealth I had 
Ran in my Veins. I was a Gentleman, 
And then I told you true; and yet dear Lady, 
Rating my felf at nothing, you fhall fee 
How much I was a Braggart, when [ told you 
My State was nothing, I fhould then have told you, 
That I was worfe than nothing. For indeed 
I have engag’d my felf to a dear Friend; 
Engag’d my Friend to his meer Enemy, 
To teed my Means. Here is a Letter, Lady; 
The Paper as the Body of my Friend, 
And every Word in it a gaping Wound, 
Iffuing Life-blood. But is it true, Salanio? 
Have all his Ventures fail’d! What, not one hit] 
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566 The Merchant of Venice. 


From Tripolis, from AZexico, from England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 
Ard not one Veffel ’fcape the dreadful Touch 
Of Merchant-marring Rocks? 
Sal. Not one, my Lord: 
Befides, it fhould appear, that if he had 
The prefent Mony to difcharge the Few, 
He would not take it. Never did I know 
A Creature that did bear the Shape of Man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a Man. 
He plies the Duke at Morning and at Night, 
Ard doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 
If they deny him Juftice. Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himfelf; and the Magnificoes 
Of greateft Port have all perfuaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious Plea 
Of Forfeiture, of Juftice, and his Bond. 
Fef. When I was with him, I have heard him {wear, 
To Tuball and to Chus, his Country-men, 
That he would rather have Axthonio’s Fleth 
Than twenty times the Value of the Sum 
That he did owe him; and I know, my Lord, 
If Law, Authority, and Power deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Authonio, 
Por. Is it your dear Friend that is thus in Trouble? 
Baf/. The deareft Friend to me, the kindeft Man, 
The beft condition’d, and unweary’d Spirit 
In doing Courtefies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman Honour more appears 
Than any that draws Breath in Ztaly, 
Por. What Sum owes he the Few? 
Baj. For me three thoufand Ducats. 
Por. What, no more 2 
Pay him fix thoufand, and deface the Bond; 
Double fix thoufand, and then treble that, 
Before a Friend of this Defcription 
Shall lofe a Hair through my Baffanio’s Fault, 
Firft go with me to Church, and call me Wife 
And then away to Venice to your Friend ; 
For never fhall you lye by Portia’s Side 
With an unquiet Soul, You hall have Gold 





To 
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To pay the petty Debt twenty times over. 

When it is paid, bring your true Friend along; 
My Maid WVeriffz, and my felf mean time; 

Will live as Maids and Widows: Come away, 
For you fhall hence upon my Wedding-day. 

Bid your Friends welcome, fhow a merry Cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear the Letter of your Friend. 


Ba(f. reads. Weet Baflanio, my Ships have all mifcarry d: my 

.) Creditors grow cruel, my Eftate is very low, 
my Bond to thelew is forfeit; and fince, in paying it, it is impof- 
fible I fhould live, all Debts are cleared between jou ana J, 
if I might fee you at my Death; notwithftanding ufe your 
Pleafure: If your Love do not per[uade you to come, let nat 
my Letter. 


Por. O Love! difpatch all Bufinefs, and be gone. 
Baff; Since I have your good Leave to go away, 
I willmake hafte; but ’till I come again, 
No Bed fhall e’er be guilty of my Stay, 
Nor Reft be Interpofer ’twixt us two. - [ Exeunt. 


Becky Ih Fence, 


Enter Shylock; Solarino, Anthonio, aud the Goaler. 
Shy. Goaler, look to him: Tell me not of Mercy. 
This is the Fool that lends out Mony Gratis. : 

Goaler, look to him. 
Ant. Hear me yet, good. Shylock, 
Shy. Vil have my Bond; {peak not againft my Bond: 
T have {worn an Oath that I will have my Bond. 
Thou call’ft me Dog before thou hadift a Caufe; 
But fince I am a Dog, beware my Fangs: 
The Duke fhall grant me Juftice, Ido wonder, 
Thou naughty Goaler, that thou art fo fond 
To. come Abroad with him at his Requelt. 

Ant. I pray thee hear me {peak. 

Shy. Vl have my Bond; I will not hear thee fpeak: 
Pll have my Bond; and therefore {peak no more. 

I'll not be made a foft and dull-ey’d Fool, 
To fhake the Head, relent, and figh and yield 
To Chriftian Interceflors. Follow not; 
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I'll have no {peaking ; I will have my Bond. | Exit Shylock, 
Sola. It is the moft impenetrable Cur si 
That ever kept with Men. 
nt. Let him alone, 
I'll follow him no more with bootlefs Prayers: 
He feeks my Life; his Reafon well I know ; 
I oft deliver’d from his Porfeitures 
Many that have at times made Moan to me; 
Therefore he hates me. 


Sola. T am fure the Duke will never grant this Forfeiture 
to hold. | 
“nt. The Duke cahnot deny the Courfe of Law; 

For the Commodity that Strangers have 

With us in Venice, if it be deny’d, 
Will much impeach the Juftice of the State, 
Since that the Trade and Profit of the City 
Confifteth of all Nations. Therefore 20, 
Thefe Griefs and Loffes have fo bated me, 
That I thal! hardly {pare a Pound of Fleth 

© Morrow to my bloody Creditor, 
Well, Goaler, on: pray God Baffanio come 
To fee me pay his Debt, and then I care not, | Exennt, 


SOIR E FV Reloone 


Enter Portia, Neriffa, Lorenzo, Jeflica, and a Servant of 
Portia’s. ) 
Lor. Madam, although I {peak it in your Prefence, 
ou have a noble and a true Conceit | 
Of God-like Amity, which appears moft {trongly 
in bearing thus the Abfence'of your Lord: 
But if you knew to whom you thew this Hono 
How true a Gentleman you fend Relief to, 
How dear a Lover of my Lord, your Husband, 
I know you would be prouder of the Work, 
‘Than cuftomary Bounty can enforce you, 
Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor fhall not now; for in Companions 
That do converfe and wafte the Time together, 
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There mutt be needs a like Proportion 


Of /-ineaments, of Manners, and of Spirit ; Which 
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Which makes me think that this Authoxio, 
Being the Bofom-lover of my Lord, 
Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the Coft I have beftowed 
In purchafing the Semblance of my Soul 
From out the ftate of hellifh Cruelty. 
This comes too near the praifing of my felf; 
Therefore no more of it: Here are other things. 
Lorenzo, I commit into your Hands, 
The Husbandry and Manage of my Houle, 
Until my Lord’s return, For mine own parts 
T have toward Heav’n breath’d a fecret Vow, 
To live in Prayer and Contemplation, 
Only attended by Neriffa here, 
Until her Husband and my Lord’s return. 
There is a Monaftery two Miles off, 
And there we will abide. I do defire you 
Not to deny this Impofition, 
The which my Love and fome Neceflity 
Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my Heart. 
I fhall obey you in all fair Commands. 

Por. My People do already know my mind, 
‘And will acknowledge you and Feffica 
In place of Lord Baffanio and my felf. 

So fare you well ‘till we fhall meet again. 

Lor. Fair Thoughts and happy Hours attenden you. 

Fe. I with your Ladyfhip all Heart's Content. 

Por. I thank you for your Wifh, and am well pleas’d 
To with it backon you: Fare you well, Feffica. | Ex. Jef. Lor 
Now, Balthazar, as 1 have ever found thee honeft, true, 
So let me find thee ftill: Take this fame Letter, 

And ufe thou all the Endeavour of a Man, 
In fpeed to AZantaa ; fee thou render this 
Into my Coufin’s Hand, Doctor Bedlario, 
And look what Notes and Garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d {peed 
Unto the Traje&, to the common Ferry 
Which trades to Venice -- Wafte no time in Words, 
But get thee gone; I fhall be there before thee, 
Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient {peed. [ Exit, 


Por, 
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570 The Merchant of Venice, 


Por. Comeon, Neriffz, I have Work jn hand 


That you yet know not of: We’l] fee our Husbands 
Before they think of us2 


Wer. Shall they fee us? 

Por, They thall, Neriffz; but in fuch a Habit, 
That they fhall think we are accomplifhed 
With that we lack, Pll hold thee any Wager, 
When we are both Accoutred like Young Men, 
I'll prove the prettier Fellow of the two, 
And wear my Dagger with the braver Grace, 
And fpeak between the Change of Man and Boy, 
With a reed Voice; and turn two mincing Steps 
Into a manly Stride, and [peak of Frays, 
Like a fine bragging Youth : 
Pow honourable Ladies fought my Love, 
Which I denying, they fell fick and died, 
I could not do withal: Then I'll repent, 
And with for all that, that F had not kill'd them. 
And twenty of thefe puny Lies [ll tell, 

Then Men fhall fwear I have difcontinued Schoo] 
Above a Twelve-month. {| have within my Mind 
A thoufand raw Tricks of thefe bragging Jacks, 
Which I wili praGife. 

Wer. Why, thall we turn to Men2 

Por. Fie, what a queftion’s thar, 
If thou wert near 4 lewd [nterpreter 2 
But come; ‘1’! tell thee ali my whole Device 
When I am in my Coach, which flays for us 
At the Park Gate; and therefore hafte aw, ‘ 
For we muft meafure Twenty Mifes to day, | Exewnt 

Enter Launcelor gud Jeffica, 

Laun, Yes, truly : For look you, ‘the Sing of the Father 
ais medi ieee $4 “0 ore, I promife you, 
{peak ay Agitation cf the atts : Tees Rare 
cheer; for truly I think Ate i cg > of 

; y * think you are Damn’d- ere is but one 


hope in it that can do you any good, 
of Baftard-hope neither, Ys and that is but a kind 


Fel: And what hope is that, 


_ Laun. Marry you may partly 
you not, that you are not the i 


3 and tell quaint Lies, 


I pray thee 
hope that your Father got 


v's Daughter, 
Te: 
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Fef. That were a kind of Baftard-hope indeed; fo the 
Sins of my Mother fhould be vifited upon me. 

Lawn. Truly then I fear you are Damn’d both by Father 
and Mother: Thus when you fhun Sylia, your Father, you fall 
into Charibdis, your Mother: Well, you are gone both ways. 

Fef. 1 fhall be faved by my Husband; he hath made me 
a Chriftian. 

Laun. Truly the more to blame he; we were Chriftians 
enough before, e’en as many as could well live one by ano- 
ther: This making of Chriftians will raife the Price of Hogs; 
if we grow all to be Pork-eaters, we (hall not fhortly havea 
Rafher on the Coals for Mony. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Fef. Yi tell my Husband, Laancelot, what you fay: 
Here he comes. 

Lor. I fhall grow Jealous-of you fhortly, Lazncelot, if 
you thus get my Wife into Corners. 

Fef. Nay, youneed not fear us, Lorenzo; Launcelot and 
I are out; he tells me flatly, there is no Mercy for me in 
Heav’n, becaufe [ am a Yew’s Daughter: And he fays, 
you are no good Member of the Commonwealth; for in 
converting Fews to Chriftians, you raife the Price of Pork. 

Lor. I fhall anfwer that better to the Commonwealth than 
you can the getting up of the Negro’s Belly: The AZoor is 
with Child by you, Lasncelot. 

Laun. It is much that the AZoor fhould be more than Rea- 
fon: But if the be lefsthan an honeft Woman, fhe is indeed 
more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every Fool can play upon the Word! I think 
the beft Grace of Wit will fhortly turn into Silence, and Dif- 
courfe grow commendable in none only but Parrats. Go in, 
Sirrah, bid them prepare for Dinner. 

Laun. That is done, Sir; they haveall Stomachs. 

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a Wit-fnapper are you! Then 
bid them prepare Dinner. 

Laun, That is done too, Sir; only Cover is the word, 

Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? 

Laun. Not fo, Sir, neither; I know my Duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion! wilt thou fhew 
the whole Wealth of thy Wit in an inftant? I pray thee un- 
derftand a plain Man in his plain Meaning : Goto thy Fellows, 


bid them cover the Table, ferve in the Meat, and we will 


come in to Dinner, Laun, 
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Laun. For the Table, Sir, \it thall be ferved in; for the 
Meat, Sir, it fhall be covered; for your coming in to Din. 
her, Sir, why letit beas Homours and Conceits thall govern, 

| Exit Laun, 
Ler. O dear Difcretion, how his Words are fuited! 
The Fool hath planted in his Memory 
An Army of good Words; and I do know 
A many Fools that ftand in better place, 
Garnith’d like him, that for a trickfie Word 
Detie the Matter: How cheer’it thou, Feffica ? 
And now, good Sweet, fay thy Opinion, 
How doft thou like the Lord Baffanio’s Wife? 
Fef: Patt all exprefling : It is very meet 

The Lord Baffanio live an upright Life, 

For having fuch a Blefling in his Lady, 

He finds the Joys of Heav’n hereon Earth ; 

And if on Earth he do not mean it, it | 

Is reafon he fhould. never come to Heay’n, : 

Why, if two gods thould play fome heav’nly Match, 

And on the Wager lay two earthly Women, 

And Portia one, there muft be fomething elfe 


Pawn’d with the other; fo; the poor rude World 
Flath not her Fellow, 


Lor. Even fuch a Husband 

Haft thou of me, as fhe is for 5 Wife, 
Fef- Nay, but ask my Opinion too of thar. 
Ler. 1 will anon: Firft ler US £0 to Dinner, | 
Fef- Nay, let me Praife you while I have 2 Stomach, | 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it ferve for Table-talk ; 


k’ft, ‘mongtt other things, 















































[Exenuns. 
A CF aAgy SCENE I. Venice. 
Enter the Duke, rhe Senators, Anthonio, Baflanio, and 
Sratiano, 
Duke. HAT, is Anthoxio here 2 


Ant. Ready 


fo pleafe ou ~ 
Duke. Tam forry for thee: P your Grace, 


> thouart come to anfwer 
A 
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A ftony Adverfary, an inhuman Wretch, 
Uncapable of Pity, void and empty 
From any dram of Mercy. 

Ant. I have heard 
Your Grace hath ta’en great pains to qualifie 
His rigorous Courfe ; but fince he ftands obdurate, 
And that no lawful Means can carry me 
Out of his Envy’s reach, I do oppofe 
My Patience to his Fury, and am arm’d 
To fuffer with a quietnefs of Spirit 
The very Tyranny and Rage of his. 

Duke. Go one and call the Few into the Court. 

Sal. Heis ready at the Door: He comes, my Lord. 

Enter Shylock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him ftand before our Face. 
Shylock, the World thinks, and | think fo too, 
That thou but lead’ft this Fafhion of thy Malice 
To the Jaft Hour of a&t, and then ’tis thought 
Thou’lt fhew thy Mercy and Remorfe more ftrange 
Than is thy ftrange apparent Cruelty, 
Which is a Pound of this poor Merchant’s Flefh. 
Thou wilt not only lofe the Forfeiture, 
But touch’d with human Gentlenefs and Love, 
Forgive a moiety of the Principal, 
Glancing an Eye of Pity on his Loffes 
That have of late fo hudled on his back, 
Enough to prefs a Royal Merchant down, 
And pluck Commiferation of his State 
From braffy Bofoms, and rough Hearts of Flint, 
From ftubborn Zurks and Tartars, never train’d 
To Offices of tender Courtefie. 
We all expe& agentle Anfwer, Few. 

Shy. I have poffefs’d your Grace of what I purpofe, 
And by our holy Sabbath have I {worn 
To have the Due and Forfeit of my Bond. 
If you deny it, let the Danger light 
Upon your Charter, and your City’s Freedom. 
You'll ask me why I rather chufe to have 
A weight of Carrion Flefh, than to receive 
Three thoufand Ducats? I'll not anfwer that. 


But fay it is my Humour, is it anfwered ¢ 
What 
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What if my Houfe be troubled with a Rat, 
And I be pleas’d to give ten thoufand Ducats 
To have it brain’d2 What, are you anfwer'd yet? 
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HH Some Men there are love not a gaping Pig, 
ea abe Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat, 
a And others, when the Bag-pipe fings i’th’ Nofe, 


if Cannot contain their Urine for affection. 


Hi Hil Matterlefs PafGon {ways it to the mood 
EE Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your Anfwer: 


As there is no firm reafon to be-rendred 


ee Why he cannot abide a gaping Pig, 

ae | Why hea harmlefs neceflary Cat, 
BEAL Why he a woollen Bag-pipe, but of force 
MOL i ieeil Mutt yield to fuch inevitable Shame, 
Bae, ibuil As to offend himfelf, being offended ; 

Tae Gt So can I give no Reafon, nor T will not, 
FURS ie More than a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing 
Be his | I bear Avthonio, that I follow thus 
hs A lofing Suit againft him, Are you anfwered 2 
i ie Hina | Baff. This is no Anfwer, thou unfeeling Man, 


To excufe the current of thy Cruelty, 

i Shy. Tam not bound to pleafe thee with my Anfwer. 
ae Ba. Do all Men kill the thing they do not love? 

4 an Shy. Hates any Man the thing he would not kill? 



















eat Baf. Every Offence is not 4 Hate at firft, 
ae i Shy, What, would’R thou have a Serpent fting thee 
‘i i pe twice 2 
aah ea “dnt. I pray you think you queftion with a Few. 
Aa ih You may as well go ftand upon the Beach, 
Cy Re And bid the main Flood bate his ufual height 
pacman) hs Or even as well ufe Queftion with the Wolf. ; 
SAR ae eat ha 3 
ae Hit The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: When you behold, 
a aa You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 
ar ins To wag their high Tops, and to make no noife 
et | en they are fretted with the gufts of Heay’n. 
: a a You may as well do any thing moft hard, 
rae As feek to foften that, than Which what harder 
| a ani His Fewi fb Heart. Therefore I do befeech you 
a aaa ake no more offers, ufe no farther means, 
AL Bela it But with all brief and plain Conveniency 
2 Let me have Judgment, and the Few his Wilt. 
ee isl HF 


Sree tas 





fH Baff. 
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Baf. For thy three thoufand Ducats here is fix. 

Shy. Wf every Ducat in fix thoufand Ducats 
Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat, 

{ would not draw them, I would have my Bond. 
Duke. How thalt thou hope for Mercy, rendring none ¢ 
Shy. What Judgment fhall I dread, doing no wrong ¢ 

You have among you many a purchas'd Slave, 

Which, like your Affes, and your Dogs and Mules, 

You ufe in abje& and in flavith part, 

Becaufe you boughtthem, Shall I fay to you, 

Let them be free, Marry them to your Heirs¢ 

Why fweat they under Burthens? Let their Beds 

Be made asfoft as yours, and let their Pallats 

Be feafon’d with fuch Viands: You will anfwer, 

The Slaves are ours. So do I anfwer you. 

The Pound of Flefh which I demand of him, 

Ts dearly bought, ’tis mine, and I wil have tt. 

If you deny me, fie upon your Law, 

There is no force in the Decrees of Venice : 

I ftand for Judgment ; anfwer ; fhall I have it? 
Duke. Upon my Power I may difmifs this Court, 

Unlefs Bellario, a Learned Doctor, 

Whom I have fent for to determine this; 

Come here to day. 

Sal. My Lord, here ftays without 
A Meffenger with Letters from the Doctor, 

New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the Letters, call the Meflengers. 

Baff. Good cheer, -Anthonio; What Man, Courage yet: 
The ‘Yew fhall have my Flefh, Blood, Bones, and all, 
E’er thou fhalt lofe for me one drop of Blood. 

Ant. 1 am a tainted Weather of the Flock, 
Meeteft for Death: The weakeft kind of Fruit 
Drops earlieft to the Ground, {fo let me. 

You cannot better be employ’d, Ba/faxio, 

Than to live ftill, and write mine Epitaph. 

Enter Neriffla drefs'd like a Lawyer's Clerk, 

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 

Wer. From both. 

My Lord, Bellario greets your Grace. 

Ba. Why doft thou whet thy Kuife fo earneftly? 


Shy. 
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Shy. To eut the Forfeiture from that Bankrupt there, 
Gra. Notonthy foal, but on thy Soul, harth Few, 
Thou mak’ft thy Knife keen; but no Metal can, 
No, notthe Hangman’s Ax, bear half the keennefs 
a Of thy tharp Envy. Can no Prayers pierce thee2 
His dae Shys No, nonethat thou haft wit enough to make. 
| Gra. O be thou Damn’d, inexorable Dog, 
Sia And for thy Life let Juftice be accus’d, 
Put. Thou almoft mak’ me waver in my Faith, 
Oa To hold Opinion with Pythagoras, 
eM a That Souls of Animals infufe themfelyes 
ait Into the Trunks of Men, Thy currith Spirit 


Govern’d a Wolf, who hang’d for human Slaughter, 


Even from the Gallows did his fell Soul fleet 
And whil'ft thou layeft in thy unhallowed 
it {nfus’d it {elf in thee; for thy Defires 
| Are Wolfith, Bloody, Starv’d, and Ravenous. 
an i Shy. *Tillthou cant rail the Seal from off my Bond, 
an Thou but offend’ thy Lungs to {peak fo loud. 
Bye Repair thy Wir, good Youth, or it will fal] 
Nala To endlefs Ruin. I ftand here for Law. 
i rt a Duke. This Letter from Bellario doth commend 
He Cue | A Young and Learned Do&or in our Court. 
en Where is he2 
Be ei 4Ver, He attendeth here hard by 
eT To know your Anfwer, whether you'll admit him? 
| ane te i Duke. With all my Heart. Some Three or Four of you 
a, Mil il Go give him courteous Condué to this place, 
eet tia Mean time the Court fhall hear Bellario’s Letter, 


pee aie Y OUR Grace fhall underfland, thar ar the receit of your 
Hh i eat Letter I am wery fick: But at the Lnflant that your Mef- 
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Senger came, in loving Vifitation was 


| {| with me a young Do 
ae ctor of Rome, his Name is Balthafar: 7 acquainted hine 
ia Be with the Cafe in Controver fie, between rhe Jew and Anthonio 
Pil Kh: > 5 - 
Be hit the Merchant. We turn'd oer many Books together: He is 
i | | furnt {hed with my Opinion, which bettered with his oovn Learn- 
i | ing, bs Sreatne/s whereof L cannot enough commend, comes 

: at at ip bit wit lift at ny ti poriunity, to fill 4p jour Grace's Requeft tf 
a ea my fread. I befeech, you, let his lack 


of Years be no impedi 


ment to let him lack a reverend Efti 
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knew fo young a Body with fo old a Head. I leave him to 
your gracious Acceptance, whofe trial fhall better publifh his 
Commendation. 


Enter Portia, Drefs'd like a Dotter of Laws. 


Duke. You hear the Learn’d Bellario what he writes, 
And here, I take it, is the Do€&tor come. 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellarie? 
Por. did, my Lord. 
Duke. You are welcome: Take your Place. 
Are you acquainted with the Difference, 
That holds this prefent Queftion in the Court? 
Por« I am informed throughly of the Cafe. 
Which is the Merchant here, and which the Few ? 
Duke. Anthonioand old Shylock, both ftand forth. 
Por. Is your Name Shylock 2 
Shy. Shylockis my Name. 
Por. Of a f{trange Nature is the Suit you follow, 
Yet in fuch Rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 
You ftand within his Danger, do you not? [ToAnthonio. 
nt. Ay, fo he fays, 
Por. Do you confefs the Bond? 
Ant. I do. 
Por. Then muft the Few be merciful. 
Shy. On what Compulfion muft I 2 tell me thar. 
Por. The quality of Mercy is not ftrain’d ; 
it droppeth as the gentle Rain from Heav’n 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blefs’d, 
It bleffeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
"Tis Mightieft in the Mightieft, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better than his Crown’: 
His Scepter fhews the force of temporal Power, 
The Attribute to Awe and Majefty, 
Wherein doth fit the Dread and Fear of Kings; 
But Mercy is above this fceptred Sway, 
It is enthroned in the Hearts of Kings, 
Tt is an Attribute to God himfelf; 
And earthly Power doth then fhew likeft God’s, 
When Mercy feafons Juftice. Therefore, Few, 
Tho’ Juftice be thy Plea, confider this, 
Vor II, I That 
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| ei That in the courfe of Juftice none of us 
A ea at Should fee Salvation. We do pray for Mercy, 
Ha And that fame Prayer doth teach us all to render 
i, | The Deeds of Mercy. I have fpoke thus much 
| 






































To mitigate the Juftice of thy Plea ; 

hi Which 1f thou follow, this ftriét courfe of Venice 

a Muit needs give Sentence *gainft the Merchant there, 
1 ey Shy. My Deeds upon my Head. [I crave the Law, 

The Penalty and Forfeit of my Bond. 


Be th Por. Is he not able to difcharge the Mony? 
ea Ba]. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court, 


Yea, twice the Sum; if that will not fuffice, 

ii! I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 
Sa On forfeit-of my Hands, my Head, my Heart. 
Bey ie If this will not fuffice, it mutt appear 


SG ae That Malice bears down Truth. And I befeech you 
| aaa Wreft once the Law to your Authority. 
EE To do a great Right, do a little Wrong, 
fe ae And curb this cruel Devil of his will. 
Se ae iad Por. it-muft not be, there is no Power in Venice 
ae: | Can alter 2 Decree eftablithed. 
eve | Twill be recorded for a Prefident, 
Pee een And many an Error by the fame Example 
aa Will ruth into the State. It cannot be. 
Sane laa Shy. A Daniel come to Judgment, yea, a Daniel, 
det ph O wile young Judge, hew do I honour thee ! 
te cee al Por. T pray you let me look upon the Bond, é 
qe nan Shy. Here’tis, moft Reverend Door, here it is. 
gent eh Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy Mony offer’d thee. 
| bennett ate An Oath, an Oath, Ihavean Oath in Heavn. 
a MiG) Shall I lay Perjury upon my Soul z 
Pie ath | No, not for Venice. . 
ae ea) Por. Why, this Bond is forfeit, 
eh al And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
ae eels i A Pound of Fleth, to be by him cut off 
SET Neareft the Merchant’s Heart, Be merciful] 
| Take thrice thy Mony, bid me tear the Rant 
it a th Shy. When it is Paid according to the Tenure, 
a Tt doth appear you are a worthy Judge ; 
ale ( jt | You know the Law, your Expofition 
ae | ! Hath been moft found. I charge you by the Law, 
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Whereof you are a well-deferving Pillar, 
Proceed to Judgment. By my Soul I fwear, 
There is no power in the Tongue of Man 
To alter me. I ftay here on my Bond, 
Ant. Mott heartily I do befeech the Court 
To give the Judgment. 
Por. Why then thus it is : 
You muft prepare your Bofom for his Knife. 
Shy. O noble Judge! O excellent young Man! 
Por. Forthe intent and purpofe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the Penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the Bond. 
Shy. “Tisvery true. O wife and upright Judge, 
How much more elder art thou than thy Looks ! 
Por. Therefore lay bare thy Bofom. 
Shy. Ay his Breaft, 
So fays the Bond, doth it not, noble Judge ? 
Neareft his Heart, thofe are the very words. 


Por. Itis fo, Are there Ballances here to weigh the Fleth 2 


Shy. I have them ready, 
Por, Have by fome Surgeon, Shylock, on your Charge, 
To ftop his Wounds, left he fhould bleed to Death, 
Shy. It isnot nominated in the Bond. 
Por. It 1s not fo exprefs’ds but what of that? 
"T'were good you do fo much for Charity. 
Shy. 1 cannot find it, ’tis not in the Bond. 
Por, Come, Merchant, have you any thing to fay? 
Ant. But little : I am arm’d and well prepar’d, 
Give me your Hand, Baffamio, fare you well. 
Grieve not that I am fall’n to this for you : 
For herein Fortune fhews her felf more kind 
Than is her Cuftom, It is ftill her ufe 
To let the wretched Man out-live his Wealth, 
To view with hollow Eye and wrinkled Brow 
An age of Poverty. From which lingring Penance 
Of fuch a Mifery, doth the cut me off. 
Commend me to your Honourable Wife; 
Tell her the Procefs of Anthonio’s end; 
Say how I lov’d you ; fpeak me fair in Death : 
And when the Tale is told, bid hen be Judge, 
Whether Baffanie had not once a Love. 
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Repent not you that you fhalllofe your Friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your Debt; 
For if the ‘few do cut but deep enough, 
I'll pay it inftantly with all my Heart. 
Baff; Anthenio, I am married to a Wife, 
Which is as dear to me as Life it felf; 
But Life it felf, my Wife, and all the World, 
Are not with me efteem’d above thy Life. 
I would lofe all, I'd facrifice them all 
Here to this Devil, to deliver you. 
Por. Your Wife would give you little thanks for that, 
If fhe were by to hear you make the Offer. 
Gra. I have a Wife whom I proteft I love, 
I would fhe were in Heav’n, fo fhe could 
Intreat fome Power to change this currifh Few. 
Ner. ’Tis well you offer it behind her back, 
The With would make elfe an unquiet Houfe. 
Shy. Thefe betheChriftian Husbands. I havea Daughter, 
Would any. of the Stock of Barrabas 
Had been her Husband, rather than a Chriftian. | Afide. 
We trifle time, I pray thee purfue Sentence. 
Por. A Pound of that fame Merchant’s Fleth is thine, 
The Court awards it, and the Law doth give it. 
Shy. Moft rightful Judge. 
Por. And you muft cut this Fleth from off his Breaft, 
The Law allows it, and the Court awards it, 
Shy. Mott learned Judge, a Sentence, come prepare. 
Por. Farry a little, there is fomething elfe, 
This Bond doth give thee here no jot of Blood, 
The words exprefly area Pound of Fleth, 
Then take thy Bond, take thou thy Pound of Fleth; 
But in the cutting it, if thou doft thed 
One drop of Chriftian Blood, thy Lands and Goods 
Are by the Laws of Venice Confifcate 
Unto the State of Venice. 
Gra. O upright Judge ! 
Mark Few, O learned Judge! 
Shy. Is that the Law2 
Por. Thy felf fhalt fee'the A@: 
For as thou urgeft Juftice, be affur'd 
Thou thalt have Juftice, more than thou defiref, 
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Gra. © learned Judge! Mark ‘few, a learned Judge! 
Shy. I take this Offer then, pay the Bond thrice, 
And let the Chriftian go. 
Baf]. Here is the Mony. 
Por. Soft, the Few fhall have all Juftice, foft, no hatte, 
He fhall have nothing but the Penalty, 
Gra..O Few! anupright Judge, a learned Judge. 
Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the Flefh, 
Shed thou no Blood, nor cut thou lefs nor more 
But juft a Pound of Flefh: If thou tak’{t more 
Or lefs than a juft Pound, be it fo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the Subftance, 
Or the Divifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poor Scruple; nay, if the Scale do turn 
But in the eftimation of a Hair, 
Thou dieft, and all thy Goods are confifcate. 
Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, Jew. 
Now, Infidel, I have thee on the Hip. 
Por. Why doth the Few paufe? Take thy Forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my Principal, and let me go. 
Baff. I have it ready for thee; here it is, 
Por. He hath refus’d it in the open Court: 
He -fhall have meerly Juftice and his Bond. 
Gra. A Daniel ftill fay I, a fecond Daniel. 
I thank thee, ‘few, for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shall I not have barely my Principal 
Por. Thou fhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture, 
To be fo taken at thy Peril, Few. 
Shy. Why then the Devil give him good of it: 
I'll ftay no longer queftion. 
Por. Tarry, Few, 
The Law hath yet another hold on you: 
It is enacted in the Laws of Venice, 
If it be prov’d againft an Alien, 
That by direct, or indire@ Attempts, 
He feek the Life of any Citizen, 
The Party ’gainft the which he doth contrive, 
Shall feize on half his Goods, the other half 
Comes to the privy Coffer of the State, 
And the Offender’s Life lyes in the mercy 
Of the Duke only, ’gainft all other Voice; 
I3 In 
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In which Predicament I fay thou ftand’ft : 
For it appears by manifett Proceeding, 

That indirectly, and dire@ly too, 

Thou haft contriv’d againit the very Life 

Of the Defendant; and thou haft incurr’d 
The Danger formerly by me rehears’d. 

Down therefore, and beg Mercy of the Duke, 

Gra. Beg that thou may’ft have leave to hang thy felf: 
And yet thy Wealth being forfeit to the State, 
Thou haft not left the value of a Cord, 

Therefore thou muft be hang’d at the State’s Charge, 

Dyke, That thou fhalt fee the difference of our Spirit, 
I pardon thee thy Life before thou ask it: 

For half thy Wealth, it is Azthonio’s; 
The other half comes to the general State, 
Which humblenefs may drive unto a Fine, 

Por. Ays for the State, not for Authonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my Life and all, pardon not that, 
You take my Houfe when you do take the Prop 
That doth fuftain my Houfe: You take my Life 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Por. What Mercy can you render him, -Asthonio? 

Gra. A Halter £ratis, nothing elfe, for God’s fake. 

<dnt. So pleafe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court. 
To quit the Fine for one half of his Goods, 

f am content, fo he will lec me have 

The other half in ule, to render it 

Upon his Death, unto the Gentleman 

That lately ftole his Daughter. 

Two things provided more, that for this Favour 
He prefently become a Chriftian ; 

The other, that he do record a Gift 

Here in the Court of all he dies poflefs’d 

Unto his Son Lorenzo, and his Daughter. 

Duke, He thall do this, or elfe I do recant 
The Pardon that I late Pronounced here, 

Por. Art thou contented, Few ? What dof thou fay ? 

Shy. I am content, 

Por. Clerk, draw a Deed of Gift. 

Shy. T pray you give me leave to go from hence ; 
1 am not well; fend the Deed after me, 


And TI will fign ir, Duke 
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Duke, Get thee gone, but do it. 

Gra. In Chrift’ning thou fhalt have two Godfathers. 
Had I been Judge, thou fhould’ft have had ten more, 
To bring thee tothe Gallows, nottothe Font. [Exit Shy. 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you with me home to Dinner. 

Por. 1 humbly do defire your Grace of Pardon; 

I muft away this Night toward Padua, 
And it is meet I prefently fet forth. 

Duke. I am forry that your leifure ferves you not. 

Anthonio, gratifie this Gentleman; 
For in my mind you are much bound to him. 
| Exit Duke and his Train. 

Baff. Moft worthy Gentleman ! I and my Friend 
Have by your Wifdom been this Day acquitted 

Of grievous Penalties, in lieu whereof 
Three thoufand Ducats, due unto the Few, 
We freely cope your courteous Pains withal. 

Ant. And ftand indebted over and above 
In Love and Service to you evermore. 

Por. He is well paid that is well fatisfied, 

And I delivering you, am fatisfed, 

And therein do account my felf well paid; 
My Mind was never yet more mercenary. 

[ pray you know me when. we meet again. 
I wifh you well, and fo I take my leave. 

Baff; Dear Sir, of force I muft attempt you further. 
Take fome Remembrance of us as a Tribute, 

Not as a Fee: Grant me two things; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your Gloves, Pll wear them for your fake, 
And for your Love I'll take this Ring from you. 

Do nor’ draw back your hand, I'll take no more, 
And you in love fhall not deny me this. 

Baff. This Ring, good Sir, alas it is a Trifle; 
I will not fhame my felf to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing elfe but only this, 
And now methinks I have a mind to it. 

Baf]. There’s more depends on this than on the value: 
The deareft Ring in Venice will I give you, 
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And find it out by Proclamation ; 
Only for this I pray you pardon me. 
Por, I fee, Sir, you are liberal in Offers; 
You taught me firft to beg, and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a Beggar fhould be anfwer'd. 
BafJ. Good Sir, this Ring was given me by my Wife; 
And when fhe put it on, the made me vow 
‘That I fhould neither fell, nor give, nor Jofe it, 
Por. That *{cufe ferves many Men to fave their Gifts ; 
And if your Wife be not 4 mad Woman, 
And know how well I have defery’d this Ring, 
She wou’d not hold out Enmity for ever 
For giving itto me. Well, Peace be with you. [Exit 
Anth. My Lord Baffinio, let him have the Rine, 
Let his Defervings, and my Love withal, 
Be valued againft your Wife's Commandment. 
Baff. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the Ring, and bring him, if thou canft, 
Unto Authonio’s Houle: Away, make hafte. [Exit Gra, 
Come, you and I will thither prefently, 
And in the Morning early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont; come, Anthonio, | Exewnt, 
Enter Portia and Nerifla. 
Por. Enquire the Few’s Houfe out, give him this Deed, 
And let him fign it; we'll away to Night, 
And be a day before our Husbands home: 
‘This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo, 
Exter Gratiano. 
Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o’erta’en : 
My Lord Baffanio, upon more advice, 
Hath fent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 
Your Company at Dinner, 
Por, That cannot be, 
His Ring do I accept moft thankfully, 
And fo I pray you tell him : Furthermore, 


I pray you thew my Youth old shyjocj? Houfe, 
Gra. That will I do. xs ae 


Wer. Sir, I would {peak with you. 
Pll fee if I can get my Husband’s Ring 
Which I did make him {wear to keep for ever, 
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Por. Thou may’ft, I warrant. We fhall have old {wearing, 
That they did give the Rings away to Men; 
But we'll out-face them, and out-{fwear them too: 
Away, make hafte, thou know’ft where I will tarry. 
Ner. Come, good Sir, will you fhew me to this Houfe2 
| Exveunt. 





AAO VSS. G.-E-N=ee 
SCE N E Belmont. 


Enter Lorenzo and Jelflica. 


Lor. S ee E Moon fhines bright. In fucha Night as this, 
When the fweet Wind did gently kifs the Trees, 

And they did make no noife ; in fuch a Night, 
Troylus methinks mounted the Troyan Wall, 
And figh’d his Soul toward the Grecian Tents, 
Where Creffed lay that Night. 

Fef. In {uch a Night, 
Did Thisby fearfully o’er-trip the Dew, 
And faw the Lion’s Shadow e’er himfelf, 
And ran difmay’d away. 

Lor, In fuch a Night, 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her Hand 
Upon the wide Sea-banks, and waft her Love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Fef: In fuch a Night, 
Medea gather’d the Inchanted Herbs 
That did renew old e£/foz. 

Lor. In fuch a Night, 
Did. Fefica {teal from the wealthy Few, 
And with an unthrift Love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 

Fef. In fuch a Night 
Did young Lorenzo {wear he lov’d her well, 
Stealing her Soul with many Vows of Faith, 
And ne’er a true one. 

Lor. In fuch a Night, 
Did pretty ‘Feffica (like a little Shrew ) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 
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Fef; 1 would out-night you, did no Body come: 

But hark, I hear the footing of a Man, 
Enter Ateffenger. 

Lor. Who comes fo faft, in filence of the Night? 

Me: A Friend. 

Lor, A Friend! what Friend? Your Name, I pray you, 
Friend 2 

Me. Stephano is my Name, and I bring word 
My Mittrefs will before the break of Day 
Be here at Belmont: She doth {tray about 
By holy Croffes, where the kneels and prays 
For happy Wedlock Hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her 2 

Mef. None but a holy Hermit and her Maid, 
I pray you is my Mafter yet return’d 2 

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him; 
But go we in I pray thee, Feffica, 3 
And ceremonioufly let us prepare 
some Welcome for the Miftrefs of the Houfe, 

Enter Launcelot. 
Laun. Sola, fola; wo ha, ho, fola, fola. 
Lor. Who calls 2 
Laun. Sols, did you fee Mr. Lorenzo and Mrs Lorenzo? 
Sola, fola. 

Lor. Leave hollowing, Man: Here, 

Laun. Sola, where where? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun, Tell him, there’s 4 Poft come from my Matter, 
with his Horn full of good News; my Matter will be here 
eer Morning. 

Ler. Sweet Love, let’s in, and there expect their coming. 
And yet no matter: Why thould we go in? 

My Friend Stephano, fignifie, I pray you 

Within the Houfe, your Miftrefs is at hen 

And bring your Mufick forth into the Nie, 

How {weet the Moon-light fleeps upon this Bank ; 
Here will we fit, and let the founds of Mutfick 
Creep in our Ears: foft Stilnefs, and the Night 
Become the touches of fweet Harmony, . 
Sit, Feffica, look how the Floor of Heay’n 

Is thick inlay’d with Patterns of bright Gold; 
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There’s not the {malleft Orb which thou behold’ft, 
But in his Motion like an Angel fings, 
Still quiring to the young-ey’d Cherubims; 
Such Harmony is in immortal Souls; 
But whillt this muddy Vefture of Decay 
Doth grofly clofe us in it, we cannot hear it. 
Come hoe, and wake Diana witha Hymn, 
With fweeteft Touches pierce your Miftrefs Ear, 
And draw her Home with Mufick. 
Fef. Iam never merry when I hear {weet Mufick. 
Musick. 
Lor. The Reafon is, your Spirits are attentive; 
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd, 
Or Race of youthful and unhandled Colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which ts the hot Condition of their Blood; 
If they but hear perchance a Trumpet found, 
Or any Air of Mufick touch their Ears, 
You fhall perceive them make a mutual ftand; 
Their favage Eyes turn’d to a modeft Gaze 
By the {weet Power of Mufick. Therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Orpheus drew Trees, Stones, and Floods, 
Since naught fo ftockifh, hard, and full of rage, 
But Mufick for the time doth change his Nature: 
The Man that hath no Mufick in himfelf, 
Nor is not mov’d with Concord of {weer Sounds, 
Is fit for Treafons, Stratagems, and Spoils; 
The Motions of his Spirit are dull as Night, 
And his Affe@tions dark as Erebus: 
Let no fuch Man be trufted. Mark the Mufick. 
Enter Portia and Neriffa. 
Por. That Light we fee is burning in my Hall: 
How far that little Candle throws his Beams; 
So fhines a good Deed ina naughty World. 
Wer, When the Moon fhone we did not fee the Candle. 
Por, So doth the greater Glory dim the lefs; 
A Subftitute thines brightly as a King 
Jntil a King be bys; and then his State 
Empties it felf, as doth an inland Brook 
(nto the Main of Waters. Mufick, hark ! [ ujick. 
Ner. 
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er, Tt is the Mufick, Madam, of your Houfe. 
Por, Nothing is good, I fee, without Refped: 
Methinks it founds much fweeter than by Day. 
Wer. Silence beftows that Virtue on it, Madam, 
Por, The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Lark, 
When neither is attended; and I think 
The Nightingale, if fhe fhould fing by Day, 
When every Goofe is cackling, would be thought 
No better a Mufician than the Wren, 
How many things by Seafon feafon’d are 
To their right Praife and true Perfe@tion? 
Peace, how the Moon fleeps with Exdimion, 
And would not be awak’d! 
Mujick ceafes. 
Lor. That is the Voice, 
Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portias. 
Por. He knows me as the blind Man knows the Cuckow, 
by the bad Voice. 
Lor. Dear Lady, welcome Home. 
Por. We have been praying for our Husband’s welfare, 
Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our Words. 
Are they return’d2 
Lor, Madam, they are not yet ; 
But there is come a Meflenger before, 
To fignifie their coming, 
Por. Go in, Neriffa, 
Give Order to my Servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence, 
Nor you Lorexzo, Feffica nor you, 
A Tucker founds. 
Lor. Your Husband is at hand, I hear a Trumpet; 
We are no Tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 
Por, This Night methinks is but the Day-light fick; 
It looks a little paler; ’tis a Day, 
eo roe Day is ae the Sun is hid, 
mer waitanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and their Followers, 
Baff, We thould hold Day with the pe ties 
If you would walk in Abfence-of the Sun. , 
Por. Let me give Light, but let meno “eae 
Fora light Wife doth make a heavy “os a a 
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And never be Baffanio fo from me ; 
But God fort all: You are welcome Home, my Lord. 
Baff: I thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend ; 
This is the Man, this is Axthoxio, 
To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 
Por. You fhould in all Senfe be much bound to him; 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our Houfe; 
It muft appear in other ways than Words; 
Therefore I {cant this breathing Courtefie. 
Gra. By yonder Moon I fwear you do me wrong; 
In Faith I gave it to the Judge’s Clerk: | To Nerifia. 
Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 
Since you do take it, Love, fo much at Heart. 
Por. A Quarrel, hoe, already; what’s the Matter 2 
Gra. About a Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That fhe did give me, whofe Poefie was 
For all the World like Cutler’s Poetry 
Upon a Knife; Love me, and leave me not. 
Ner. What talk you of the Poefie or the Value? 
You {wore to me when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it ’till the Hour of Death, 
And that it fhould lye with you in your Grave; 
Tho’ not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 
You fhould have been refpective, and have kept it. 
Gave ita Judge’s Clerk! but well I know 
The Clerk will ne’er wear Hair on’s Face that had it. 
Gra. He will, and if he live to be a Man. 
Ner. If! if a Woman live to be a Man. 
Gra. Now by this Hand I gave it to a Youth, 
A kind of Boy,’ a little fcrubbed Boy, 
No higher than thy felf, the Judge’s Clerk, 
A prating Boy that bege’d it as a Fee: 
I could not for my Heart deny it him. 
Por. You were to blame, I muft be plain with you, 
To part fo flightly with your Wife's firft Gift, 
A thing ftuck on with Oaths upon your Finger, 
And fo riveted with Faith unto your Flefh. 
I gave my Love a Ring, and made him fwear 
2 Never 
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Never to part with it; and here he ftands, | 
I dare be fworn to him, he would not leave it, a if 
Nor pluck it from his Finger for the Wealth ah ee 


That the World mafters. - Now in Faith, Gratiano, 





















































You give your Wife too unkind a Caufe of Grief; ) 
And “twere to me I fhould be mad at it. oe 

Baff. Why I were beft to cut my left Hand off, i 
And {wear I loft the Ring defending it. : 


Gra. My Lord Baffanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judge that eged it, and indeed 
Deferv’d it too; and then the Boy, his Clerk, 
That took fome Pains in Writing, be bege’d mine, 
And neither Man nor Mafter would take ought 
But the two Rings, 

for. What Ring gave you my, my Lord? 
Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me, 

Ba. If I could add a Lie unto a Fault, 
I would deny it; but you fee my Finger 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it js gone, 

Por, And even fo! void is your falfe Heart of Truth. 


By Heaven, I will ne’er come in your Bed 
Until I fee the Ring, 

Ner. Nor I in yours, ’till J again fee mine. 

Baff. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 
If you did know for whom | . 
And would conceive for what I 
And how unwillingly I left the Ring, 
When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 
You would abate the Strength 

Vor. If you had known the Virtue of the Ring, 
Or half her Worthinef§ that Save the Ring, 

* your own Honour to contain the Ring, 
You would not then have parted with the Ring, 
What Man is there fo much unreafonable, 

If oy had pleas’d ey have defended jr * 

ith any Terms o Zeal, wanted the Mode 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony = ny 
Nerifja teaches me what to believe; 

I'll die for’t, but fome Woman had the Ring, 


Bal. 
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Baff. No, by mine Honour, Madam, by my Soul, 
No Woman had it, but a civil Doctor, 
Which did refufe three thoufand Ducats of me, 
And bege’d the Ring; the which I did deny him, 
And fuffer’d him to go difpleas'd away; 
Even he that had held up the very Life 
Of my dear Friend. What fhould I fay, fweet Lady? 
I was infore’d to fend it after him ; 
I was befet with Shame and Courtefie; 
My Honour would not let Ingratitude 
So much befmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by thefe bleffed Candles of the Night, 
Had you been there, I think you would have begg’d 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doctor. 
Por. Let not that Door e’er come near my Houfe, 
Since he hath got the Jewel that I lov’d, 
And that which you did fwear to keep for me: 
I will become as liberal as you, 
I'll not deny him any thing I have, 
No, not my Body, nor my Husband’s Bed; 
Know him I fhall, I am well fure of it. 
Lye not a Night from Home; watch me like Arges: 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
Now by mine Honour, which is yet mine cwn, 
I'll have the DoGor for my Bedfellow. 
Ner. And I his Clerk; therefore bé well advis’d 
How you do leave me to mine own Proteétion. 
Gra. Well, do you fo; let me not take him then; 
For if I do, Pll mar the young Clerk’s Pen. 
Ant. I am th’ unhappy Subje& of thefe Quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieve not you, 
You are welcome notwithftanding. 
Baj]. Portia, forgive me this enforced Wrong, 
And in the hearing of thefe many Friends, 


I {wear to thee, even by thine own fair Eyes, 
Wherein I fee my felf-—— 


Por. Mark you but that ! 
In both mine Eyes he doubly fees himfelf, 


In each Eye one; {wear by your double felf, 
And there’s an Oath of Credit! | 


Bag. 
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Baff. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this Fault, and by my Soul I fwear, 
I never more will break an Oath with thee. 
Ant. I once did lend my Body for thy Wealth, [ To Baff 
Which but for him that had your Husband’s Ring | To Por, 
Fad quite mifcarry’d. I dare be bound again, 
My Soul upon the Forfeit, that your Lord 
Will never more break Faith advifedly. 
Por. Then you fhall be his Surety; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 
nt. Here Lord Baffanio, {wear to keep this Ring, 
Ba]. By Heav’n it is the fame I gave the Doétor. 
Por. I had it of him: Pardon me, Baffanio; 
For by this Ring the Doétor lay with me. 
Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that fame fcrubbed Boy, the Do@or’s Clerk, 
In licu of this, laft Night did lye with me. 
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of High-ways 
In Summer, where the Ways are fair enough : 
What, are we Cuckolds e’er we have deferv'd it 2 
Por. Speak not fo grofly; you are all amaz’'d; 
Here isa Letter, read it at your Leifure; 
It comes from Padua from Bellario- 
There you fhall find that Portia was the Doétor, 
mee a cit Neriffa there her Clerk. Loreyzo here, 
ane Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon as you 
if, ue eish And b qe er. 
Fee we na but even now return’d: I have not yet 
ee MTNA Entred my Houfe. -Authonio, you are welcome.’ 
And I have better News in flore for you. : 
Than you expect; unfeal this Lette, foon, 
There you fhall find three of your Argofies 
Are richly come to Harbour fuddenly, 
You fhall not know by what ftrange Accident 
I chanced on this Letter. 
dint, T am dumb, 
Bal]. Were you the Door; ‘and I 
Gra. Were you the Clerk that Is — delet HP 
Wer. Ay, but the Clerk thar never Means to d = 
ae he live until he be a Man, ae 
Ba. Sweet Dodtor, you fhall be 
When Tam abfent, er lye with ay Wie 
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Ant, Sweet Lady, you have given me Life and Living; 
For here I read for certain, that my Ships 
Are fafely come to Rhodes. 
Por. How now, Lorenzo{ 
My Clerk hath fome good Comforts too for you. 
Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a Fee. 
There do I give to you and Feffica, 
From the rich Few, a fpecial Deed of Gift, 
After his Death, of all he dies poflefs’d of. 
Lor. Fair Ladies, you drop AZanna in the way 
Of ftarved People. 
Por. It is almoft Morning, 
And yet I am fure you are not fatisfy’d 
Of thefe Events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there on Interrogatories, 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be fo: the firft Interrogatory 
That my Nerif[a fhall be {worn on, 1s, 
Whether ’till the next Night fhe had rather ftay, 
Or go to Bed, now being two Hoursto Day. 
But were the Day come, I fhould with it dark, 
Till I were couching with the Do@tor’s Clerk. 
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing 
So fore, as keeping fafe Neriffa’s Ring. [Exeunt, 
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“Dramatis Perfona. 


} UKE of Burgundy. 
Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Ufur- 
per of his Dukedom. 
Amiens, | Lords attending upon the Duke in his 
Jaques, Banifhment. 
Le Beu, 4 Courtier attending on Frederick. 
Oliver, Eldeft Son to Sir Rowland de Boys, who 
had formerly been a Servant of the Duke. 


Jaques, 4 Younger Brothers to Oliver. 


Adam, an old Servant of Sir Rowland de Boys, 
now following the Fortunes of Orlando. 


Dennis, Servant to Oliver. 


Charles, 4 Wreftler, and Servant to the Ufurping 
‘Duke Frederick, 


Touchftone, 2 Chwy attending on Celia and Ro- 
falind, 


SOT; “Lp, 
Sy ivius; f Shepherds, 


William, 4 Clown, in Love with Audrey, 
dér Oliver Mar-text, « Country Curate. 


Rofalind, Daughter to the ‘Duke. 
Celia, ‘Daughter to F rederick, 
Phoebe, a Shepherde/s., 

Audrey, 2 Country Wench. 


Lords belonging to the two Dukes, with Pages, 
| borefters, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE lyes firff near Oliver’s Houfe, 
and afterwards partly in the Duke's Court, 
and partly in the Foreft of Arden, 
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As you Like it. 





ACE BS. CE NE: 
SCENE an Orchard. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 


OR LAN DO, 


S I remember, Adam, it was upon this Fafhi- 
on bequeath’d me by Will, but a poor Thou- 
fand Crowns, and, as thou fay’ft, charged 
my Brother on his Bleffing to breed me well; 
and there begins my Sadnefs: My Brother 
Fagues he keeps at School, and Report fpeaks 
poldenly of his Profit; for my part he keeps me ruftically 
at home, or, to {peak more properly, ftays me here at home 
unkept; for call you that Keeping for a Gentleman ef my 
Birth, that differs not from the Stalling of an Ox¢ His 
Horfes are bred better, for befides that they are fair with 
their Feeding, they are taught their Manage, and to that end 
Riders dearly hired: But I, his Brother, gain nothing un- 
der himbut growth, for the which his Animals on his Dung- 
hills are as much bound to him as I. Befides this Nothing 
that he fo plentifully gives me, the Something that Nature 
gave me, his Countenance feems to take from me. He lets 
me feed with his Hinds, bars me the place of a Brother, and 
as much asin him lyes, mines my Gentility with my Edu- 
cation, This is it, ddam, that grieves me, and the Spirit 
of my Father, which I think is within me, begins to mutiny 
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againft this fervitude. I will no longer endure it, tho’ yet 
I know no wife Remedy how to avoid it, 
Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my Mafter, your Brother. 

Orla. Go apart, Adam, and thou thalt hear how he will 
fhake me up. 

Oli. Now, Sir, what make you here ? 

Orla. Nothing: I am fot taught to make any thing. 

Ol, What mar you then, Sir? 

Orla. Marry, Sir, I am ‘helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unwoithy Brother of yours, with Idle- 
nefs, 

coh Marry, Sir, be better employ’d, and be naught a 
while. 

Orla. Shall. I keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them? 
What Prodigal Portion have I fpent, that I fhould come to 
fuch Penury 2 

Oli. Know you where you are, Sir? 

Orla. O, Sir, very well; herein your Orchard. 

Oli. Know you befare whom, Sir? 

Orla. Ay, better than him I am before knows fue. I 
know you are my eldeft Brother, and in the gentle Condi- 
tion of Blood you fhould fo know me: The Courtefie of 
Nations allows you my better, in that you are the Firft Born; 
but the fame Tradition takes not away my Blood, were there 
twenty Brothers betwixt us; I have as much of my Father 
m Me, as you; albeit, I confefs your coming before me is 
nearer to his R everence, 

Oli, What Boy! 
ee Come, come, elder Brot*er, you are too young 
In this, 

Oli, Wilt thou lay Hands on me, Villain? 

Orla. I am no Villain «I am the Youngeft Son of Sit 
Rowland de Boys; he was my Father, and he is thrice a 
Villain that fays fucha Father begot Villains. Wert thou not 
my Brother, f would not take this Hand from thy Throat, 
‘ull this other had pull’d out thy Tongue for faying fo; thou 
haft rail’d on thy feif. 

Adam. Sweet Mafter, be patient, for your Father’s Re- 
membrance, be at Accord. : 

Oli, Let me go, I fay. 

Orla, 
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Orla. I will not ’till I pleafe: You fhall hearme. My. Fa- 
ther charg’d you in his Will to give me good Education: 
You have train’d me up like a Peafant, obfcuring and hiding 
from me all Gentleman-like Qualities ; the Spirit of my Fa- 
ther grows ftrong in me, and I will no longer endure it : 
Therefore allow me fuch Exercifes as may become a Gentle- 
man, or give me the poor Allottery my Father left me by 
Teftament, with that I will go buy my Fortunes. 

Oli, And what wilt thou do? beg when that is fpent? 
Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
you: You fhall have fome part of your Will, I pray you 
leave me. 

Orla. 1 will no further offend you, than becomes me for 
my good, 

Oli. Get you with him, you old Dog. 

Adam. Is old Dog my Reward? Mofttrue, I have loft 
my Teeth in yourService: God be with my old Mafter, he 
would not have {poke fucha word. _[ Exit Orl. and Adam. 

Oli. Is it even fo? Begin youte grow upon me 2 I will 
Phyfick your Ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand Crowns 
neither. Holla, Dennis ! 

Enter Dennis, 

Den. Calls your Worship 2 

Ol. Was not Charles, the Duke’s Wreftler, here to {peak 
with me? 

Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and impor- 
tunes accefs to you. 

Oli, Call him in ; ’twill be a good way; and to morrow 
the Wreftling is, 

Enter Charles, 

Char. Good morrow to your Worfhip. 

Oli, Good Monfieur Charles, what’s the new News at 
the new Court? 

Char. There’s ho News at the Court, Sir, but the old 
News; that is, the old Duke is banifh’d by his younger 
Brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords have 
put themfelves into a voluntary Exile with him, whofe 
Lands and Revenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he gives 
them good leave to wander. 

Ol. Can you tell if Rofalind, the Duke's Daughter, be 
banith’d with her Father? 

K 4 Cha. 
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Cha. Ono; for the Duke’s Daughter her Coufin fo loves 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that fhe 
would have followed their Exile, or have died to {tay be- 
hind her; fhe is at the Court, and no lefs beloved of her 
Unkle, than hisown Daughter, and never two Ladies loved 
as they do. 

Oli, Where will the old Duke live 2 

Cha. They fay heis already in the Foreft of Arden, and 
a many merry Men with him; and there they live like the 
old Robin Hood of England; they fay many young Gentle- 
men flock to him every day, and ficct the time carelefly as 
they did in the golden World. 

Oli, What, you wreftle to morrow before thenew Duke? 

Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to acquaint you with 
a matter: Iam given, Sir, fecretlyto underftand, that your 
younger Brother Orlando hath a difpofition to come in 
difguis’d againft me to try a Fall; to morrow, Sir, I wreftle 
for my Credit, and he that efcapes me without fome broken 
Limb, fhall acquit him well; your Brother is but young 
and tender, and for your love I would be loath to foil him, 
as I muft for mine own Honour if he come in; therefore 
out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you with- 
al, that either you might ftay him from his intendment, or 
b’ook fuch Difgrace well as he fhall run into, in that it is a 
thing of his own fearch, and altogether againft my will, 

Ol. Charles, I thank thee for thy Love to me, which 
thou fhalt find I will moft kindly requite: I had my felf 
notice of my Brother’s purpofe herein, and have by under- 
hand means Jaboured to diffuade him from it; but he is 
refolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the ftubborneft young 
Fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of 
every Man’s good Parts, a fecret and villanous Contriver 
againft me his natural Brother; and therefore ufe thy Dif- 
cretion, I had as lief thou didft break his Neck as his Finger. 
And thou wert beft look to’t; for if thou doft him any 
flicht Difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himfelf on 
thee, he will praGice againit thee by Poifon, to entrap 
thee by fome treacherous Device, and never leave thee ’till 
he hath ta’en thy Life by fome indire@ means or other: For 
I affure thee, and almoft with Tears I {peak it, there is not 
one fo young and fe villanous this day living, I {peak but 


brotherly 
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brotherly of him; but fhould I Anatomize him to thee, as 
he is, I muft blufh and weep, and thou muft look Pale 
and wonder. 

Cha. tam heartily glad I came hitherto you: If hecome 
to morrow, ['ll give him his Payment; if ever he go alone 
again, I'll never wreftle for Prize more; and fo God keep 
your Worfhip. [ Exit. 

Oli. Farewel, good Charles. Now will I ftirthis Game- 
fter: I hope I hall fee an end of him, for my Soul, yet I 
know not why, hates nothing more than he; yet he’s gentle, 
never fchool’d, and yet learned, full of noble Device, of 
all forts enchantingly beloved, and indeed fo much the Heart 
of the World, and efpecially of my own People, who beft 
know him, that I am altogether mifprifed;. but it thall not 
be fo long, this Wreftler fhall clear all: Nothing remains, 
but that I kindle the Boy thither, which now I’ll go about. 

| Exit. 


SC EN E II. the Duke’s Palace. 


Enter Rofalind and Celia. 

Cel. I pray thee, Rofalind, {weet my Coz, be merry. 

Rof, Dear Celia, I fhow more Mirth than I am Miftrefs 
of, and would you yet were merrier; unlefs you couldteach 
me to forget a banifh’d Father, you muft nor learn me how 
to remember my extraordinary Pleafure. 

Cel, Herein I fee thou lov’ft me not with the full weight 
that I love thee; if my Unkle, thy banithed Father, had 
banifhed thy Unkle, the Duke my Father, fo thou hadft 
been {till with me, I could have taught my Love to take 
thy Father for mine; fo would’ thou, if the truth of 
thy Love to me were fo righteoufly temper’d, as mine is to 
thee. 

Rof. Well, I will forget the Condition of my Eftate, to 
rejoyce in yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no Child but I, nor none 
is like to have, and truly when he dies, thou fhalt be his 
Heir; for what he hath taken away from thy Father per- 
force, I will render thee again in AffeCtion; by mine Ho- 
nour [ will, and when I break that Oath, let me turn Mon- 
iter: Therefore, my {weet Rofé, my dear Rofé, bemerry. 

Rof, 
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Rof. From hencefore! will, Coz, and devife Sports: Let 
me fee, what think you of falling in Love? 

Cel. Marry, I prethee do, to make Sport withal; but 
loveno Man in good earneft, nor no further in Sport neither, 
than with fafety of a pure bluth thou may’ft in Honour come 
off again. 

Rof. What fhall be the Sport then? 

Cel, Let us fit and mock the good Houfewife Fortune 
from her Wheel, that her Gifts may henceforth be beftowed 
equally, 

T Rok [ would we could do fo; for her Benefits are migh- 
tily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moft 
miftake in her Gifts to Women. 

€el, ’Tis true, for thofe that fhe makes honeft, fhe makes 
very ill-favouredly. 

Rof. Nay, now thou goeft from Fortune’s Office to N& 
tures: Fortune reigns in Gifts of the World, not in the 
Lineaments of Nature. 

Exter Clown. 

Cel. No; when Nature hath made a fair Creature, may 
fhe not by Fortune fall into the Fire? Tho’ Nature hath gi- 
ven us Wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune fent in this 
Fool to cut off this Argument 2 

Rof. Indeed, Fortune is there too hard for Nature, when 
Fortune makes Nature’s Natural, the cutter off of Nature’s 
Wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune’s Work neither, but 
Nature's, who perceiving our natural Wits too dull to reafon 
of fuch Goddeffes, hath fent this Natural for our W het- 
ftone:, For always the Dulnefs of the Fool, is the Whetftone 
of the Wits. Hownow, whither wander you? 

Clo. Miltrefs, you muft come away to your Father. 

Cel. Were you made the Meffenger 2 (you. 

Clo, No by mine Honour, but I was bid to come for 

Rof: Where learned you that Oath, Fool 2 

Clo, Ot a certain Knight, that fwore by his Honour 
they were good Pancakes, and fwore by his Honour the 
Muitard was naught: Now I'll ftand to it, the Pancakes 


were naught, and the Muftard was good, and yet was not 
the Knight forfworn. 


Cel> 
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Cel. How prove you that in the great Heap of your Know- 
ledge? 

Rol Ay marry, now unmuzzle your Wifdom. 

Clo. Stand you both forth now; ftroke your Chins, and 
{wear by your Beards that I am a Knave. 

Cel. By our Beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Clo. By my Knavery, if I had it, then'‘I were; but if you 
{wear by that that is not, you are not forfworn; no more 
was this Knight fwearing by his Honour, for he never had 
any; or if he had, he had {worn it away, before ever hefaw 
thofe Pancakes, or that Muftard. 

Cel. Prethee, who is that thou mean’ft2 

Clo. One that old Fredrick your Father loves. 

Rof: My Father’s Love is enough to honour him enough ; 
fpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt for Taxation. one 
of thefe Days. 

Clo. The more pity that Fools may not {peak wifely, what 
wife Men do foolifhly. 

Cel. By. my Troth thou fay’ft true; for fince the little 
Wit that Fools have was filenc’d, the little Foolery that 
wife Men have makes a great Shew: Here comes Monfieur 
Le Ben. 

Enter Le Beu. 

Rof: With his Mouth full of News. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their 
Young. 

Rof. Then fhall we be News-cram‘d. 

Cel. All the better, we fhall be the more marketable. 
Bon-jour Monjfitur le Bea, winat News? 

Le Bex. Fair Princefs, 

You have loft much Sport. 

Cel. Sport; of what Colour? 

Le Beww What Colour, Madam? How fhall I anfwer 

oug 
j Rof. As Wit and Fortune will. 

Clo. Or as the Deftinies decrees. 

Cel, Well faid, that was laid on with a Trowel. 

Clo. Nay, if I keep not my Rank—— 

Rof: Thou lofeft thy old Smell. 

Le Bew. You amafe me, Ladies: I would have teld you 
of good Wreftling, which you have loft the Sight of. - 

Rof. 
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Ref. Yet tell us the manner of the Wreftling. 

Le Bew. I will tell you the Beginning, and if it pleafe 
your Ladyfhips, you may fee the End, for the beftis yet to 
do, and here where you are, they are coming to petform 
it. 

Cel, Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Bew. There comes an old Man and his three Sons. 

Cel. I would match this beginning with an old Tale. 
Le Bew. Three proper young Men of excellent Growth 
and Prefence. 

Rof. With Bills on their Necks: Be it known unto all 
Men by thefe Prefents. 

Le Ben. The eldeft of the three wreftled with Charles 
the Duke’s Wreftler, which Charles in a Moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little Hope 
of Life in him: So he ferv’d the fecond, and fo the third: 
Yonder they lye, the poor old Man their Father, making 
fuch pitiful Dole over them, that all the Beholders take his 
Part with weeping. 

Rof. Alas. 

Clo. But what is the Sport, Monfieur, that the Ladies have 
loft? 

Le Bex. Why this is that I fpeak of. 

Clo. Thus Men grow wifer every Day. It is the firft 
time that ever I heard of breaking of Ribs was Sport for 
Ladies. 

Cel. Or I. I promife thee. 

Rof. But is there any elfe longs to fee this broken Mu- 
fick in his Sides? Is there yet another doats upon Rib-break- 
ing? Shall we fee this wreftling, Coufin? 

Le Ben. You mutt if you ftay here, for here is the Place 
appointed for wreftling, and they are ready to perform 
it. | 

Cel. Yonder fure they are coming: Let us now {tay and 
fee it. 


Flourifh. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando, Charles, 
and Attendants. 


Duke. Come on, fince the Youth will not be entreated, 
His own Peril on his forwardnefs, = 
Rof. Is yonder the Man? 
Le 
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Le Bew. Even he, Madam. 

Cel, Alas, he is too young; yet he looks fuccefsfully. 

Duke. How now, Daughter and Coufin; 

Are you crept hither to fee the Wreftling 2 

Rof. Ay, my Liege, fo pleafe you give us leave. 

Duke. You will take little Delight in ir, I can tell you, 
there is fuch odds in the Man: In Pity of the Challenger’s 
Youth, I would fain diffuade him, but he will not be en- 
treated. Speak to him, Ladies, fee if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monfieur Le Bem. 

Duke. Do fo; Ill not be by. 

Le Ben. Monfieur the Challenger, the Princefs calls for 


Ou. 

Orla. I attend her with all Refpeét and Duty. 

Rof. Young Man, have you challeng’d Charles the Wrelt- 
ler? 

Orla. No, fair Princefs ; he is the general Challenger, I 
come but as others do, to try with him the Strength of my 
Youth. 

Cel, Young Gentleman, your Spirits are toobold for your 
Years: You have feen cruel Proof of this Man’s Strength. If 
you faw your felf with your Eyes, or knew your felf with 
your Judgment, the fear of your Adventure would coun- 
fel you to a more equal Enterprife. We pray you for your 
own Sake to embrace your own Safety, and give over this 
Attempt. 

Rof. Do, young Sir, your Reputation fhall not therefore 
be mifprifed; we will make it our Suit to the Duke, that 
the Wreftling might not go forward. 

Orla, I befeech you punifh me not with your hard 
Thoughts, wherein I confefs me much guilty to deny fo 
fair and excellent Ladies any thing : Bot let your fair Eyes 
and gentle Wifhes go with me to my Trial, wherein if I 
be foil’d, there is but one fham’d that was never Gracious; 
if kill’d, but one dead that is willing to be fo: I fhall do 
my Friends no wrong, for I have none to lament me; the 
the World no Injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the 
WorldI fill up a Place, which may be better fupply’d when 
I have made it empty. 

Rof. The little Strength I have, I would it ‘were with 

ou. 

Cel. And mine to eek out hers. 
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Rof. Fare you well; pray Heav’n I be deceiv’d in you, 

Cel. Your Heart’s Defires be with you. 

Char. Come, where is this young Gallant, that is fo de- 
firous to lye with his Mother Earth? 

Orla. Ready Sir, but his Will hath in it a more modeft 
working, 

Dake. You fhall try but one Fall. 

Char. No, I warrant your Grace you fhall not entreet 
him ro a fecond, that have fo mightily perfuaded him from 
a firft. 

Orla. You mean to mock me after ; you fhould not have 
mockt before; but come'your ways, 

Rof. Now Hercules be thy {peed, young Man. 

Cel. I would I were invifible, to catch the {trong Fel- 
low by the Leg, | They Wreftle. 

Rof. Oh excellent young Man. 

Cel. If I had a Thunderbolt in mine Eye, I can tell 
who fhould down, | Shout. 

Duke. No more, no more. | Charles is thrown. 

Orla. Yes, 1 befeech your Grace, I am not yet well 
breathed. 

Dake. How do'ft thou, Charles? 

Le Bew. He cannot {peak, my Lord. 

Duke. Bear him away. 

What is thy Name, young Man? 

Orla. Orlande, my Liege, the youngeft Son of Sir Rew= 
land de Boys. 

Duke. 1 would thou hadft been Son to fome Man elfe; 
The World efteem’d thy Father honourable, 

But £ did find him {till mine Enemy : 
Thou fhould’ft have better pleas’d me with this Deed, 
Hadft thou defcended from another Houfe. 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant Youth, 
I would thou hadft told me of another Father. 
[ Exit Dake. 
Cel. Were I my Father, Coz, would I do this? 
Orla, I am more proud to be Sir Rowlaxd’s Son, 
His youngeft Son, and would not change that Calling 
To be adopted Heir to Frederick. 
Rof. My Father lov’d Sir Rowland as his Soul, 
And all the World was of my Father’s Mind: 
Had I before known this young Man his Son, 
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I fhould have given him Tears unto Entreaties, 
E’er he fhould thus have ventur’d. 
Cel, Gentle Coufin, 
Let us go thank him, and encourage him ; 
My Father’s rough and envious Difpofition 
Sticks me at Heart. Sir, you have well defery’d, 
If you do keep your Promifes in Love, 
But juftly as you have exceeded all in Promife, 
Your Miftrefs fhall be happy. 
Rof. Gentleman, 
Wear this for me; one out of Suits with Fortune, 
That could give more, but that her Hand lacks Means. 
Shall we go, Coz 2 
Cel. Ay; fare you well, fair Gentleman. 
Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you? My better Parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here ftands up 
Is but a Quintine, a more livelefs Block. 
Rof. He calls us back: my Pride fell with my Fortunes. 
I'll ask him what he would, Did you call Sir? 
Sir, you have wreftled well, and overthrown 
More than your Enemies. 
Cel. Will you go, Coz? 
Rof. Have with you: fare you well. [ Ex. Rof. andCel. 
Orla. What Paffion hangs thefe Weights upon my Tongue? 
1 cannot {peak to her; yet the urg’d Conference. 
Enter Le Beu, 
O poor Orlazdo! thou art overthrown 
Or Charles, or fomething weaker mafters thee. 
Le Ben. Good Sir, I doin Friendfhip counfel you 
To leave this Place: Albeit you have deferv'd 
High Commendation, true Applaufe, and Love; 
Yet fuch is now the Duke’s Condition, 
That he mifconfters all that you have done. 
Fhe Duke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More fuits you to conceive, than me to {peak of. 
Orla. I thank you Sir, and pray you tell me this, 
Which of thefe two was Daughter to the Duke, 
That here was at the Wreftling2 
Le Bes, Neither his Daughter, if we judge by Manners, 
But yet indeed the taller is his Daughter; 
The other is Daughter to the banifh’d Duke, : 
An 
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And here detain’d by her ufurping Uncle 

To keep his Daughter Company, whofe Loves 

Are dearer than the natural Bond of Sifters: 

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 

Hath ta’en Difpleafure ’gainft his gentle Neice, 

Grounded upon no other Argument, 

But that the People praife her for her Virtues, 

And pity her for her good Father’s fake; 

And on my Life his Malice ’gainft the Lady 

Will fuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well, 

Hereafter in a better World than this, 

I fhall defire more Love and Knowledge of you. —_[ Exit. 
Orla. I reft much bounden to you: Fare you well! 

Thus muft I from the Smoke into the Smother; 

From Tyrant Duke, unto a Tyrant Brother : 

But heav’nly Refalind! [ Exit. 


Ya BN a: 


Enter Celia and Rofalind. 

Cel, Why Coufin, why Rofalind; Cupid have Mercy; not 
a word ! - 

Rof: Not one to throw at a Dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be caft away upon | 
Ew throw fome of them at me; come, lame me with Rea- 
ons. 

Rof. Then there were two Coufins laid up, when the one 
fhould be lam’d with Reafons, and. the other mad without 
any. 

Cel. But is all this for your Father 2 

Rof. No, fome of it is for my Child’s Father. Oh how 
full of Briers is this working-Day-world. 

Cel. They are but Burs, Coufin, thrown upon thee in 
Holiday Foolery; if we walk not in the trodden Paths, our 
very Petticoats will catch them. 


Rof. I could thake them off my Coat; thefe Burs are in 
my Heart. . 


Cel. Hem them away. 


Rof. I would try, -if I could cry Hem, and have him. 
Gel. Come, come, wreftle with thy AffeGions, ~ 


Rof. 
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Rof- O they take the Part of a better Wreftler than my 
felf. 

Cel. O, a good With upon you; you will try in time in 
defpightof a Fall; but turning thefe Jeftsout of Service, let 
us talk in good earneft : Is it poffible on fuch a fudden you 
fhould fall into fo {trange a liking with old Sir Rowlana’s 
youngelt Son? | 

Rof. The Duke my Bather lov’d his Father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore enfue that you fhould love his Son 
dearly 2 By this kind of Chafe I fhould hate him, for my, 
Father hated his Father dearly; yet I hate not Orlando. 

Rof. No Faith, hate him not for my Sake. 

Cel, Why fhould I not? Doth not he deferve well2 

Enter Duke with Lords. : 

Kof. Let me love him for that, and do you love him, 
Becaufe I do. Look, here comes the Duke. 

Cel, With his Eyes full of Anger. : 

Duke. Mittrefs, difpatch you with your fafeft hatte, 
And get you from our Court. 

Rof. Me, Uncle! 

Duke. You, Coufin. 

Within thefe ten Days if that thou beeft found 
So near our publick Court as twenty Miles, 
Thou dieft for it. 

Rof. I do befeech your Grace 
Let me the Knowledge of my Fault bear with me: 

If with my felf I hold Intelligence, 

Or have Acquaintance with my own Defires, 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
As I do truft I am not, then dear Uncle, 
Never fo much as ina Thought unborn 

Did I offend your Highnefs, 

Duke. Thus do all Traitors, 

If their Purgation did confift in Words 
They are as innocent as Grace it felf ; 
Let it fuffice thee that I truft thee not, 

Rof. Yet your Miftruft can not make me a Traitor ; 
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke, Thou art thy Father’s Daughter, there’s enough. 

Rof.. So, was I when your Highnefs took his Dukedom, 
So was I when your Highnefs banith’d him; 

L 


Vot. II. Treafon 
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Treafon is not inherited, my Lord, 

Orif we did derive it from our Friends, 
What’s that to me, my Father was no Traitor: 
Then good my Liege, miftake me not fo much, 
To think my Poverty is treacherous. 

Cel, Dear Soveraign.hear me {peak. 

Duke. Ay Celia, we ftaid her for your fake, 

ilfe had fhe with her Father rang’d along. 

Cel, I did not then entreat to have her ftay ; 
I was too young that time to value her, 

But now I know her; if fhe be a Traitor, 
Why foam I; we ftill have flept together, 
Rofe at an Inftant, learn’d, plaid, eat together, 
And wherefoe’er we went, like F#zo’s Swans, 
Sull we went coupled and infeparable. 

Duke. She is too fubtile for thee, and her Smoothnefs, 

Her very Silence, and her Patience, 
Speak to the People, and they pity her: 
Thou art a Fool, fhe robs thee of thy Name, 
And thou wilt fhow more bright, and feem more virtuous 
When fhe is gone; then open not thy Lips, 
Firm and irrevocable is my Doom, 
Which I have paft upon her; fhe is banith’d. 
Cel. Pronounce that Sentence then on me, my Liege, 
I cannot live out of her Company. 
Duke, You are a Foo!; you Neice provide your felf, 
If you out-ftay the time, upon mine Honour, 
And in the Greatnefs of my Word, you die. 
| Exit Duke, @¢. 
Cel, O my poor Rofalind, whither wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change Fathers? I will give thee mine: 
I charge thee be not thou more griev’d than I am. 
Rof. I have more Caufe. 
Cel, Thou haft not, Coufin, 
Prethee be cheerful; know’ft thou not the Duke 
Hath banifh’d me his Daughter 2 

Rof. That he hath not. 

Cel, No, hath not? Rofalind lacks then the Love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 
Shall we be fundred? Shall we part, fweet Gir] 2 
No, let my Father feek another Heir. 
Therefore 
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Therefore devife with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us, 
And do not feek to take your Charge upon you, 
To bear your Griefs your felf, and leave me out: 
For by this Heav’n, now at our Sorrows pale, 
Say what thou canit, I’ll go along with thee. 
Kof. Why, whither hall we go2 
Cel. To feek my Uncle in the Foreft of Arden. 
Rof. Alas, what Danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth fo far! 
Beauty provoketh Thieves fooner than Gold. 
Cel, V'll put my felf in poor and mean Attire, 
And with a kind of Umber fmutch my Face, 
The like do you, fo fhall we pafs along, 
And never ftir A ffailants. 
Rof. Were it not better, 
Becaufe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did fuit me all Points like a Man; 
A gallant Curtelax upon my Thigh, 
A Bore-{pear in my Hand, and in my Heart 
Lie there what hidden Woman’s Fear there will; 
We'll have a {wafhing and a martial Outfide, 
As many other mannifh Cowards have, 
That do outface it with their Semblances, 
Cel, What fhall I call thee when thou art a Man? 
Rof. I'll have no worfe a Name than Fove’s own Page, 
And therefore look you call me Ganimed; 
But what will you be call’d 2 
Cel. Something that hath a Reference to my State: 
No longer Celia, but Aliena, 
Rof. But Coufin, what if we affaid to fteal 
The clownith Fool out of your Father’s Court : 
Would he not be a Comfort to our Travel? 
Cel. He'll go along o’er the wide World with me, 
Leave me alone to woo him; Jet’s away, 
And get our Jewels and our Wealth together; 
Devife the fitteft time, and fafeft way 
To hide us from Purfuit that will be made 
After my Flight: Now go we in Content 
To Liberty, and not to Banifhment. | Exeunt. 
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Ae? T° 8 Cae 
SCENE a Fore. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or thee Lords 
like Forefters. 


Duke Sen. my Co-mates, and Brothers in Exiles 
Hath not old Cuftom made this Life more 
{weet 
Than that of painted Pomp? Are not thefe Weods 
More free from Peril than the envious Court¢ 
Here feel we not the Penalty of dam, 
The Seafon’s Difference, as the Icie phang 
And churlifh chiding of the Winter's Wind ; 
Which when it bites and blows upon my Body, 
Even ’till I thrink with Cold, I {mile, and fay, 
This is no Flattery: Thefe are Counfellors 
That feelingly perfuade me what 1 am. 
Sweet are the Ufes of Adverfity, 
Which like the. Toad, ugly and venemous; 
Wears yet a precious Jewel in his Head: 
And this our Life exempt from publick Haunt, 
Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Brooks, 
Sermons in Stones, and Good in every thing. 
Amien. 1 would not change it; happy is your Grace 
That can tranflare the Stubbornnefs of Fortune 
Into fo quiet and fo fweet a Style. 
Duke Sen. Come, fhall we go and kill us Venifon? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dapled Fools, 
Being native Burghers of this defart City, 
Should in their own Confines with forked Heads, 
Have their round Haunches goar’d. 
1 Lord. Indeed, my Lord, 
The melancholy Faques grieves at that, 
And in that kind fwears you do more ufurp, 
Than doth your Brother that hath banifh’d you: 
To Day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf, 
Did fteal behind him as he lay along 
Under an Oak, whofe antick Root peeps out 
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Upon the Brook that brawls along this Wood, 


To the which Place a poor fequeftred Stag 
That from the Hunters Aim had ta’en a Hurt, 
Did come to Janguifh ; and indeed, my Lord, 
The wretched Animal heav’d forth fuch Groans, 
That their Difcharge did ftretch his leathern Coat 
Almoft to burfting, and the big round Tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent Nofe 
In piteous Chafe; and thus the hairy Fool, 
Much marked of the melancholly Fagues, 
Stood on th’ extreameft Verge of the {wift Brook, 
Augmenting it with Tears. 
Duke Sen. But what faid Fagues? 
Did he not moralize this Spetacle?2 
1 Lord. O yes, intoa thoufand Similies. 
Firft, for his Weeping into the needlefs Stream; 
Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak’ft a Teftament 
As Worldlings do, giving thy Sum of more 
To that which had too much. Then being alone, 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet Friends; 
“Tis right, quoth he, thus Mifery doth part 
The Flux of Company: Anon a carelefs Herd 
Full of the Pafture, jumps along by him, 
And never ftays to greet him: Ay, quoth Faques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greazy Citizens, 
*Tis juft the Fathion; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken Bankrupt there2 
Thus moft invectively he pierceth through 
The Body of the Country, City, Court, 
Yea, and through this our Life, fwearing that we | 
Are meer Ufurpers, Tyrants; and what’s worfe, 
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up 
In their aflign’d and native dwelling Place. 
Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this Contemplation? 
2 Lord. We did, my Lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the fobbing Deer. 
Duke Sen. Show me the Place, 
I love to cope him in thefe fullen Fits, 
For then he’s full of Matter. 
2 Lord. Vil bring you to him ftraight, | Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. The Palace. 


Enter Duke with Lords. 

Duke. Can it be poffible that no Man faw them? 
Tt cannot be ; fome Villains of my Court 
Are of Confent and Sufferance in this. 

t Lord. I cannot hear of any that did fee her. 
The Ladies, her Attendants of her Chamber, 

Saw her abed, and in the Morning early 
They found the Bed untreafur’d of their Miftrefs. 

2 Lord. My Lord, the roynifh Clown, at whom fo oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mifling : 
Hifperia, the Princefs Gentlewoman, 

Confeffes that fhe fecretly o’er-heard 

Your Daughter and her Coufin much commend 
The Parts and Graces of the Wreftler 

That did but lately foil the finowy Chaeles, 
And fhe believes where-ever they are gone, 
That Youth is furely in their Company. 

Duke. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant hither, 

If he be abfent, bring his Brother to me, 

Il] make him find him; do this fuddenly, 

And let not Search and Inquifition quail 

To bring again thefe foolifh Runaways. [ Exeunt. 


SCEN E II. Oliver's Houfe. 


Enter Orlando aud Adam. 

Orla. Who's there? 

dam. What my young Mafter, oh my gentle Mafter, 
Oh my fweet Mafter, O you Memory 
OF old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous? Why do People love you 2 
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant2 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bonny Prifer of the humorous Duke 2 
Your Praife is come too fwiftly Home before you. 
Know you.not, Mafter, to fome kind of Men 
Their Graces ferve them but as Enemies; 
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No more do yours; your Virtues, gentle Mafter 
Are fanctified and holy Traitors to you: 
Oh what a World is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 
Orla. Why, what’s the matter? 
Adam. O unhappy Youth, 
Come not within thefe Doors; within this Roof 
The Enemy of all your Graces lives: 
Your Brother no, no Brother, yet the Son, 
Yet not the Son, I will not call him Son, 
Of him I was about to call his Father, 
Hath heard your Praifes, and this Night he means 
To burn the Lodging where you ufe to_lye, 
And you within it; if he fail of that 
He will have other Means to cut you off; 
I overheard him, and his Practices: 
This is no Place, this Houfe is but a Butchery; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
Orla. Why, whither Adam wouldft thou have me go? 
Adam. No matter whither, fo you come not here. 
Orla. What, wouldft thou have me go and beg my Food, 
Or with a bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce 
A thievith living onthe common Road? 
This I muft do, or know not what to do: 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 
I rather will fubjeét me to the Malice 
Of a diverted Blood, and bloody Brother. 
Adam. But do not fo, I have five hundred Crowns, 
The thrifty Hire I fav’d under your Father, 
Which I did ftore to be my fofter Nurfe, 
When Service fhould in my old Limbs lye lame, 
And unregarded Age in Corners thrown ; 
Take thar, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be Comfort to my Age; here is the Gold, 
All this I give you, let me be your Servant, 
Tho’ I look old, yet I am ftrong and luity, 
For in my Youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious Liquors in my Blood, 
Nor did I with unbafhful Forehead woo 
The Means of Weaknefs and Debility ; 
L 4 Therefore 
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Therefore my Age is as a lufty Winter, 
Frofty, but kindly ; let me go with you, 
I'lldo the Service of a younger Man 
In all your Bufinefs and Necefiities. 

Orla. Oh good old Man, how well in thee appears 
The conftant Service of the antick World; 
When Service fweat for Duty, not for Need! 
Thou art not for the Fafhion of thefe times, 
Where none will fweat, but for Promotion, 
And having that, do choak their Service uP, 
Even with the having; it is not fo with thee; 
But poor old Man, thou prun’ft a rotten Tree, 
That cannot fo. much as a Bloffom yield, 

In lieu of all thy Pains and Husbandry ; 

But come thy ways, we’ll go along together, 
And e’er we have thy youthful Wages fpent, 
We'll light upon fome fetled low Content. 

Adam. Matter go on, and I will follow thee 
To the laft Gafp with Truth and Loyalty. 
From feventeen Years ’till now almoft fourfcore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 

At feventeen Years many their Fortunes feek, 

But at fourfcore, it is too late a Week; 

Yet Fortune cannot recompence me better 

Than to die well, and not my Mafter’s Debter. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. The Fore ft. 


Enter Rofalind iz Boys Cloaths for Ganimed, Celia dref? like 
a Shepherde/{s for Alienas and Clown. 

Rof. O Fupiter, how merry are my Spirits 2 

Clo, I care not for my Spirits, if my Legs were not 
weary. 

Rof: 1 could find in my Heart to difgrace my Man’s Ap- 
parel, and cry like a Woman; but I muft comfort the weak- 
er Vefle], as Doublet and Hofe ought to fhow it felf Cous 
rageous to a Petticoat; therefore Courage, good _Aliena. 

Cel, I pray you bear with me, I can go no further, 

Clo. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear 
you; yetI fhould bear no Crofs if I did bear you, for I 
think you have no Mony in your Purfe. 

Rofs 
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Rof. Well, this is the Foreft of Ardex. 

Clown. Ay, now am I in Arden, the more Fool I, when 
I was at home I was in a better Place; but Travellers muft 
be content. 

Enter Corin and Silvius. 

Rof. Ay, be fo, good Toxchftone ; look you who comes 
here, a young Man and an old, in folemn talk. 

Cor, That is the way to make her {corn you ftill. 

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew’ft how I do love her. 

Cor. I partly guefs, for I have lov’d e’er now. 

Sil. No Corin, being old, thou can’ft not guefs, 

Tho’ in thy Youth thou waft as true a Lover, 
As ever figh’d upon a Midnight Pillow ; 
But if thy Love were ever like to mine, 
As fure I think did never Man love fo; 
How many A@tions moft ridiculous 
Haft thou been drawn to by thy Fantafie? 
Cor. Into athoufand that I have forgotten. 
Sil. Oh thou didft then ne’er love fo heartily ; 
If thou remembreft not the flighted Folly 
That ever Love did make thee run into, 
Thou haft not lov’d; 
Or if thou haft not fate as I do now, 
Wearying thy Hearer in thy Mittrefs Praife, 
Thou haft not lov’d. 
Ox if thou haft not broke from Company, 
Abruptly as my Paffion now makes me, 
Thou haft not lov’d. 
© Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. | Exit Sil. 

Rof. Alas poor Shepherd! fearching of thy Wound, 
I have by hard Adventure found mine own. 

Clo. And I mines I remember when I was in Love, I 
broke my Sword upon a Stone, and. bid him take that for 
coming a Nights to Fane Smile; and 1 remember the Kif- 
fing of her Batlet, and the Cow’s Dugs that her pretty 
chopt Hands had milk’d ; and I remember the wooing of a 
Peafcod inftead of her, from whom I took two.Cods, and 
giving her them again, faid with weeping Tears, wear thefe 
for my fake; we that are true Lovers run into ftrange Ca- 
pers; but all is Mortal in Nature, fo is all Nature in Love, 
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Rof. Thou fpeak’ft wifer than thou art ware of. 
Clo, Nay, I fhall ne’er be ware of mine own Wit, ’till I 
break my Shins againft it. 
Rof. Fove! ‘ove! this Shepherd’s Paffion 
Is much upon my Fafhion. 
C/o, And mine, but it grows fomething ftale with me. 
Cel, I pray you, one of you queftion yond Man, 
If he for Gold will give us any Food, 
I faint almoft to Death. 
Clo. Holla; you Clown. 
Rof. Peace Fool, he’s not thy Kinfman. 
Cor. Who calls? 
Clo. Your Betters, Sir. 
Cor. Elfe they are wretched. 
Rof. Peace I fay; good Even to you, Friend. 
Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all: 
Rof. I prethee, Shepherd, if that. Love or Gold 
Can in this defert Place buy Entertainment ; 
Bring us where we may reft our felves, and feed ; 
Here’s a young Maid with Travel much oppreffed, 
And faints for Succour, 
Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her, 
And with for her fake, more than for mine own, 
My Fortunes were more able to relieve her; 
But [ am a Shepherd to another Man, 
And do not fheer the Fleeces that I graze ; 
My Matter is of churlith Difpofition, 
And little wreaks to find the way to Heav’n 
By doing Deeds of Hofpitality : 
Befides, his Coat, his Flocks, and Bounds of feed 
Are now on Sale, and at our Sheep-coat now, 
By reafon of his abfence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is, come fee, 
And in my Voice moft welcome fhall you be. 
Rof. What is he that fhall buy his Flock and Pafture 2 
Cor. That young Swain that you faw here but e’er while, 
That little cares for buying any thing. | 
Rof. I pray thee, if it ftand with Honetty, 
Buy thou the Cottage, Pafture, and the Flock, 
And thou fhalt have to pay for it of us. | 
Cel. 
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Cel, And we will mend thy Wages; 
I like this place, and willingly could 
Wafte my time in it, 
Cor. Affuredly the thing is to be fold; 
Go with me, if you like upon Report, 
The Soil, the Profit, and this kind of Life, 
I will your very faithful Feeder be, 
And buy it with your Gold right fuddenly. [ Exeunt. 


2 ESN by: 


Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others, 


SONG. 


Under the greeenhood Tree, 
Who loves to lye with We, 

And turn his merry Note, 
Unto the {weet Bird’s Throat: 

Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
flere fhall he fee no Enemy, 

But Winter and rough Weather. 
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‘faq. More, more, I Pretheee, more. 
Ami, It will make you melancholy, Mounficur Fagues. 
Faq. I thank it; more, I prethee, more, 
I can fuck Melancholy out of a Song, 
As a Weazel fucks Eggs: More, I prethee, more, 
mi. My Voice is rugged, I know I cannot pleafe you. 
Faq. 1 do not defire you to pleafe me, 
I do defire you to fing; 
Come, come, another Stanzo: Cal] you ’em Stanzo’s2 
mi, What you will, Mounfieur Faques. 
Faq. Nay, I care not for their Names, they owe me no- 
thing. Will you fing 2 
4mi. More at your requeft, than to pleafe my felf, 
Faq. Wellthen, if ever I thank any Man, I'll thank you; 
but that they call Complement is like th’ Encounter of two 
Dog-Apes. And when a Man thanks me heartily, me- 
thinks I have given him a Penny, and he renders me the 
beggarly Thanks. Come fing, and you that will not, hold 
your Tongues, 
Ani, 
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Ami. Well, Pllend the Song. Sirs, cover the while ; 
the Duke will Dine under this Tree; he hath been all this 
day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him, 

He is too difputable for my Company : 

I think of as many Matters as he, but I give 
Heav'n thanks, and make no Boaft of them. 
Come, warble, come. 


SON G. 
Who doth Ambition fbun, 
“And loves to lye i’th’ Sun, 
Seeking the Food he eats, 
And pleas'd with what he Lets ; 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here fhall you fee, no Enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather. 


Faq. Vil give you a Verfe to this Note, 
That I made yefterday in defpight of my Invention, 
Ami, And I'll fing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes. 
If it do come to pafs, 
That any Man turn Af; ; 
Leaving his Wealth aud Eafe, 
A ftubborn Will tro pleafe, 
Ducdame, Ducdame, Ducdame : 
Flere fhall he fee, grofi Fools as he, 
And if he will come to me. 


Ami. What's that Ducdame2 

aq. ’Tis a Greek Invocation, to call Fools into a Circle, . 
Pll go fleep if I can; if I cannot, P’lll rail again{t all the Firft- 
born of Egypt. 

mi. And [ll go feek the Duke, 
His Banquet is prepar’d. | Exeunt. 


SCENE yl. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Adam, Dear Mafter, I can go no further ; 
O I die for Food ! Here lye I down, 


And 
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And meafure out my Grave. Farewel, kind Matter. 
Orl. Why how now, dam! no greater Heart in thee? 

Live a little, comfort a little; cheer thy felf a little. 

If this uncouth Foreft yield any thing Savage, 

I will either be Food for it, or bring it for Food to thee: 

Thy Conceit is nearer Death, than thy Powers, 

For my fake be comfortable, hold Death a while 

At the Arm’send: I will be here with thee prefently, 

And if I bring thee not fomething to eat, 

I will give thee leave to die. But if thou dieft 

Before I come, thou art a mocker of my Labour: 

Well faid, thou look’ft cheerly. 

And Pll be with thee quickly ; yet thou lieft 

In the bleak Air. Come, I will bear thee 

To fome Shelter, and thou fhalt not die 

For lack of a Dinner; 

If there live any thing in this Defart. 


Cheerly, good Adam. [ Exenunt. 
S Gab. ON: Be Vidi 
Enter Duke Sen. and Lords. [4 Table fet out. 


Duke Sen. I think he be transform’d into a Beaft, 
For I can no where find him like a Man. 

1 Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 

Duke Sen. If he, compact of Jars, grow Mufical, 
We fhall have fhortly Difcord in the Spheres: 
Go feek him, tell him I would {peak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

i Lord. He faves my Labour by his own approach, 

Duke Sen. Why how now, Monfieur, what a Life is this, 
That your poor Friends muft woo your Company? 
What, you look merrily. 

Faq. A Fool, a Fool, I met a Fool i’th’ Foreft, 
A motley Fool; a miferable World ! 
As I do live by Food, I met a Fool, 
Who laid him down, and bask’d him in the Sun, 
‘And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good fet terms, and yet a motley Fool. 
Good morrow, Fool, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he, 
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Call me not Fool, ’till Heav’n hath fent me Fortune ; 
And then he drew a Dial from his Poak, 


And looking on it, with lack-luftre Eye, 


Says, very wifely, it is ten a Clock: 
Thus we may fee, quoth he, how the world wags: 
’Tis but an hour ago fince it was nine, 
And after one hour more ’twill be eleven, 
And fo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangs a Tale. When I did hear 
The motley Fool thus moral on the time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 
That Fools fhould be fo deep contemplative : 
And I did laugh, fans intermiffion, 
An hour by his Dial. O noble Fool, 
A worthy Fool, Motley’s the only wear. 
Duke Sen, What Fool is this 2 
Jaq. QO worthy Fool; one that hath been a Courtier, 
And fays, if Ladies be young and fair, 
They have the Gift to know it: And in his Brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder Bisket 
After a Voyage, he hath ftrange places cram’d 
With Obfervation, the which he vents 
In mangled Forms. O that I were a Fool, 
I am ambitious for a motley Coat. 
Duke Sen. Thou fhalt have one. 
Fac. It is my only Suit, 
Provided that you weed your better Judgments 
Of all Opinion that grows rank in them, 
That lam Wife. I muft have liberty 
Withal, as large a Charter as the Wind, 
To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo Fools have; 
And they that are moft gauled with my Folly, 
They moft muft Laugh: And why, Sir, muft they fo? 
The why is plain, as way to Parith Church; 
He that a Fool doth very wifely hit, ‘ 
Doth very foolifhly, altho’ he fmart, 
Seem fenfelefs of the Bob. Ifnot, 
The wife Man’s Folly is Anatomiz’d 
Even by the {quandring Glances of a Fool, 
Inveft me in the motley, giye me leave 


To 
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To {peak my Mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanfe the foul Body of th’ infeed World, 
If they will patiently receive my Medicine. 
Duke Sen. Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldft do. 
Faq. What, for a Counter, would I do, but good ¢ 
Duke Sen. Mott mifchievous foul Sin, in chiding Sin: 
For thou thy felf haft been a Libertine, 
As fenfual as the brutith Sting it felf, 
And all th’ imboffed Sores, and headed Evils, 
That thou with licenfe of free foot haft caught, 
Would’ft thou difgorge into the general World, 
Fag. Why who cries out on Pride, 
That can therein tax any private Party : 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 
‘Till that the weary very means do ebb, 
What Woman in the City do I name, 
When that I fay the City Woman bears 
The coft of Princes on unworthy Shoulders 2 
Who can come in, and fay that I mean her, 
When fuch a one as fhe, fuch is her Neighbour? 
Or what is he of bafeft Funétion, 
That fays his Bravery is not on my coft, 
Thinking that 1 mean him, but therein {utes 
Fis Folly to the mettle of my Speech, 
There then, how then, what then, let me fee wherein 
My Tongue hath wrong’d him; if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong’d himfelf; if he be free, 
Why then my taxing like a wild Goofe flies 
Unclaim’d of any Man. But who comes here? 
Enter Orlando. 
Orla. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jaq. Why I have eat none yet. 
Orla. Nor fhalt not, “till Neceflity be ferv’d. 
Faq. Of what kind thould this Cock come? 
Duke Sen, Artthou thus bolden’d, Man, by thy Diftrefs2 
Or elfe a rude Defpifer of good Manners, 
That in Civility thou feem’ft fo empty? 
Orl. You touch’d my Vein at firft, the thorny Point 
Of bare Diftrefs, that hath ta’en from me the thew 
Of {mooth Civility ; yet am I Inland bred, 
And know fome Nurture: But forbear, I fay, 
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He dies that touches any of this Fruit, 
°Till I and my Affairs are anfwered. 
Faq. And you will not be anfwered with Reafon, 
T muit die. 
Duke Sen. What would you have 2 
Your Gentlenefs fhall force, more than your Force 
Move us to Gentlenefs. 
Orla. I almoft die for Food, and let me have it. 
Duke Sen. Sitdown and feed, and welcometoour Table. 
Orla. Speak you fo gently? Pardonme, I pray you, 
I thought that all things had been Savage here, 
And therefore put I on the Countenance 
Of ftern commandment. But whate’er you are 
That in this Defart inacceflible, 
Under the fhade of melancholy Boughs, 
Lofe and negle& the creeping Hours of Time; 
If ever you have look’d on better Days; 
If ever been where Bells have knoll’d to Church; 
If ever fate at any good Man’s Feaft; 
If ever from your Eye-lids wip’d a Tear, 
And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied ; 
Let Gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be, 
In the which hope I blufh and hide my Sword. 
Duke Sen. True is it that we have feen better Days, 
And have with holy Beil been knoll’d to Church, 
And fate at good Mens Feafts, and wip’d our Eyes 
Of drops, that facred Pity hath engendred : 
And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs, 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 
Orla. Then but forbear your Food a little while, 
Whiles, like a Doe, I go to find my Fawn, 
And give it Food. There is anold poor Man, 
Who after me hath many weary ftep 
Limp’d in pure Love; ’cill he be firft fufhie'd, 
Opprefs'd with two weak Evils, Age and Hunger, 
I will not touch a bit. 
Duke Sen. Go find him out, 
And we will nothing wafte *till you return. 
Orla, I thank ye, and be blefs’d for your good Comfort. 
A 
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Dike Sen. Thou feet we are not all alone unhappy : 
This wide and univerfal Theatre 
Prefents more woful Pageants than the Scene 
Wherein we play. 
Faq. All the World’s a Stage, 
And all the Men and Women meerly Players; 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 
And one Man in his time plays many parts ; 
His As being feven Ages. At firft the Infant, 
Mewling and puking in the Nurfe’s Arms : 
Then, the whining School-boy with his Satchel, 
And thining Morning-face, creeping like Snail 
Unwillingly to Schoolk And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, witha woful Ballad 
Made to his Miftrefs’s Eye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ftrange Oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in Honour, fudden and quick in Quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble Reputation, | 
Even in the Canon’s Mouth, And then the Juttice 
In fair round Belly, with good Capon lin’d, 
With Eyes fevere, and Beard of formal cut, 
Full of wife Saws, and modern Inftances, 
And fo he plays his part. The fixth Age fhifts 
Into the lean and flipper’d Pantaloon, 
With Spectacles on Nofe, and Pouch on fide; 
His youthful Hofe well fav’d, a world too wide 
For his fhrunk Shank, and his big manly Voice 
Turning again toward childith trebble Pipes, 
And whiftles in his found. Laft Scene of all, 
That ends this ftrange eventful Hiftory, 
Is fecond Childithnefs, and meer Oblivion, 
Sans Teeth, fans Eyes, fans Tafte, fans every thing. 
Enter Orlando with Adam. 
Duke Sen. Welcome: Set down your venerable Burthen, 
and let him feed, 
Orla. I thank you moft for him. 
Adam. So had you need, 
I {carce can {peak to thank you for my felf, 
Duke Sen, Welcome, failtoo: I will not trouble you, 
As yet to queftion you about your Fortunes. 
Give us fome Mufick, and good Coufin, fing, 
M 


Vox. II, SONG. 
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SON G. 


Blow, blow, thou Winter Wind, 

Thou art not fo unkind, as Mdan’s Ingratitude ; 

Thy Tooth is not fo keen, becaufe thou art not feen, 
Altho’ thy Breath be rude. 

Heigh ho, jing heigh ho, unto-the green Holly ; 

Moft Friend fhip is feigning ; molt Loving meer Folly : 
Then heigh ho, the folly, 
This Life is moft Jolly, 


Frieze, Friexe, thow bitter Sky, that doft not bite fo nigh 
As Benefits forgot : 

Tho’ thou the Waters warp, thy Sting is not fo fharp, 
As Friend remembred not, 


THeigh ho, fing, &c. 


Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowland’s Sons 
As you have whifper’d faithfully you were, 
And as mine Eye doth his Effigies witnefs, 
Moft truly limn’d, and living in your Face, 
Be truly welcome hither. Iam the Duke 
That lov’d your Father: The refidue of your Fortune, 
Go to my Cave and tell me. Goodold Man, 
Thou are right Welcome, as thy Mafter is; 
Support him'by the Arm; give me your Hand, 
And let meall your Fortunes underftand. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE the Palace. . 


Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. 


Duke. ©T fee him fince? Sir, Sir, that cahot be: 
But were I not the better part made Mercy, 

I fhould not feek an abfent Argument 

Of my: Revenge, thou prefent: But look to. it, 

Find out thy Brother wherefoe’er he is, 

Seek him with’Candle; bring him déad or living, 

Within this Twelve-month, or turn thou no more 

To feck a Living in our Territory. 
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Thy Lands and all things that thou doft call thine, 
Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands, 
‘Till thou canft quit thee by thy Brother’s Mouth, 
Of what we think apainit thee, 
Oli, Oh that your Highnefs knew my Heart in this ; 
I never lov’d my Brother in my Life. 
Duke. More Villainthou. Well, puth him out of Doors, 
And ‘let my Officers of fuch a nature 
Make an Extent upon his Houfe and Lands: 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. [_Excesnt, 


SCENE Il. The Fore, 


Exter Orlando, 

Orla, Hang there my Verfe, in witnefs of my Love, 
And_thou thrice Crowned Queen of Night furvey, 
With thy chatt Eye, from thy pale Sphere above, 

Thy Huntrefs name, that my full Life doth {way, 

© Rofalind, thefe Trees thall be my Books, 

And in their Barks my Thoughts Pil Character, 

That every Eye, which in this Foreft looks, 

Shall fee thy Virtue witnefs'd every where, 

Run, run, Orlando, carve on every Tree, 

The fair, the chaft, and unexpreffive the. | Exit, 
Enter Coren and Clown. 

Cor. And how like you this Shepherd’s Life, Mri Touch/oue? 

Clown. Truly, Shepherd, in refpeét of it felf, it is a goog 
Life; but in refpeG@ that it is a Shepherd’s Life, itis naught, 
In refpect that it is folitary, I like it very well; bur in re- 
{pect that itis private, itis a very vile Life. Now in refpe 
it is in the Fields, it pleafeth me well; but in refpect it is 
not in the Court, it is tedious, As it is a {pare Life, loak 
you, it fits my Humour well; but as there is no more plens 
ty in it, it goes much againft my Stomach, \ Mas’s any Phis 
lofophy in thee, Shepherd? 

Cor. No more, but that I know the more one fickens, the 
worfe at eafe he is: And that he that wants Mony, Means, 
and Content, is without three good Friends, That thg 
Property of Rain is to wet, and Bire-to burn: Thar good. 
Pafture makes fat'Sheep; and that a great caufe of the Night, 
as the lack of the Sun; That he that-hath learned ne Wie 
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by Nature, nor Art, may complain of good Breeding, or 
comes of a very dull Kindred. 

Clown. Such a one is a natural Philofopher. 

Was’t ever in Court, Shepherd? 

Cor. No truly. 

Clown. Then thou art Damn’d. 

Cor. Nay, 1 hope——— 

Clown. Truly thouart Damn’d, like an ill-roafted Egg, all 
on one fide. 

Cor. For not being at Court? Your reafon. 

Clown. Why, if thou never waft at Court, thou never 

faw’ft good Manners; if thou never faw’ft good Manners, 
then thy Manners muft be wicked; and Wickednefs is Sin, 
and Sin is Damnation: Thou art in a parlous State, Shep- 
herd. 
Cor. Not a whit, Touchftone: Thofe that have good 
Manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Country, as 
the Behaviour of the Country is moft mockable at the Court. 
You told me, you Salute not at the Court, but you Kifs 
your Hands; that Courtefie would be unelcanly, if Courtiers © 
were Shepherds. 

Clown. Inftance, briefly; come, inftance. 

Cor. Why, weare ftill handling our Ewes, and their Fels, 
you know, are greafie. 

Clown, Why, do not your Courtiers Hands fweat? And 
* not the Greafe of Mutton as wholfome as the Sweat of a 
Man? Shallow, fhallow, a better Initance, [ fay: Comes 

Cor. Befides; our Hands are hard. 

Gown. Your Lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow again: 
A more founder Inftance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr’d over with the furgery of 
our Sheep; and would you have us kifs Tar? The Courtiers 
Hands are perfumed with Civet. 

Clown. Mott fhallow, Man: Thou Worms-meat, in re- 
{pect of a good piece of Fleth indeed; learn of the Wife 
and Perpend; Civet is of a bafer birth than Tar; the 
very uncleanly Flux of a Cat. Mend the Inftance, Shep- 
herd. 

Cor. You have too Courtly a Wit for me; I'll reft. 

Clown. Wilt thou reft Damn’d? God help thee, fhallow 
Man; God make incifion in thee, thou art raw. 

. Cor. 
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€or. Sir, Iam a true Labourer, I earn that I eat; get 
that I wear; owe no Man Hate, envy no Man’s Happinefs; 
glad of other Mens good, content with my harm; and the 
greateft of my Pride, is to fee my Ewes graze, and my 
Lambs fuck. 

Clown. That is another fimple Sin in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to offer to get your Li- 
ving by the Copulation of Cattle, to be a Bawd to a Bell- 
weather, and to betray a She-Lamb of a Twelve-month to 
a crooked Pated old Cuckoldly Ram, out of all reafonable 
Match. If thou be’ft not Damn’d for this, the Devil him- 
felf will have no Shepherds; I cannot fee how thou fhould’ft 
‘{cape. 

Cor. Here comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Miftrefs’s Bro- 
ther, 

Enter Rofalind with a Paper. 


Rof, From the Eaft to Weftern Inde, 
No Fewel is like Rofalind, 
Her Worth being mounted on the Wind, 
Through all the World bears Rofalind. 
LAll the Pittures faireft Lind, 
Are but black to Rofalind; 
Let.no Face be kept in mind, 
But the moft fair Rofalind. 


Clow, Ul] Rhime you fo, eight years together; dinners, 
and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted: It is the right 
Butter-womens rank to Market. 

Rof: Qut Fool, 

Clown. For a tafte, 


Lf a Hart doth lack a Hind, 
Let him feek out Rofalind. 
Tf the Cat will after Kind, 
So be fure will Rofalind. 
| Winter Garments muft be lin’d, 
So mujft flender Rofalind., 
They that Reap muft fheaf and bind, 
Then to Cart with Rofalind, 
Sweeteft Meat hath fowreft Rind, 
Such a Nut is Rofalind. 
M 3 He 
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He that fweeteft Rofe will find, ; 
Muft find Loves prick, awd Rofalind. 


This is the very falfe gallop of Verfes; why do you infec 
your felf with them 2 

Rof. Peace, you dull-Fool, I found them ona Tree. 

Clown, Truly, the Tree yields bad Fruit. 

Rof. Vil graff it with you, and then I fhall graff it with 
a Medler ; than it will be the earlieft Fruit rth’ Country; 
for you'll be rotten e’er you be half ripe, and that’s the right 
Vertue of the Medler. 

Clown. You have faid; but whether wifely or no, let the 
Foreit judge. 

Enter Celia with a Writing. 
Rof- Peace, here comes my Sifter reading, ftand afides 


Cel. Why should this a Defart be? 
For it is unpcopled. No; 
Tongues I'll hang on every Tree; 
That fhall civil Sayings {bows 
Some, how brief the Life of Adan 
Runs his erring Pilgrimage, 
That the ftretching of a Span, 
Buckles in his [um of Age. 
Some of violated Vows, 
°"Twixt the Souls of Friend and Friend, 
But upon the faireft Boughs, 
Or at every Sentence end, 
Will I Rofalinda write ; 
Teaching all that read, to know 
This Ouinteffence of every {prite, 
Heaven would in little fhow. 
Therefore Heaven Nature charg’d, 
That one Body fhould be fill’d 
With all the Graces wide exlarg’d; 
Nature prefently diftill'd 
Helen’s Cheeks, but not her Heart, 
Cleopatra's ALajefty ; 
Atalanta’s éetter part; 
Sad Lucretias ALodeffy. 
Thus Rofalind of many parts, 
By heav'nly Synod was devis dy 


Of 
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“ Of many Faces, Eyes and. Hearts, 
To have the touches deareft. priz’d. 
"  . Heav’n would that fhe thefe Gifts fhould have, 
unt And I to live and die her Slave. 
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Rof: O moft gentle, Fupiter ! what tedious Homily of 
Love have you wearied your Parifhioners withal, and never 
Mh ery’d, Have Patience, good People¢ 
at Cel. How now, back Friends, Shepherd go off a little : 
mm - Go with him, Sirrah. 
| Clown. Come, Shepherd, let us make an Honourable Re- 
treat, tho’ not with Bag and Baggage, yet with Scrip and 
Scrippage. | Exit Cor, and Clown. 

Cel, Didft thou hear thefe Verfes¢ 
ib key: Rof. O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for fome 

| of them had in them more Feet than the Verfes would bear. 

Cel. That’s no matter; the Feet might bear the Verfes. 

Rof. Ay, but the Feet were lame, and could not bear 
themfelves without the Verfe, and therefore ftood lamely in 
the Verfe. 

Cel. But didft thou hear without wondring, how thy 
Name fhould be hang’d and carv’d upon thefe Trees ¢ 

Rof. I was feven of the nine days out of wonder, before 
you came: For look here what | found on a Palm-tree; 
was never fo berhim’d fince Pythageras's time, that I was an 
Trifh Rat, which I can hardly remem)er. 

Cel. Tro you, who hath done this¢ 

Rof. Is it a Man? 

Cel. And a Chain that you once wore, about his Neck : 
Change you colour ? 

Rof. I prethee who @ 

Cel. QO Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for Friends to 
meet; but Mountains may be remov’d with Earhquakes, 
and fo encounter. 

Rof. Nay, but who is it ? 

Cel. Is it poffible ¢ 

abana Rof. Nay, I prethee now, with moft petitioray vche- 
mence, tell me who it Is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonde ful won- 
derful, and yet again wondertul, and after that our of all 
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Ref. Good my Complexion, deft thou think, though I 
am caparifon’d like 2 Man, I have a Doublet and a Hofe in 
my difpofition? One inch of delay more, is a South Sea of 
difcovery. Iprethee tell me, whois it, quickly, and {peak 
apace ¢ I would thou could’ft ftammer, that thou mightft 
pour this concealed Man out of thy Mouth, as Wine comes 
out of a narrow mouth’d Bottle; either too much at once, 
or none at all. I prethee take the Cork out of thy Mouth, 
that I may drink thy tidings, 

Cel. So you may put a Man in your Belly. 

Rof. 1s he of God’s making? What manner of Man? 

Is his Head worth a Hat? or his Chin worth a Beard2 

Cel, Nay, he hath but a little Beard. 

Rof. Why God will fend more, if the Man will be thank- 
ful; let me ftay the growth of his Beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of his Chin, 

Cel, It is young Orlando, that trip’d up the Wreftler’s 
Feels, and your Heart, both in an inftant. 

Rof. Nay, butthe Devil take mocking; fpeak, fad Brow, 
and true Maid. ) 

Cel. I’faith, Coz, ’tis he, 

Rof. Orlando ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ko/. Alas the day, what fhall I do with my Doublet and 
Hofe 2? Whar did he when thou faw’ft him 2 What faid he2 
How look’d he? Wherein went he?) What makes he here2 
Did he ask for me? Where remains he? How parted he 
with thee? And when fhalt thou fee him again? Anfwer 
me in one word. $ | 

Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantua’s Mouth firft; ’tis 
a Word too great for any Mouth of this Age’s fize: To fay 
ay and no to thefe particulars, is more than to anfwer in a 
Catechifm. | 

Rof. But doth he know that I am in this Foreft, and in 
Man’s Apparel? Looks he as frefhly as he did the day he 
wreftled 2 | 

Cel. It is as eafie to count Atoms as to refolve the Pro- 
pofitions of a Lover; but take a tafte of my finding him, 
and relifh it with good obfervance. I found him under a 


Tree like a dropp’d Acorn, 
Rof; 
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Rof: It may well be call'd Fove’s Tree, when it drops 
forth fuch Fruit. 
Cel. Give me Audience, good Madam. 
Rof: Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he ftretch’d along like a wounded 
Knight. 

Rof. Tho’ it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well becomes 
the Ground. 

Cry. Cry halla, to thy Tongue, I prethee; it curvets un- 
feafonably. He was furnifh’d like a Hunter. 

Rof: G ominous, he comes to kill my Heart. 

Cel. I would fing my Song without a burthen, thou 
bring ft me out of tune. 

Rof. Do you not know I am a Woman, when I think I 
mutft {peak : Sweet, fay on. 

Enter Orlando and Jaques. 

Cel. Youbringmeout. Soft, comes he not here? 

Rof. ’Tis he, flink by, and note him. 

Faq. I thank you for your Company; but good faith, I 
had as lief have been my felf alone. 

Orla. And fo had I; but yet, for fafhion fake, 

I thank you too, for your Society. 

Faq. God b’w’ you, let’s meet as little as we can. 

Orla. 1 do defire we may be better Strangers. 

Faq. I pray you marr no more Trees with writing Love- 

“Songs in their Barks. 

Orla. I pray you marr no more of my Verfes with read- 
ing them ill-favouredly. 

Faq. Rofalind is your Love’s name? 

Orla. Yes, Jutt. 

Faq. 1 do not like her Name. 

Orla. There was no thought of pleafing you when fhe 
was Chriften’d. 

Faq. What Stature is fhe of? 

Orla. Juft as high as my Heart. 

“faq. Youare full of pretty Anfwers; have you not been 
acquainted with Gold{miths Wives, and conn’d them out of 
Rings. 

Orla. Not fo: But I anfwer you right, painted Cloth, 
from whence you have ftudied your Queftions ? 

Fag. You have a nimble Wit; I think it was made of 
| | Ata- 
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Atalanta’s Heels. Will. you fit down with me, and. we 
two will rail againft our Miftrefs the World, and all our 
Mifery. 

Orla. I will chide no Brother in the World but my felf, 
againft whom I know no faults, 

Faq. The wort fault you have, is to be in Love. 

Orla. ’Tis a fault I will not change for your beft Virtue: 
Tam weary of you. 

Faq. By my troth, I was feeking for a Fool, when I 
found you. 

Orla. He is drown’d in the Brook, look but in, and you 
fhall fee him. 

Faq.-There I fhall fee mine own Figure. 

Orla. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cypher, 

Fag. Vil {tay no longer with you; farewel, good Signior 
Love. [ Exit. 

Orla. T am glad of your Departure: Adicu, good Mon- 
fieur Melancholy. 

Rof. I will {peak to him like a fawcy Laquey, and under 
that Habit play the Knave with him: Do you hear, Forefter. 

Orla. Very well, what would you 2 

Rof. I pray you, what is’t a Clock 2 

Orla. You fhould ask me what time o’ day ; there’s no 
Clock in the Foreft. 

Rof. Then there is no true Lover in the Foreft, elle figh- 
ing every minute, and groaning every hour, would dete@ the 
lazy Foot of Time, as well as a Clock. 

Orla. And why not the {wift Foot of Time? Had rot 
that been as proper? 

Ref. By no means, Sir; Time travels in divers Places, 
with divers Perfons; I'll tell you wha Time ambles withal, 
who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, and who 
he ftands ftill withal. 

Orla, I prethee, whom dothhe trot withal 2 

Rof. Marry, he trots hard with a young Maid, between 
the Contract of her Marriage, and the Day it is Solemniz’d: 
Ifthe interim be buta fennight, Time’s pace is fo hard that 
it feems the length of feven years. 

Orla. Who ambles Time withal 2 

Rof: With a Prieft that lacks Latin, and a rich Man that 
hath not the Gout; for the one fleeps eafily becaufe he can- 

not 
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not ftudy; and the other lives merrily, becaufe he feels no 
pain: The one lacking the burthen of lean and wafteful 
Learning; the other knowing no burthen of heavy tedious 
Penury. Thefe Time ambles, withal. 

Orla. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 

Rof. With a Thief to the Gallows: For though he go 
as foftly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too foon there. 

Orla. Whom ftays it ftill withal? 

Rof. With Lawyers in the Vacation; for they fleep be- 
tween Term and Term, and then they perceive not how 
Time moves. 

Orla, Where dwell you, pretty Youth ? 

Rof. With this Shepherdefs, my Sifter; here in the Skirts 
of the Foreft, like Fringe upon a Petticoat. 

Orla. Are you Native of this Place ¢ 

Rof. As the Cony that you fee dwell where fhe is kind- 
led. 

Orla. Your Accent is fomething finer, than you could 
purchafe in fo removed a dwelling. 

Rof. I have been told fo of many; but indeed, an old re- 
ligious Unkle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in his 
Youth an Inland Man, one that knew Coutfhip too well ; 
for there he fell in Love. IF have heard-him read many Le- 
Gures againft it, I thank God, I am not a Woman, to be 
touch’d with fo many giddy Offences as he hath generally 
tax’d their whole Sex withal. } 

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal Evils that 
he laid to the Charge of Women? 

Rof. There were none Principal, they were all like one 
another, as half-pence are, every one’s fault feeming mon- 
ftrous, “till his fellow fault came to match it. 

Orla. I prethee recount fome of them. 

Rof. No; Iwill not -caft away my Phyfick, but on thofe 
that are Sick. There is a Man haunts the Foreft, that 
abufes our young Plants with carving Rofalind on their 
Barks; hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on Bram- 
bles; all, forfooth, deifying the Name of Rofalind. If 
I could meet that Fancy-monger, I would give him fome 
good Counfel, for he feems to have the Quotidian of Love 
upon him. 
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Orla. Tam he that is fo Love-fhak’d; I pray you, tell me 
your Remedy. 

Rof. There is none of my Unkle’s Marks upon you; he 
taught me how to know a Man in Love; in which Cage of 
Rufhes, I am fure you are not Prifoner, 

Orla. What were his Marks 2 

Ref. A lean Cheek, which you have not; a blue Eye and 
funken, which you have not; an unqueftionable Spirit, 
which you have not ; a Beard negle&ted, which you have 
not; but I pardon you for that, for fimply your having no 
Beard, is qa younger Brother’s Revenue; Then your Hofe 
fhould be ungarter’d, your Bonnet unbanded, your Sleeve 
unbutton’d, your Shoo untied, and every thing about you 
demonftrating a carelefs Defolation; but you are no fuch 
Man, you are rather Point device in your Accoutrements, 
as loving your felf, than feeming the Lover of any other. 

Orla. Fair Youth, I would I could make thee believe I 
Love, 

Kof. Me believe it 2 You may as foon make her that you 
love believe it, which I warrant the is apter to do, than to 
confefs fhe does; that is one of the Points, in the which 
Women ftill give the Lie to their Confciences. But in good 
footh, are you hethat hangs the Verfes on the Trees, where- 
in Rofalind is fo admired 2 

Orla, I {wear to thee, Youth, by the white Hand of Ro- 
falind, T am he, that unfortunate he. 

Kof. Butare you fo much in Love, as your Rhimes fpeak2 

Orla. Neither Rhime nor Reafon can exprefs how much. 

Rof. Love is meerly a Madnefs, and, I tel] you, deferves 
as well a dark Houfe, and a Whip, as mid Men do: And 
the reafon why they are not fo punifh’d and cured, is, that 
the Lunacy is fo ordinary, that the Whippers are in love 
too: Yet I profefs curing it by Counfel. 

Orla, Did you ever cure any fo2 

Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. He Was to imagine 
me his Love, his Miftrefs: and I fet him every day to woo 
me. At which time would I, being but a moonith Youth, 
grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and liking, 
proud, fantaftical, apifh, thallow, inconftent, full of Tears, 
full of Smiles; for every Paffion fomething, and for no Paf. 
fion truly any thing, as Boys and Women are for the moft 

part 
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part Cattle of this Colour; would now like him, now loath 
hiin; then entertain him, then forfwear him; now weep for 
him, then fpit at him; that Idrave this Suitor from his mad 
Humour of Love, to a living Humour of Madnefs, which 
was to forfwear the full Stream of the World, and to live 
in a Nook meerly Monaftick; and thus I cur’d him, and 
this way will I take upon me to wafh your Liver as clear as 
a found Sheep's Heart, that there fhall not be one Spot of 
Love in't. 

Orla. Y would not be cur’d, Youth. 

Rof: I would cure you if you would but call me Rofa- 
lind, and come every Day to my Cote, and woo me, 

Orla. Now by the Faith of my Love, I will; tell me 
where it is. 

Rof. Go with me to it, and I will fhew it you; and by 
the way you fhall tell me where in the, Foreft you live: 
Will you go? 

Orla. With all my Heart, good Youth. 

Rof. Nay, nay, you muft call me Rofalind: Come Sifter, 
will you go? [ Exeunt. 


SCE Nase 


Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques. 

Clo. Come apace, good -dudrey, I will fetch up your 
Goats, Audrey; and now, dudrey, am I the Man yct¢ Doth 
my fimple Feature content you‘ 

Aud. Your Features, Lord warrant us; what Features ¢ 

Cle. I am here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moft 
capricious Poet honeft Ovid was among the Gorhs. 

Faq. O Knowledge ill inhabited, worfe than Fove in a 
Thatch’t Houfe, 

Clo. When a Man’s Verfes cannot be underftood, nor a 
Man’s good Wit feconded with the forward Child, Under- 
ftanding; it {trikes a Man more dead than a great Reckon- 
ing ina little Room ; truly, I would the Gods had made 
thee Poetical. 

Aud. 1 do not know what Poetical is; is it honeft in 
Deed and Word; is it atrue thing ¢ 


Clo. Notruly; for the trueft Poety is the moft feigning, 
an 
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and Lovers are given to Poetry; and what they {wear in 
Poctry, may be faid as Lovers, they do feign. 

Aud. Do you wish then that the Gods had made me 
Poetical 2 

Clo. I do truly; for thou {wear’ft to me thou art honefte 
now if thou wert a Poet, I might have fome hope thou 
didit feign. 

dua. Would you not have me honeft2 

Clo. No truly, unlefs thou were hard-favour’d; for Hos 
nefty coupled to Beauty, is to have Floney a Sauceto Su- 
gar. 

: Faq. A material Fool, 

Aud. Well, 1 am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods 
make me honeft. 

Clo. Fruly, and to caft away Honefty upon a foul Slut, 
were to put good Meat into an unclean Dith. 

ud. I am not a Slut, though I thank the Gods I am 
foul. 

Clo. Well, praifed be the Gods for thy Foulnefs; Slut- 
tifhnefs may come hereafter: But be it as it may be, £ 
will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Sir O/i- 
ver Mar-text, the Vicar of the next Village, who hath pro- 
mis'd to meet me in this Place of the Foreft, and to couple 
USe 

Faq. I would fain fee this Meeting. 

Aud, Well, the Gods give us Joy. 

Clo. Amen. A Man may, if he were of a fearful Heart, 
ftagecr in this Attempt; for here we have no Temple but 
the Wood, no Affembly but Horn-beafts. But what tho’? 
Courage. As Horns are odious, they are neceffary. It is 
faid, many a Man knows no End of his Goods; right : ma- 
ny a Man has good Horns, and knows no End of them, 
Well, that is the Dowry of his Wife, ’tis none of his own 
getting ; Horns? even fo—— poor Men alone —-= no, no, the 
nobleft Deer hath them as huge as the Rafcal : Is the fingle 
Man therefore bleffed? No. As a wall’d Town is more wore 
thier than a Village, fo is the Forehead of a married Man 
more honourable than the bare Brow of a Batchelor; and 
by how much Defence is bétrer than no Skill, fo much isa 
Horn more precious than to’ want, : 
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Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 
Here comes Sir Oliver: Sir Oliver Mar-text, you are well 
met. Will you difpatch us here under this Tree, or fhall 
we go with you to ‘your ‘Chappel? 

Sir Oli. Is there none hereto give the Woman¢ 

Glo. I will not take her on Gift of any Man. 

Sir Oli. Truly fhe mult be given, or the Marriage is not 
lawful. 

‘Faq. Proceed, proceed! I'll give her. 

Clo. Good Even, good M. What ye call’t: How do you 
Sir, you are very well met: Godild you for your laft Com- 
pany, I am very glad to fee you, evena Toy in Hand here 
Sir: Nay; pray be covered. 

Faq. Will you be married, AZotley? 

Clo, As the Ox hath his Bow, Sir, ‘the Horfe his Curb, 
and the Falcon his Bells, fo Man hath his Defire; and as 
Pigeons bill, fo Wedlock would be nibling. 

Faq. And will you, being a Man of your Breeding, be 
married under a Buth like a Beggar? Get you to Church, 
and have a good Prieft that can tell you what Marriage is; 
this Fellow will but join you together as they join Wain- 
feot, then one of you will prove a fhrunk Pannel, and like 
Timber, warp, ‘warp. 

Clo. I am-not in the Mind, but I were better to:be mar- 
ried of him than of another; ‘for he is not like to marry me 
well; and not being well married, it will be a good Excufe 
for me hereafter to leave my Wife. 

‘Faq. ‘Go thou with me, 

And let me ‘counfel thee. 

Clo. Come, {weet dudreys 
We muft be married, or'we muft live in bawdry= 
Farewel ‘good Mr. Oliver; not O fweet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver, leave me not behind thee: But ‘wind away, be gone 
fay, I will not to wedding with thee. 

Sir Olix*Tisno matter; ne’er a fantaftical Knave of them 
all fhall flout me out of my Calling, [Exennt. 


SCENE 
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7G i WE. IV. 


Exter Rofalind and Celia. 


Rof. Never talk to me, I will weep. 

Cel. Do I prethee, but yet have the Grace to confider 
that Tears do not become a Man. 

Ref. But have I not Caufe to weep 2 

Cel. As good Caufe as one would defire, 

Therefore weep. 

Rof. His very Hair 
Is of the diffembling Colour. 

. Cel, Something browner than Fudas’s : 
Marry, his Kiffes are Fadas’s own Children. 

Rof. Vfaith his Hair is of a good Colour. 

Cel. Anexcellent Colour: 

Your Chefout was ever the only Colour. 

Rof. And his Kiffing is as full of Sanctity, 
As the touch of holy Bread. 

Cel, He hath bought a Pair of chafte Lips of Diana, a Nun 
of Winter’s fifterhood Kiffes not more religioufly; the very 
Ice of € haftity is in them. 

Rof. But why did he {wear he would come this Morn- 
ing, and comes noté 

Cel. Nay; certainly there is no Truth in him. 

Rof. Do you think fo? 

Cel. Yes, I think he is not a Pick-purfe, nor a Horfe- 
{tea'er ; but for his Verity in Love, I do think him as con- 
cave asa cover d Goblet, or a worm-eaten Nut. 

Rof. Not true in Love? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I think he is not in. 

Rof. You have heard him {wear downright he was, 

Cel. Was, is not, is; befides, the Oath of a Lover is no 
ftronger than the Word of a Tapfter; they are both the 
Confirmer of falfe Reckonings ; he attends here in the Foreft 
on the Duke your Father. 

Rof- I met the Duke Yefterday, and had much queftion 
with him: He askt me of what Parentage I was; I told him 
of as good as he; fohe laugh’d, and let me go. But what 
talk we of Fathers, when there is fuch a Man as Orlando? 
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Cel, O that’sa brave Man, he writes brave Veérfes, {peaks 
brave Words, fwears brave Oaths, and breaks them bravely, 
quite travers athwart the Heart of his Lover, as a puifny 
Tilter, that fpurs his Horfe but on one Side, breaks his Staff 
like a noble Goofe; but all’s brave that Youth mounts, and 
Folly guides: Who comes here? 

Enter Corin, 

Cor. Miftrefs and Mafter, you have oft enquir’d 
After the Shepherd that complain’d of Love, 
Whom you faw -fitting by me onthe Turf, 
Praifing the proud difdainful Shepherdefs 
That was his Miftrefs. 

Cel. Well, and what of him2 

Cor. If you will fee a Pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale Compleétion of true Love, 
And the red Glow of Scorn and proud Difdain; 
Go hence a little and I fhall condu@ you, 
Ifyou will mark it. 

Rof. O come let us remove, 

The Sight of Lovers feedeth thofe in Love: 
Bring us to this Sight, and you fhall fay 
Pll prove a bufie Actor in their Play. 


- S$ GeBAREEy. 


Exter Silvius and Phebe, 
Sil. Sweet Phebe do not {corn me, do not, Phebe; 
Say that you love me nor, but fay not fo | 
In bitternefs; the common Executioner, 
Whofe Heart th’ accuftom’d Sight of Death makes hard, 
Falls not the Ax upon the humbled Neck, 
But firft begs Pardon: Will you fterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody Drops? 
Enter Rofalind, Celia and Corin. 
Phe. I would not be thy Executioner, 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee: 
Thou tell’{t me there is Murther in mine Eyes; 
*Tis pretty fure, and very probable, — 
That Eyes that are the frail’ft and fofteft things, 
Who fhut their coward Gates on Atomies, 
Should be call’d Tyrants, Butchers, Murtherers, 


2 
| Exeunt, 
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Now, I do frown on thee with all my Heart, 
And if mine Eyes can wound, now let them kill thee; 
Now counterfeit to fwound, why now, fall down, 
Or if thou can’ft not, oh for Shame, for Shame, 
Lie not, to fay mine Eyes are Murtherers. 
Now thew the Wound mine Eye hath made in thee; 
Scratch thee but with a Pin, and there remains 
Some Scar of it; lean but upon a Ruth, 
The Cicatrice and capable Impreffure 
Thy Palm fome Moment keeps: But now mine Eyes 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 
Nor, I am fure, is there no fuch force in Eyes 
That can do hurt. 
Sil, O dear Phebe, 
If ever, as that ever may be near, 
You met in fome frefh Cheek the Power of Fancy, 
Then fhall you know the Wounds invifible 
That Love’s keen Arrows make. 
Phe. But ’till that time 
Come thou not near me; and when that time comes, 
Affi me with thy Mocks, pity me not; 
As ’til] that time I fhall not pity thee. 
Roft And why I pray you, who might be your Mother 
That you infult, exule, and all at once 
Over the wretched? What though you have no Beauty, 
As, by my Faith, I fee no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark to Bed: 
Mutt you be therefore proud and pitilefs 2 
Why what means this? Why do you look on meé 
I fee no more in you than in the Ordinary 
OF Nature’s Sale-work 2 ’ods my little Life, 
I think fhe means to tangle mine Eyes too: 
No Faith, proud Miftrefs, hope not after it, 
’Tis not your inky Brows, your black filk Hair, 
Your bugle Eye-balls, nor your Cheek of Cream 
That can entame my Spirits to your Worfhip. 
You foolifh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puffing with Wind and Rain, 
You are a thoufand times a properer Man 
Than fhe a Woman. ’Tis fuch Foolsas you 
That makes. the World full of ill-favour’d Children: 
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"Tis not her Glafs, but you that flatters her, 
And out of you fhe fees her felf more proper 
Than any of her Lineaments can fhow her, 
But Miftrefs, know your felf, down on your Knees, 
And thank Heav’n, fafting, for a good Man’s Love; 
For I muft tell you friendly in your Ear, — 
Sell what you can, you are’ not for all Markets. 
Cry the Man Mercy, love him, take his Offer, 
Foul is moft foul, being foul to be a Scoffer: 
So take her to thee, Shepherd, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet Youth, I pray you chide a Year together; 
I had rather hear you chide than this Min woo. 
Rof. He’s fall’n in love with your Foulnefs, and fhe’ll 
Fall in love with my Anger. If it be fo, as faft 
As fhe anfwers thee with frowning Looks, I’ll fauce 
Her with bitter Words: Why look you fo upon me? 
Phe. For no Ill-will I bear you. 
Rof. I pray you do not fall in love with me, 
For T am falfer than Vows made in Wine; 
Befides, I like you not. If you will know my Houfe, 
‘Tis at the Tuft of Olives, here hard by: 
Will you go, Sifter? Shepherd, ply her hard: 
Come Sifter; Shepherdefs, look on him better, 
And be not proud; tho’ all the World could fee, 
None could be fo abus’d in Sight as he. 
Come to our Flock, [ Exit. 
Phe. Deed Shepherd, now I find thy Saw of Might, 
Who ever lov’d, that lov’d not at firft Sight? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hah: What fayft thou, Silwins? 
Sil, Sweet Phebe, pity me. 
Phe. Why I am forry for thee, gentle Silvins. 
Sil, Where-ever Sorrow is, Relief would be: 
If you do forrow at my Grief in Love, 
By giving Love, your Sorrow and my Grief 
Were both extermin’d. 
Phe. Thou haft my Lovesiis not that neighbourly? 
Sil, I would have you. 
Phe. Why that were Covetoufnefs. 
Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not that I bear thee Love; 
N 3 But 
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' 
But fince that thou canft ralk of Love fo well, 
Thy Company, which erft was irkfome to me, 
I will endure; and I'll employ thee too: 

But do not look for further Recompence, 
Than thine own Gladnefs that thou art imploy’d. 
Sil.\So holy and fo perfect 1s my Love, 
And fuch a Poverty of Grace attends it, 
That I thall think it a moft plenteous Crop | 
To elean the broken Ears after the Man 
That the main Harveft reaps: Lofe now and then 
A fcattered Smile, and that I’ll live upon. 
Phe. Know’ft thou the Youth that fpoke to me e’er while? 
Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the Bounds 
That the old Carlot once was Matter of. 
Phe. Think not I love him, tho’ I ask for him; 
Tis but a peevith Boy, yet he talks well, 
But what care I for Words? Yet Words do well, 
When he that fpeaks them pleafes thofe that hear - 
It is a pretty Youth, not very pretty; 
But fure he’s proud, and yet his Pride becomes him ; 
He'll make a-proper Man; the beft thing in him 
Is his Complexion; and fafter than his Tongue 
Did make Offence, his Eye did heal it up : 
He is not very tall, yet for his Years he’s tall; 
His Leg ts but fo fo, and yet tis well; 
Tiere was a pretty Rednefs in his Lip, 
A little riper, and more lufty red 
Than that mix’d in his Cheek; ’twas juft the Difference 
R-twixt the conftant Red and mingled Damask. 
There be fome Women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 
In Parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To tall in.Love with him; but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
T have more Caufe to hate him than to love him: 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He faid mine Eyes were black, and my Hair black, 
And now I am remembred, fcorn’d at me; 
I marvel why I anfwer’d not again, 
Bot that’s all one; -Omittance is no Quittance. 
I’}] write to him a very taunting Letter, 
And thou fhale bear it, wilt thou, Si/vins? Sil, 
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Sil. Phebe, with all my Heart. 
Phe. Vl write it ftraighr; 
The Matter’s inmy Head, and in my Heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and pafling fhort: 
Go with me, Silvins. | Exennt. 
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A Gl aV. SC EN es 
SCENE ¢he foreft. 


Enter Rofalind, Celia and Jaques. 


744: | Prithee, pretty Youth, let me be better acquainted 
with thee. 

Rof: They fay you are a melancholly Fellow. 

Faq. 1 am fo; I do love it better than Laughing. 

Ro/. Thofe that are in Extremity of cither, are abomina- 
ble Fellows, and betray themfelves toevery modern Cenfure, 
worfe than Drunkards, 

Faq. Why, ’tis good to be fad, and fay nothing. 

Roj. Why then ’tis good to be a Pott. 

Faq. 1 have neither the Scholars Melancholly, which is 
Emulation; nor the Muficians, which is fantaftical; nor the 
Courtiers, which is proud; nor the Souldiers, which isam- 
bitious; nor the Lawyers, which is political ; northe Ladies, 
which is nice; nor the Lovers, which is all thefe; bur ir 1s 
a Melancholly of mine own, compounded of many Simples, 
extracted from many Objects, and indeed the fundry Con- 
templations of Travels in which my often Rumination wraps 
me in a moft humorous Sadnefs. 

Rof: A Traveller! by my Faith you have great Reafon 
to be fad: I fear you have fold your own Lands, to fee o- 
ther Mens; then,-to have feen mich, and to have nothing, is 
to have rich Eyes and poor Hands. 

Faq. Yes, I have gain’d Experience, 

Enter Orlando. 

Rof: And your Experience makes you fad: I had rather 
have a Foo! to make me merry, than Experience tomake me 
fad, and to travel for it too. 

Orla. Good Day, and Happinefs, dear Rofalind. 


N 3 Faq. 
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Faq. Nay, then God b’w’y you, and you talk in blank 
Verl?. | Exit. 


kof. Farewel, Monfieur Traveller; look you lifp, and wear 
ftranze Suits; difable all the Benefits of your own Country ; 
be out of love with your Nativity, and almoft chide God 
for making you that Countenance you are, or I will {carce 
think you have fwam ina Gondallo. Why how now Or- 
lando, where have you been all this while? You a Lover? 
And you ferve me fuch another Trick, never come in my 
Sight more. 

Orla. My fair Rofalind, Y come within an Hour of my 
Promife, 

Ref. Break an Hour’s Promife in Love? He that will di- 
vide a Minute into a thoufand Parts, and break but a Part 
of the thoufandth Part of a Minute in the Affairs of Love, it 
may be faid of him, that Capid hath clapt him o'th’ 
Shoulder, but Pil warrant him Heart-whole. 

Orla. Pardon me, dear Rofalind. 

Rof. Nay, and you be fo tardy, come no more in my 
Sig't, I had as lief be woo’d of a Snail. 

Orla.’ OF a Snail 2 

Rof. Ay, of a Snail; for tho’ he comes flowly, he carries 
his Houfe on his Head: A better Jointure, I think, than you 
make a Woman; befides he brings his Deftiny with him. 

Orla. What’s that ? 

Rof. Why Horns; which fuch as you are fain to behol- 
ding to your Wives for; but he comes armed in his For- 
tuge, and prevents the Slander of his Wife. 

Orla. Virtue is no Horn-maker ; and my Rofalind is'vit- 
tuous. 
Roft And I am your Rofalind. 

Cel. Te pleafes him to call you fo; but he hatha Rofalind 
of a better Leer than you. 

Ref. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in aHoly- 
day Humour, and like enough to confent: What would 
hie fay to me now, and I were your very, very Rafa- 
Hae 

Orla. T would kis before I {fpoke. 

Kof. Nays you were better fpeak firft, and when you 
were gravell’d for lack of matter, you might take Occafion 
to 
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to kifs. Very good Orators, when they are out, they will 
fpit; and for Lovers lacking, God warn us, matter, the 
cleanlieft Shift is to kafs. 

Orla. How if the Kifs be denied 2 

Rof: Then fhe puts you to Entreaty, and there begins 
new Matter. 

Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved Mi- 
ftrefs? 

Rof. Marry that fhould you if I were your Miftrefs, or I 
fhould think my Honefty ranker than my Wit, 

Orla. What, of my Suit? 

Rof: Not out of your Apparel, and yet out of your 
Suit. 

Am not I your Rofalind ? 

Orla. I take fome Joy to fay you are, becaufe I wouldbe 
talking of her. 

Rof. Well, in her Perfon, I fay I will not have you. 

Orla. Then in mine own Perfon I die. 

Rof: No Faith, die by Attorney; the poor World is al- 
moft fix thoufand Years old, and in all this time there was 
not any Man died in his own Perfon, videlicet, in a Love 
Caufe: Troilus had his Brains dath’d out with a Grecian 
Club, yet he did what he could to die before, and he is one 
of the Patternsof Love. Leander, he would have liv’d many 
a fair Year, tho? Here had turn’d Nun, if it had not been for 
a hot Midfummer-night; for, good Youth, he went but 
forth to wath in the Helle/pont, and being taken with the 
Cramp, was drewn’d; and the foolifh Chroniclers of that 
Age, found it was Hero of Seffos, But thefe are all Lies, 
Men have died from time to time, and Worms have eaten 
them, but not for Love. 

Orla. I would not have my right Rofalind of this Mind, 
for I proteft her Frown might kill me. 

Rof. By this Hand it will not kill a Flies; bur come now 
1 will be your Rofalind in a more coming-on Difpofition; 
and ask what you will, I will grant ir, 

Orla. Then love me, Rofalind, 

Rof. Yes Faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all, 
Orla. And wilt thou have me? 

Rof, Ay, and twenty fuch. 
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Orla. What faift thou? 

Rof, Are you not good ? 

Orla. I hope fo. 

Rof. Why ther, can one defire too much of a goad 
thing 2 Come, Sifter, you fhall be the Prieft, and marry 
us. Give me your Hand, Orlando: What do you fay 
Sifter. 

Orla. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. I cannot fay the Words. 

Rof- You muft begin, Will you Orlando. 

Cel, Go to; will you Orlando have to Wife this Ro/ac 
lind 2 

Orla. I will, 

Rof. But when. 

Orla. Why now, as faft as fhe can marry us. 

Rof. Then you muft fay, I take thee Rofalind for 
Wife, 

Orla. J take thee Rofalind for Wife. 

Rof. 1 might ask you for your Cemmiffion, 

But { do take thee Orlando for my Husband: There’s a 
Girl goes beforethe Prieft, and certainly a Woman’s Thought 
runs before her A@tions. 

Orla, So do all Thoughts; they are wing’d. 

Ro/. Now tell me how long you would have her, after 
you have pofl.ft her 2 

Orla, For ever and a Day. 

Kof. Saya Day without the ever: No, no, Orlando, Men 
are 4pril when they woo, December when they wed: Maids 
are Aday when they are Maids, but the Sky changes when 
they are Wives; I will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary 
Cock-Pigeon over his Hen, more clamorous than a Parrot 4 
gainft Rain; more new-fangled than an Ape; more giddy in 
my Defires than a Monkey ; I will weep for nothing like 
Diana in the Fountain, and I will do that when you are 
difpos’d to be merry ; I will laugh like a Hyen, and that 
when thou art inclin’d to fleep. 

Orla. But will my Rofaliad do {02 

Rof. By my Life the will do as I do. 

Orla. O but the is wife, 

Refs Or elfe the could not have the Wit todo this; the 
| | wifer, 
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wifer, the waywarder: Make the Doors upon a Woman’s 
Wit, and it will out at the Cafement; fhut that, and ’twil] 
out at the Key-hole; ftop that, it will fly with the fmoak 
out at the Chimney, 

Orla. A Man that had a Wife with fuch a Wit, he might 
fay, Wit whither wilt? 

Rof? Nay, you might keep that check for it, ’till you met 
your Wife’s Wit going to your Neighbour’s Bed. 

Orla. And what Wit could Wit have to excufe that 2 

Rof. Marry to fay, fhe cameto feek ‘you there: You hal] 
never find her without her Anfwer, unlefs you take her 
without her Tongue. O that Woman, that cannot make her 
fault her Husband’s occafion, let her never nurfe her Child 
her felf, for fhe will breed it like a Fool, 

Orla. For thefe two hours, Rofalind, 1 will leave thee. 

Rof. Alas, dear Love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orla. I muft attend the Duke at Dinner, by two a Clock I 
will be with thee again. 

Rof. Ay, goyour ways, go your ways; I knew what you 
would prove, my Friends told me as much, and I thought 
no lefs; that flattering Tongue of yours won me; ’tis but 
one caft away, and fo come Death: Two o’th’ Clock is your 
hour 2 

Orla. Ay, {weet Rofalind. 

Rof: By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God 
mend me, and by all the pretty Oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your Promife, or come one minute 
behind your hour, I will think you the moft pathetical Break- 
Promife, and the moft hollow Lover, and the moft unworthy 
of her you call Rofalind, that may be chofen out of the grofs 
Band of the Unfaithful; therefore beware my Cenfure, and 
keep your Promife. 

Orla. With no Iefs Religion, than if thou wert indeed 
my Rofalind; {o adieu. 

Rof: Well, Timeis the old Juftice that examines all fuch 
Offenders, and let Time try. Adieu. [Exit Orla. 

Cel. You have fimply mifus’d our Sex in your Love-prate: 
we muft have your Doublet and Hofe pluck’d over your 
Head, and fhew the World what the Bird hath done to her 
own Neft, — See 
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Rof. O Coz, Coz, Coz, my pretty little Coz, that thou 
didft know how many fathom deep I am in Love; but it can- 
not be founded: My Affection hath an unknown bottom, 
like the Bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather bottomlefs, that as faft as you pour Affe- 
étion in, It runs out. 

Rof; No, that fame wicked Baftard of Venus, that was 
begot of Thought, conceiv’d of Spleen, and born of Mad- 
nefs, that blind rafcally Boy, that abufes every ones Eyes, 
becaufe his own are out, let him be Judge, how deep I 
am in Love; I'll tell thee, Aiiena, I cannot be out of the 
fight of Orlando: I'll go find a Shadow, and figh ’till he 
come. 

Cel. And I'll fleep. | Exeunt. 


& C.tiN. EAL 


Enter Jaques, Lords, and Forefters. - 

Faq. Which is he that kill’d the Deer 2 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Faq. Let’s prefent him to the Duke like a Roman €on- 
queror, and it would do well to fet the Deer’s Horns upon; 
his Head, for a branch of Vitory; have you no Song, Fo- 
refter, for this purpofe ? 

For. Yes, Sir. 

Faq. Sing it: *Tis no matter how it be in tune, fo it 
make noife enough. 


Mufick, Song. 


What fhall he have that kill’d the Deer 2 
His Leather Skin and Horns to wear; 
Then fing him home, the reft fhall bear this burthen; 


Me Take thou no [corn to wear the Horn, 
: in H It was a Creft eer thou waft borns 
ener ie Thy Father’s Father wore it, 


And thy Father bore it, 
The Horn, the Horn, the lufty Horn, 
Is wot a thing to laugh to Scorn [ Exeunte . 


SCENE 
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Enter Rofalind and Celia. 

Rof. How fay you now, is it not paft two a Clock? 
And here much Orlazdo. 

Cel, I warrant you, with pure Love and troubled Brain, 

Enter Sylvius. 

He hath ta’en his Bow and Arrows, and is gone forth 
To fleep: Look who comes here. 

Syl. My Errand is to you, fair Youth, 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this : 
I know not the Contents, but, as I guefs, 
By the ftern Brow, and wafpifh AGtion 
Which fhe did ufe as the was Writing of ir, 
It bears an angry tenure ; pardon me, 
Tam but as a guiltlefs Meffenger. 

Rof. Patience her felf would ftartle at this Letter, 
And play the Swaggerer; bear this, bear all. 
She fays I am not fair, that I lack Manners, 
She calls me proud, and that fhe could not love me 
Were Man as rare as Phenix: 'Od’s my will, 
Her Love is not the Hare that I did hunt, 
Why writes fhe fo to me? Well, Shepherd, well, 
This is a Letter of your own device. 

Syl, No, 1 proteft, I know not the Contents, 
Phebe did write it. 

Rof. Come, come, you are a Fool, 
And turn’d into the extremity of Love. 
I faw her Hand, fhe has a leathern Hand, 
A Free-ftone coloured Hand; I verily did think 
That herold Gloves were on, but ’twas her Hands: 
She has a Hufwife’s Hand, but that’s no matter; 
I fay, fhe never did invent this Letter, 
This is a Man’s Invention, and his Hand. 

Syl, Sure it is hers. 

Rof. Why, “tis a borfterous and a cruel Stile, 
A Stile for Challengers; why, the defies me, 
Like Tark to Chriftian; Woman’s gentle Brain 
Could not drop forth fuch giant rude Invention, 
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Such Erhiop words, blacker in their Effe@ 
Than in their Countenance; will you hear the Letter2 

Syl. So pleafe you, for I never heard it yet; 

Yet heard too much of Phebe’s Cruelty. 

Rof: She Phebesme; mark how the Tyrant writes, 
[Reads. | dre thou God, to Shepherd turn ds 
That a Maiden's Heart hath burn a ? 

Can a Woman rail thus, 

Syl, Call you this Railing 2 

Raf. | Reads. | Why, thy Godhead laid apart, 
War ft thou with a Woman's Hearte 
Did you. ever hear fuch Railing? 
Whiles the Eye of Adan did woo Me, 
That could do no Vengeance to me. 
Meaning me a Beait. 

Lf the Scorn of your bright Eyne 
Have power to raife {uch Love in mine, 
Alack, in me, what ftrange effect 
Would they work in mild Afpett ? 
Whiles you chide me, I did leve, 
How then might your Prayers move. 
He that brings this Love to thee, 
Little knows this Love in me: 

And by him feal up thy Mind, 
Whether that thy Youth and Kind 

Will the faithful Offer take 

Of me, and all that I can make; 

Or elfe by him my Love deny, 

And then I'll fiudy how to die. 

Syl. Call you this chiding 2 

Cel. Alas, poor Shepherd! 

Rof. Do you pity him? No, he deferves no pity: Wilt 
thou love fuch a Woman?. What to make thee an Inftru- 
ment, and play falfe Strings upon thee? Not to be endured. 
Well, go your way to her, for I fee Love hath made thee 
a tame Snake, and fay this to her, That if fhe love me, I 
charge her to love thee: If fhe will not, I will never have 
her, unlefs thou entreat for her. If you be a true Lover, 
hence, and not a word; for kere comes more Company. 

| Exit. Syl, 





Enter 
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Enter Oliver. 


Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you know, 
Where in the Purlews of this Foreft ftands 
A Sheep-coat, fenc’d about with Olive-trees. 

Cel, Weft of this place down in the Neighbour bottom, 
The rank of Ofiers, by the murmuring Stream 
Left on your Right-hand, bring you to the place; 
But at this hour the Houfe doth keep it, felf, 
There’s none within. 

Oli. If that an Eye may profit by a Tongue, 
Then fhould I know you by Defcription, 
Such Garments, and fuch Years; The Boy is fair, 
Of female Favour, and beftows himfelf 
Like a ripe Sifter: But the Woman low, 
And browner than her Brother. Are not you 
The Owner of the Houfe I did enquire for? 

Cel. It is no boaft, being ask’d, to fay we are. 

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that Youth he calls his Ro/alind, 
He fends this bloody Napkin. Are you he? 

Rof. Lam; what muft we underftand by this? 

Oli. Some of my Shame, if you will know of me 
What Man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This Handkerchief was ftain’d. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 

Oli. When laft the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promife to return again 
Within an hour; and pacing through the Foreft, 
Chewing the Food of {weet and bitter Fancy, 
Lo what befel! he threw his Eye afide, 
And mark what Object did prefent it felf 
Under an old Oak, whofe Boughs were mofs’d with Age, 
And high Top bald with dry Antiquity; 
A wretched ragged Man, o’er-grown with Hair, 
Lay fleeping on his Back; about his Neck 
A green and gilded Snake had wreath’d it felf, 
Who with her Head, nimble in threats, approach’d 
The opening of his Mouth; but fuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d it felf, 
And with indented glides did flip away 
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Into a Buh, under whofe Buthes fhade 
A Lionefs, with Udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching Head on Ground, with Catlike watch 
When that the fleeping Man fhould ftir; for ‘tis 
The Royal Difpofition of that Beaft 
To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead; 
This feen, Orlando did approach the Man, 
And found it was his Brother, his elder Brother. 
Cel. O I have heard him {peak of that fame Brother, 
And he did render him the moft urnatural, 
That liv’d amongft Men. 
Oli. And well he might fo do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
Rof: But to Orlando; did he leave him there 
Food to the fuck’d and hungry Lionefs: 
Oli. Twice did he turn his Back, and purpos’d fo; 
But Kindnefs nobler ever than Revenge, 
And Nature ftronger than his juft Occafion, 
Made him give Battel to the Lionefs, 
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miferable Slumber I awak’d. 
Cel. Are you his Brother 2 
Rof. Was’t you he refcu’d2 
Cel, Was’t you that did fo oft contrive to kill him 2 
Ol. *T wast; but ’tis not I; I do not fhame 
To tell you what I was, fince my Converfion 
So {weetly taftes, being the thing I am. 
Rof. But for the bloody Napkin 2 
Oli. By and by. ; 
When from the firft to laft, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moft kindly bath’d, 
As how I came into that defart Place. 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me frefh Array and Entertainment, 
Committing me unto my Brother’s Love, 
Who led me inftantly unto his Cave, 
There ftrip'd himfelf, and here upon his Arm 
The Lionefs had torn fome Fleth away, 
Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cry’d in fainting upon Rofalind, = 
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Brief, I recover’d him, bound up his Wound, 
And after fome {mall {pace, being ftrong at Heart, 
He fent me hither, Stranger as I am, 
To tell this Story, that you might excufe 
His broken Promife, and to give this Napkin, 
Dy’d in his Blood, unto the Shepherd Youth, 
That he in fport doth call his Rofalind. 

Cel. Why, how now Ganimed, fweet Ganimed ? 

Oli, Many will fwoon when they do lock on Blood. 

Cel. There is no more in it : Coufin Ganimed ! 

Oli, Look, he recovers. 

Rof. I would I were at home. 

Cel. We'll lead you thither. 
I pray you take him by the Arm. 

Oli. Be of good cheer, Youth; you a Mane 
You lack a Man’s Heart. 

Rof. I do fo, I confefs it. 
Ah, Sirra, a body would think this was well counterfeited, 
I pray you tell your Brother how well I counterfeited : 
Heigh-ho, 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great Tefti- 
mony in your Complexion, that it was paflion of Earneft. 

Rof. Counterfeit, I affure you. 

Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit. to be 
a Man. 

Rof: SoI do: Butifaith, I fhould haye been a Woman 
by right. 

Cel, Come, you look paler and paler; pray you draw 
-homewards; good Sir, go with us. 

Oli. That will I; for I muft bear anfwer back. 
How you excufe my Brother, Ro/alind. 

Rof. I thall devife fomething ; but I pray you commend 
my counterfeiting to him: Will you go? | Exennt. 
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meet “VA SCE Nee 
SCENE the Foref. 


Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Clo. \ JE fhall find atime, Audrey; patience, gentle 
Audrey. (ee 

Aud. Faith the Prieft was good enough, for all the old 
Gentleman's fay ing. 

Clo. A molt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a moft vile Afar 
text. But dudrey, there is a Youth here in the Foreft lays 
claimto you. | 

ud. Ay, Lknow who ’tis ; he hath no Intereft in mein 
the World; here comes the Man you mean. 

Exter William. 

Clo. It is Meat and Drink to me to fee a Clown; by my 
froth, we that have good Wits have much to anfwer for: 
we fhall be flouting; we cannot hold. 

Will, Good Ev’n, dudrey. 

Aud. God ye good Ev’n, William: 

Will, And good Ev’n to you, Sir. 

Clo. Good Ev'n, gentle Friend. Cover thy Head, cover 
thy Head; nay, prethee be cover’'d. How old are you, 
Friend 2 

Will. Five and twenty, Sir. 

Clo. A ripe Age: Is thy Name William ? 

Will. William, Sir. 

Clo. A fair Name. Was’t born i’th’ Foreft here? 

Will, Ay, Sir, I thank God. 

Clo. Thank God: A good anfwer: , 

Art Rich? 

Will. Faith, Sir, fo, fo. 

Clo, So, fo, is good, very good, very excellent good; and 
yet It 1s not; itis but fo, fo, 

Art thou wife 2 

Will. Ay, Sirs I havea pretty Wit. 

Clo, Why, thou fay’ft well: I do now remember a Say 
ing, The Fool doth think he is wife, but the Wife Man 
knows himfelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Philofopher, 


when 
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when he had a Defire to eat a Grape, would open his Lips 
when he put it into his Mouth, meaning thereby, that 
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. 
You do love this Maid? 

Will, 1 do, Sir. 

Clo. Give me your Hand: Art thou learned 2 

Will, No, Sir. 

Clo. Then learnthis of me; To have, is to have. For it is 
a Figure in Rhetorick, that Drink being poured out of a 
Cup into a Glafs, by filling the one doth empty the other. 
For all your Writers do confent, that ip/e is he: Now you 
are not ipfe; for I am he. 

Mill. Which he, Sir2 

Clo. He, Sir, that muft marry this Woman; therefore you 
Clown, abandon; which is in the Vulgar, leave the Society ; 
which in the Boorifh, is Company, of this Female; which 
in the Common, is Woman; which together, is, abandon the 
Society of this Female; or, Clown, thou perifheft; or to 
thy better Underftanding, dieft; or, to wit, I kill thee, make 
thee away, tranflare thy Life into Death, thy Liberty into 
Bondage; I will deal in Poyfon with thee, or in Baftinado, 
or in Steel; I will bandy with thee in Faction, I will o’er- 
run thee with Policy, I will kill thee a hundred and fifty 
ways; therefore tremble and depart. 

Aud. Do, good William, 

Will, God reft you merry, Sir, | Exit. 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Our Mafter and Miltrefs feek you; come away, a- 
way. 

Clo. Trip Audrey, trip Audrey; I attend, 3 
I attend. | Exeunt. 


S G.bk Neo 


Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orla. Is’'t poflible, that on fo little Acquaintance you 
fhould like her? That, but feeing, you fhould love her? 
And loving, woo? and wooing, fhe fhould grant? And will 
you perfevere to enjoy her? 

Oli. Neither call the Giddinefs of it in queftior, the 
Poverty of her, the {mall Acquaintance, my fudden Wooirg, 
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nor her fudden confenting; but fay with me, I love Aliena; 
fay with her, that fhe loves me; confent with beth, that we 
may enjoy each other; it fhall be to your good: For my Fa- 
ther’s Houfe, and all the Revenue, that was old Sir Row- 
land’s, will I eftate upon you, ‘and bere live and die a Shep- 
herd. 
Enter Rofalind. 

Orla. You have my Confent. 
Let your Wedding be to Morrow; thither will I 
Invite the Duke, and all’s contented Followers: 
Go you, and prepare Aliena; for look you; 
Here comes my Rofalind. 

Rof. God fave you, Brother. 

Orla. And you, fair Sifter. 

Rof. Oh my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fee thee 
wear thy Heart in a Scarf. 

Orla. It is my Arm. 

Rof. I thought thy Heart had been wounded with the 
Claws of a Lion. ‘ 

Orla, Wounded it is, but with the Eyes of a Lady. 

Rof: Did your. Brother tell you how f counterfeited to 
{wound, when he fhew’d me your Handkerchief 2 

Orla. Ay, and greater Wonders than that. 

Rof. O, I know where you are: Nay, ‘tis true: There 
was never any thing fo fudden, but the Fight of two Rams, 
and Cefar’s Thrafonical Brag, of, I came, faws and over- 
came: For your Brother, and my Sifter, no fooner met, but 
they look’d; no fooner look’d, but they lov’d; no fooner 
lov’d, but they figh’d; no fooner figh’d, but they ask’d one 
another the Reafon; no fooner knew the Reafon, but they 
fought the Remedy; and in thefe Degrees have they made 
a Pair of Stairs to Marriage, which they will climb mcon- 
tinent, or elfe be incontinent before Marriage; they are in 
the very Wrath of Love, and they will together. Clubs 
cannot part them, 

Orla. They fhall be married to Morrow > and I will bid 
the Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing itis 
to look into Happinefs through another Man’s Eyes; by fo 
much the more fhall Ito Morrow beat the Height of Heart- 
Heavinef, by how muchTI fhall think my Brother happy, 
in having what he withes for. 

Rof: 
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Ref. Why then to Morrow I cannot ferve your Turn for 
Rofalind? 

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Rof. I will weary you then no longer with idle Talking. 
Koow of me then, for now I {peak to fome purpofe, that I 
know you are a Gentleman of good Conceit. I {peak not 
this, that you fhould bear a good Opinion of my Knowledge; 
infomuch; I fay, I know what you are; neither do I labour 
for a greater Efteem than may in fome little Meafure draw 
a Belief from you to do your felf good, and not to grace 
me. Belizve then, if you pleafe, that [ can do ftrange things; 
[ have, firce I was three Years old, converft with a Magi- 
cian, moft profound in his Art, and yet not damnable. If 
you do love Rofalind fo near the Heart, as your Gefture 
cries it out, when your Brother marries Aliena you fhall 
marry her. I know into what Streights of Fortune fhe is 
driven, and it is not impoffible to me, if it appear not in- 
convenient to you, to fet her before your Eyes to Morrow; 
F{umanas he is, and without any Danger. 

Orla. Soeak’{t thou in fober Meanings? | 

Rof. By my Life I do, which I tender dearly, tho’ I fay 
Tam a Migician: Therefore put you in your beft Array, 
bid your Friends: For if you will be married to Motrow, 
you fhall, and to Rofalind, if you will. 


Exter Silvius and Phebe, 


Look, here comes a Lover of mine, and a Lover-of hers. 
Phe, Youth, you have done me much ungentlenefs, 
To thew the Letter that I writ to you. 
Rof. I care not if I have: It is my Study 
To feem defpiteful and ungentle to you: 
You are there follow’d by a faithful Shepherd 3 
Look upor him, love him; he worfhips you. 
Phe. Good Shepherd, tell this Youth what ’tis to love. 
Sil. It is to be made all of Sighs and Tears, 
And fo am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganimed, 
Orla. And [for Rofalind. 
Rof. And I for no Woman, 
Sil. It to. be made all of Faith and Service; 
And fo amI for Phebe. ® 


© 2 Phe. 
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Phe. And I for Ganimed. 

Orla. And I for Rofalind, 

Rof. And I for no Woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of Fantafie, 

All made of Paffion, and all made of Withes, 
All Adoration, Duty and Obfervance; 

All Humblenefs, all Patience, and Impatience, 
All Purity, all Trial, all Obfervance; 

And fo am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And fo am I for Ganimed. 

Orla. And fo am I for Rofalind. 

Rof. And fo am. I for no Woman. 

Phe. Vf this be fo; why blame you me to love yous 

Sil. If this be fo, why blame you me tolove you? 

Orla. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you‘ 

Rof., Who do you {peak to, Why blame you me to 
love you? 

Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Rof. Pray you no more of this; ’tis like the Howling of 
Trifh Wolves againft the Moon; I will help you if I. can; 1 
would love you if I could: To Morrow meet me all toge- 
ther; I will marry you, if ever I marry Womans and Til 
be married to Morrow; I will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisfyd 
Man, and you fhall be married to Morrow; I will content 
you, if what pleafes you contents you, and you fhall be 
married to Morrow. As you love Rofalind meet, as you 
Jove Phebe meet, and as I love no Woman, I'll meet. So 
fare you well; I have left you Commands. 

sil. Vl not fail, if I lives 

Phe. Nor Is : 

Orla. Nor I. | Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 


s 


Clo. To Morrow is the joyful Day, audrey; to Morrow 
will we be married. 

Aud. 1 do defire it with all my Heart; and I hope it is 
no difhoneft Defire, to defire to be a Woman of the World. 
Here come two of the banifh’d Duke's Pages. 


Enter 
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Enter two Pages. 
1 Page. Well met, honeft Gentleman. 
Clo. By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, and a Song. 
2 Page. We are for you, fit i’th’ middle. 
1 Page. Shall we clap into’t roundly, without hauking, or 
{pitting, or faying we are hoarfe, which are the only Pro- 
logues to a bad Voice. 


2 Page. Vfaith, i’faith, and both ina Tune, like two Gyp/es 
on a Horfe. 
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SON G. 
dt was a Lover and his Lafs, 
With a hey, aud a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o'er the green Corncfield did pafs 
Ln the Spring time; the only pretty rang time, 
When Birds do fing, hey ding a ding, ding, 


Sweet Lovers love the Spring. 


And therefore take the prefent time, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 
For Love is crowned with the prime, 

In the Spring time, &c. 


Between the Acres of the Rye, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 


Thefe pretty Country-folks would lye, 
In the Spring time, &c. 


Sets 


The Carrol they began that hour, 

With a hey, anda ho, anda hey nonino; 
flow that a Life was but a Flower, 

Ln the Spring time, &c. 


“~~ 


~ 


Clo, Truly, young Gentlemen, though there was no great 
matter in the ditty, yet the Note was very untunable, 

1 Page. You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we loft not 
our time. 

Clo. By my troth, yes: I count it but time loft to hear 
fuch a foolith Song. God b’w’y you, and God mend your 
Voices, Come, dudrey. a [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 
and Celia. 


Duke Sen. Doftthou believe, Orlando, that the Boy 
Can do all this chat he hath promifed 2 

Orla. I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not; 
As thofe that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Enter Rofalind, Sylvius, and Phebe. 

Rof- Patience once more, whiles our Compaét is urg’d: 
You fay,. if I bring in your Rofalind, [Torhe Duke. 
You will beftow her on Orlando here? 

Duke Sex, That would I, had I Kingdoms to give with her. 

Raf. And you fay you will have her when I bring her? 

[ Zo Orlando. 

Orla. That would I, were I of all Kingdoms. King. 

Rof. You fay you'll Marry me, if I be willing, [To Phe, 

Phe. That willl, thould I die the hour after. 

Rof. But if you do refule to marry me, 

You'll give your felf to this moft faithful Shepherd. 

Phe. So is the Bargain. | 

Rof. You fay, that you'll have Phebe, if fhe will? [ToSyl. 

Syl. Tho’ to have her and Death were both one thing. 

Ref. I have promis’d to make all this matter even: 

Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your Daughter; | 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his Daughter: ‘ 
Keep you your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me; 
Or elfe refufing me, to wed this Shepherd. 
Keep your word, Sylvius, that you'll marry her, 
If the refufe me; and from hence I go 
To make thefe Doubts all even, | Exit Rof. and Celia. 
Duke Sen. ¥ do remember in this Shepherd-Boy, 
Some lively touches of my Daughter’s Favour. 
Orla. My Lord, the firft time that I ever faw him, 
Methought he was a Brother to your Daughter; 
But, my good Lord, this Boy is Foreft born, 
And hath been tutor’d in the Rudiments | 
Of many defperate Studies by his Unkle, 
Who he reports to be a great Magician, | 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Obfcured in the Circle of this Foreft. 
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Faq. There is fure another Flood toward, and thefe Cou- 
ples are coming to the Ark. Here comes a pair of ver 
{trange Beafts, which in all Tongues are call’d Fools, 

Clo. Salucation and Greeting to you all. 

Faq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the 
Motley-minded Gentleman that I have fo often met in the 
Foreft : He hath been a Courtier he {wears. 

Clo. If any Man doubt that, let him put nie to my Purga- 
tion; I have trod a Meafure, I have flatter’d a Lady, [have 
been politick with my Friend, {mooth with mine Enemy, I 
have undone three Tailors, I have had four Quarrels, and 
like to have fought one, 

Fag. And how was that ta’en up? 

Clo. “Faith we met, and found the Quarrel was upon the 
feventh Caufe. 

Faq. How the feventh Caufe? Good my Lord, like 


this Fellow. 
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Duke Sen. 1 like him very very well. 

Clo. God'ild you, Sir, Idefire you of the like: I prefs in 
here, Sir, amongft the reft of the Country Copulatives, to 
{wear, and to forfwear, according as Marriage binds, and 
Blood breaks: A poor Virgin, Sir, an ill-favour’d thing, Sir, 
but mine own, a poor Humour of mine, Sir, to take that 
that no Man elfe will, Raich Honefty dwells like a Mifer, 
Sir, 1n.a poor Houfe, as your Pearl in your Oyfter. 

Duke Sen. By my Faith, he is very fwift and fententious, 

Clo. According to the Fool’s bolt, Sir, and fuch dulcet 
Difesfes, 

Faq. But for the feventh Caufe; how did you find the 
Quarrel on the feventh Caufe? 

Clo. Upon a Lie feven times removed; (bear your Body 
more feeming, dudrey) as thus, Sir; I did diflike the Cut of 
a certain Courtier’s Beard; he fent me word, If I faid his 
Beard wasnot cut well, he wasin the mind it was: This is 
call’d the Retort Courteous. If I fent him word again, it 
was well cut, he would fend me word, he cut it to pleafe 
himfelf. This is call’d the Quip Modeft. If again, it was 
not well cut, he difabled my Judgment: This is call’d the 
Reply Churlith. If again, ic was not well cut, he would 
anfwer, I {pake not true : This is call’d the Reproof Valiant. 
If again, it was not well cut, he would fay, I lie: This is 
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call’d the Countercheck Quarrelfome : And fo the Lie Cir- 
cumftantial, and the Lie Dired. 

Faq. And how oft did you fay his Beard was not well 
cut? . 

Clo. I durft go no further than the Lie Circumftantial ; 
nor he durft not give methe Lie Dire; and fo we meafur'd 
Swords, and parted. 
Faq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 
Lie? ! 

Clo. O, Sir, we quarrel in Print, by the Book ; as you 
have Books for good Manners. I will name you the Degrees, 
The firft, the Retort Courteous; the fecond, the Quip Mo- 
deft;' the third, the Reply Churlifh; the fourth, the Re- 
proof Valiant; the fifth, the Countercheck Quarrelfome; 
the fixth, the Lie with Circumftance; the feventh, the Lie 
Direct. All thefe you may avoid, but the Lie dire@ ; and 
you may avoid that too, with an If, I knew when feven 
Juftices could not take up a Quarrel, but when the Parties 
were met themfelves, one of them thought but of an If; as, 
If you faid fo, then I faid fo; and they fhook Hands, and 
{wore Brothers. Your If is the only Peace-maker; much 
virtue in [f. g 

Faq. 1s not this a rare Fellow, my Lord? He's good at 
any thing, and yet a Fool. | 

Duke Sen, We ufes his Folly like a Stalking-Horfe, and un- 
der the Prefentation of that he fhoots his Wit. 


Enter Hymen, Rofalind ix Woman's Cloths, and Celia, 
Still Adujfick 
Hym, Then is there Mirth in Heav’n, 
When earthly things made even 
Atone together. 
Good Duke receive thy Daughter, 
Hymen from Heav'n brought ber, 
Yea, brought her hither, 


That thou might'/t joyn her hand with his, 
Whofe Heart within his Bofom is, 


Rof. To you I givemy felf; for I am yours, | To the Duke. 
To youl give my felf; for I am yours. [7 Orlando: 
Duke Sen. Uf there be truth in fight, you are my Daughter. 


Orla, 
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Orla. If there be truth in fight, you are my Rofalind. 


Phe. If fightand fhape be true, why then my Love adieu. 


Rof. I'll have no Father, if you be not he; 
Pll have no Husband, if you be not he; 
Nor ne’er wed Woman, if you be not fhe. 

HHym. Peace hoa; I bar Confufion: | 
*Tis I muft make conclufion 
Of thefe moft f{trange Events: 

Here's eight that muft take Hands, 

To join in Hymen's Bands, 

If Truth holds true Contents. 

You and you no Crofs thall part ; 
You and you are Heart in Heart; 
You to his Love mutt accord, 

Or have a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you are fure together, 

As the Winter to foul Weather : 
Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we fing, 
Feed your felves with queftioning : 
That Reafon, Wonder may diminifh, 
Flow thus we met, and thefe things finith. 


SON G. 


Wedding is great Juno’s Crown, 
O bleffed Bond of Board and Bed ! 
"Zis Hymen Peoples ev'ry Town, 
High Wedlock then be honoured : 
Flonour, high Honour and Renown 
Zo Hymen, God of every Town. 


Duke Sen. © my dear Neice, welcome thou art to me, 
Even Daughter, welcome, in no lefs degree. | 
Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine, 

Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. 

Enter Jaques de Boyes, 
Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two: 

I am the fecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 

That bring thefe tidings to this fair Affembly. 

Duke Frederick hearing how that every day 

Men of great Worth reforted to-this Foreft, 

Addcefs’d a mighty Power which were on foot 
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In his own Condué,purpofely to take 
His Brother here, and put him to the Sword: 
And to the Skirts of this wild Wood he came, + 
Where meeting with an oid Religious Man; 
After fome queftion with him, was converted . 
Both from his Enterprize, and from the World; 
His Crown bequeathing to his banifh’d Brother, 
And all their Lands reftor'd to them again 
That were withhim Exil’d. This to be true, 
I do engage my Life. 
Duke Sen. Welcome, young Man: 
Thou offer’ft fairly to thy Brothers Wedding; 
To one his Lands with-held, and.to the other 
A Land it felf at large, a potent Dukedom. 
Firft, in this Foreft, let us do thofe Ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot: 
And after, every of this happy Number 
That have endur’d threwd Days and Nights with us, 
Shall fhare the good of our returned Fortune, 
According to the meafure of their States. | 
Mean time, forget this new-fall’n Dignity, 
And fall into our Ruftick Revelry: 
Play Mufick, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all, 
With Meafure heap’d in Joy, to th’ Meafures fall. 
Faq. Sir, by your patience: If I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put ona Religious Life, : 
And thrown into neglec&t the pompous Court. 
Faq. de B. He hath, 
Faq. To him will I: Out of thefe Convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn’d. 
You to your former Honour, I bequeath, [ To the Duke. 
Your Patience, and your Virtue well deferves it : 
You toa Love that your true Faith doth merit; {Fo Orla. 
You to your Land, and Love, and great Allies; [To Oli. 
You to a long and well-deferved Bed ; [ ToSyl. 
And you to Wrangling; for thy loving Voyage [ Tothe Clown 
Is but for two Months victuall’d: So to your Pleafures; 
I am for other than for Dancing Meafures. 
Duke Sen. Stay, Faques, ftay. 
Faq. To fee no Paftime, I: What you would have, 
I'll ftay to know at your abandon’d Cave. [ Exit. 
Duke 
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Duke Sen, Proceed, proceed, we will begin thefe Rites, 
As we dotruft they'll end in true Delights. 

Rof. Xt is not the Fafhion to fee the Lady the Epilogue; 
but if is no more unhandfome than to fee the Lord the Pro- 
logue. If it be true, that good Wine needs no Bufh, ’tis 
true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue, Yet to good 
Wine they do ufe good Bufhes; and good Plays prove the 
better by the help of good Epilogues, What a cafe am I 
in then, that am neither a good Epilogue, nor cannot infi- 
nuate with you in the behalf of a good Play? I am not fur- 
nifh’d like a Beggar; therefore to beg will not become me, 
My way is to Conjure you, and I’ll begin with the Women, 
I charge you, O Women, for the love you bear to Men, 
to like as much of this Play as pleafes you: And I charge 
you, O Men, for the love you bear to Women, as I per- 
ceive by your-Simpring, none of you hates them, that be- 
tween you and the Women, the Play may pleafe. If I were 
a Woman, I would kifs as many of you as had Beards that 
pleas’'d me, Complexions that lik’d me, and Breaths that I des 
fy’d not: And, I am fure, as many as have good Beards, or 
good Faces, or {weet Breaths, will for my kind Offer, when 
I make Courtfie, bid me farewel. | Exennt, 
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Dramatis Perfonz. 


_ Lord, before whom the Play is fupposid to be 
“™ plaid. | 
Ciriitophero Sly, @ drunken Tinker. 
Hoftefs. 
Page, Players, Hunt{men, and other Servanis 
attending on the Lord. 


The Perfons of the Play it felf are 


Baptifta, Father to Katharina and Biancha, very 
rich. 

Vincentio, an old Gentleman of Pita. 

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, 72 love with Biancha. 

Petruchio, 4 Gentleman of Verona, @ Suitor to 
Katharina. | 

Gremio, 

Hortenfio, 

Tranio, 

Biondello, 

Grumio, Servant to Petruchio. 

Pedant, a” old Fellow fet up to perfonate Vin- 
centio. 

Katharina, the Shrew. 

Biancha, ber Szfer. 

Widow. , 

Taylor, Haberdafhers, with Servants attending om 

Baptifta avd Petruchio. 


‘ Pretenders to Biancha. 


; Servants io Lucentio. 


SCENE mthe latter End of the third, and 
beginning of the fourth At in Petruchio’s 
Houfe in the Country; for the reft of the Play 


in Padua: 
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The 
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Exuter Hoftefs and Sly. 
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LL pheeze you, in Faith. 

Hloft. A Pair of Stocks, you Rogue. 

Sly. Y’are a Baggage ; the Slies are no 
Rogues. Look in the Chronicles, we came 
with Richard Congueror ; therefore Paucus 
pallabris, let the World {lide : Seffa. 

Hoft. You will not pay for the Glaffes you have burft 2 

sly. No, not a Deniere: Go by S. Feronimy, go to thy 
cold Bed, and warm thee. 


oft. I know my Remedy; I muft go fetch the Head- 
borough. | Exit. 
Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth Borough, I'll anfwer him by 
Law; Qll not budge an Inch, Boy; let him come, andkind- 
ly. | Falls afleep. 
Wind Horns. Enter a Lord from flunting, with a Train. 


Lord. Huntfman, I charge thee tender well my Hounds, 
Brach Merriman, the poor Cur is imboft, 
And couple Gowder with the deep-mouth’d Brach. 
Saw’ft thou not, Boy, how Silver made it good 
At the Hedge Corner, in the coldeft Fault; 
I would not lofe the Dog for twenty Pound. 

Hun, Why, Belmaz is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried upon it at the meereft Lofs, 
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And twice to Day pick’d out the dulleft Scent : 
Truft me, I take him for the better Dog. 

Lord. Thou art a Fool, if Eccho were as fleet, 

I would efteem him worth a Dozen fuch. 
But fup them well, and look unto them all, 
To Morrow [ intend to hunt again. 

Hun. 1 will, my Lord. 

Lord. What's here? one Dead, or Drunk? See, doth he 
breathe? 

2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm’d with 
Ale, this were a Bed but cold to fleep fo foundly. 

Lord. O monftrous Beaft! how like a Swine he lyes ! 
Grim Death, how foul and loathfome is thine Image! 
Sirs, I will practife on this drunken Man. 

What think you if he were convey'd to Bed, 

Wrapt in fweet Cloaths: Rings put upon his Finger; 
A moft delicious Banquet by his Bed, 

And brave Attendants near him when he wakes; 
Would not the Beggar then forget himfelf 2 

t Hun. Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot chufe- 

2 Hun, It would feem ftrange unto him when he wak’d. 

Lord. Even as a flatt’ring Dream, or worthlefs Fancy, 
Then take him up, and manage well the Jeft: 

Carry him gently to my fzireft Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton Piétures; 
Balm his foul Head in warm diftilled Waters, 
And burn {weet Wood to make the Lodging fweet. 
Procure me Mufick ready when he wakes, . 
To make a Dulcet and a Heav’nly Sound; 
And if he chance to fpeak, be ready ftraight, 
And with a low fubmiffive Reverence, 
Say, what is it your Honour will command; 
Let one attend him with a filver Bafon 
Full of Rofe-water, and beftrew’d with Flowers, 
Another bear the Ewer; a third a Diaper, 
And fay, will pleafe your Lordthip cool your Hands? 
Some one be ready with a coftly Suit, ae 
And ask him what Apparel he will wear; 
Another tell him of his Hounds and Horfe. 
And that his Lady mourns at his Difeafe; 
Perfuade him that he hath been Lunatick, 

: And 
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And when he fays he is poor, fay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty Lord : 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs; 
Tt will be Paftime pafling excellent, 
If it be husbanded with Modefty. 

I Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we will play otir Parr, 
As he fhall think by our true Diligence, 

¢ Is no lefs than what we fay he is. 


Lord. Take him up gently, and to Bed withhim; 
And each one to his Office when he wakes. 


[Sound Trumpets. 
umpet *tis that founds, 
le Gentleman that means, 
Journey, to repofe him here, 
Enter Servant. 

How now ? Who is ir 2 

Ser, An’t pleafe your Honour, Players 
That offer Service to your Lordfhip. 

Lord. Bid them come near: 


Sirrah, go fee what Tr 
Belike fome nob 
Travelling fome 


Enter Players. 
Now Fellows, you are welcome, 


Play. We thank your Honour, 
Lord. Do you intend to {tay with me to Night 2 
2 Play. So pleafe your Lordthip to accept our Duty. 
Lord. With all my Heart. This Fellow I remember. 
Since once he play’d a Farmer's eldeft Son; 
‘T'was where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo well: 
I have forgot ‘your Name: but fure that Part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform’d, 
Sim. Y think 'ewas Soto th 
Lord. ’Tis very true, tho 
Well, you are come to me j 
The rather for I have fome Sport in Hand, 
Wherein your Cunning can alfift me much, 
here is a Lord will hear you play to Night; 
But I am doubtful of your Modefties, 
Left over eying of his odd Behaviour, 
(For yet his Honour never heard a Play,) 
You break into fome merry Paffion, 
And fo offend him: For J tell you, Sirs, 


{f you thould {mile, he grows impatient, 
Vor. II. P 


at your Honour means, 
1 didft it excellent : 
n happy time, 


Play. 





<1 oe eer 


pene Ane = aa. ; 
OE. OE OE OEE a / 


z : . 5 > ~~ ou cae SHES 
OO OO EE © E T EE a © 
OO FE - 





eS eee = 


' 
é 


An ten 


ee 


* OL 7 
aa ent -4 
So. -& -- -a 
2G: oar 
ee 
oo" = 








674 The Taming of the Shrew. 


Play. Fear not, my Lord, we can contain our felves, 
Were he the verieft Antick in the World. 
Lord. Go Sirrab, take them to the Burrery, 
Let them want nothing that my Houfe affords. 
| Exit one with the Players: 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my Page, 
And fee him dreft in all fuits like a Lady: ? 
That done, conduct him to the Drurkard’s Chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him Obeifance. 
Teil him from me, as he will win my Love, 
He bear himfelf with honourable Action, 
Such as he hath obfery’d in noble Ladies 
Unto their Lords, by them accomplifhed ; 
Such Duty to the Drunkard let him do, 
Wich foft low Tongue, and lowly Courtefie ; 
And fay; What is’t your Honour will command, 
Wherein your Lady, and your humble Wife, 
May thew her Dury, and make known her Love; 
And then with kind Embracements, tempting Kiffes; 
And with declining Head into his Bofom, 
Bid him thed Tears, as being overjoy d 
To fee her noble Lord reftor’d to Health, 
Who for this feven Years hath efteem’d himfelf 
No better than a poor and loathfome Beggar: 
And if the Boy have not a Woman's Gift 
To rain a Shower of commanded Tears, 
An Onion wil! do well for fuch a Shift, 
Which in a Napkin being clofe convey’d, 
Shall in defpight enforce a watry Eye. 
See this difpatch’d with all the hafte thou canft, 
Anon I'll give thee more Inftru€tions. | Exit Servant. 
T know the Boy wil! well ufurp the Grace, . 
Voice, Gate, and Action of a Gentlewoman. 
I lone to hear him call the Drunkard, Husband, 
And how my Men will ftay themfelves from Laughter, 
When they do Homage to this fimple Peafant; | 
I'll in to counfel them: Haply my Prefence 
May well abate the over-merry Spleen, 
Which otherwife would grow isto Extreams. 


Exter 
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675 
Enter Sly with Attendants, fome with Apparel, Lafon and 
Ewer, and other Appurtenances. 

Sly. For God’s fake a Pot of {mall Ale, 

I Serv, Will’t pleafe your Lordthip drink a Cup of Sack? 

2 Serv. Will’t pleafe your Honour tafte of thefe Con- 
-€rves2 

3 Serv. What Raiment will your Hotour wear to Day? 

Sly. Lam Chriftophero Sty, call not me Honour, nor Lord~ 
hip: Ine’er diark Sack 15 my Life; and if 
any Conferves, give me Conferves of Bee 
what Raiment L'il wear, for I have no more Doublets than 
Backs, no more Stockings than Legs, nor no more Shooes 
than Feet ; nay fometimes more Feet than Shoocs, or {uch 
Shooes as my Toes fook through the over-leather, 

Lord. Heav'n ceafe this idle Humour in your Honour, 
Oh that a mighty Man of fach Defcentr, 

OF fuch Poffeffions, and fo high Efteem, 
Should be infufed with fo foul Spirit. 

Sly, What, would you make me mad? Am not JT Chri-« 
ftophero Sly, old Sly’s Son of Button-heath, by Birth a Ped- 
ler, by Education a Card-maker, by Tranfmutation a Bear- 
herd, and now by prefent Profeffion a Tinker. Ask Afayq 
rian Hacket, the fat Ale-wife of Wincot, if the know me nots 
if the fay I am not fourteen Pence on the Score for Sheer 
Ale, fcore me up for the lying’ft Knave in Chriftendom. 
What I am not beftraught: here’s——. 

I Adan. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourn, 


2 Man, Oh this it is that makes your Servants droop, 


Lord. Hence comes it that your Kindred thun your Houfe, 

As beaten hence by your ftrange Lunacy. 

Oh noble Lord, bethink thee of thy Birth, 

Call home thy ancient Thoughts from Banithment, 

And banith hence théfe abje@ lowly Dreams: 

Look how thy Servants do attend ¢n thee, 

Each in his Office ready at thy Beck, 
Wile thou have Mufick? Hark, ~dpollo plays, | ALujick, 
And twenty caged Nightingales do fing. 

Or wilt thou fleep? We'll have thee to a Couch, 
Softer and fweeter than the Juffal Bed 
@a purpofe trimm’d up for Semiramis, 

Pa 


you give me 


nT ; ‘ 
« ING €r ask me 


Say 
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Say thou wilt walk, we will beftrow the Ground: a 
Or wilt thou ride? Thy Horfes fhall be trapp’d, } 
Their Harnefs ftudded all with Gold and Pearl. 
Doft thou love Hawking? Thou haft Hawks will foar 
Above the Morning Lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 
Thy Hounds fhall make the Welkin anfwer them, 
And fetch fhrill Ecchoes from the hollow Earth. : 

1 Afan. Say thou wilt courfe, thy Grayhounds are as fwift 
As breathed Stags; ay, fleeter than the Roe. 

2 Adan. Dott thoulove Pictures? We will fetch thee ftraight 
Adonis painted by a running Brook, 
And Citherea all in Sedges hid, 
Which feem to move, and wanton with her Breath, 
Even as the waving Sedges play with Wind. 

Lord. We'll thew thee Jo, as fhe was a Maid, 
And how fhe was beguiled and furpris’d, 
As lively painted as the Deed was done. 

3 Adan. Or Daphne roming through a thorny. Wood, 
Scratching her Legs, that one fhall fwear fhe bleeds ; 

And at the Sight fhall fad Apollo weep: 
So workmanly the Blood and Tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a Lord: | 
Thou haft a Lady far more beautiful, 

Than any Woman in this waining Age. 

1 A4an. And ’cill the Tears that fhe hath fhed for thee, 

Like envious Floods, o’er-run her lovely Face, 
She was the faireft Creature in the World, 
And yet fhe is inferior to none. 

Sly. Am I a Lord, and have I fuch a Lady ? 
Or do I dream? Or have I dream’d ’till now 2 
I do not fleep ; I fee, I hear, I fpeak; . 

I {mell fwect Savours, and I feel foft Things: 
Upon my Life I am a Lord indeed, 

And not a Tinker, nor Chriftophero Sly. 

Well, bring our Lady hither to our Sight, 

And once again a Pot o'th’ fmalleft Ale. 

2 AMfan, Wilt pleafe your Mightinefs to wath your Hands? 
Oh how we joy to fee your Wits reftor'd, : 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are: 
Thefe fifteen Years you have been in a Dream, 
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Or when you wak’d, you wak’d as if you flept. 
Sly. Thefe fifteen Years! by my Fay, a goodly Nap: 
But did I never {peak of all that time? 
1 Man. Oh yes, my Lord, but very idle Words. 
For tho’ you lay here in this goodly Chamber, 
Yet would you fay, ye were beaten out of Door,’ 
And rail’d upon the Hoftefs of the Houfe, 
And fay you would prefent her at the Léet, 
Becaufe fhe brought Stone Jugs, and no feal’d Quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker, 
Sly. Ay, the Woman’s Maid of the Houfe. 
3 44an. Why Sir, youknow no Houfe, nor no fuch Maid, 
Nor no fuch Men as you’ have reckon’d ups 
As Stephen Sly, and old ‘Fohn Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turph, and fLenry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more fuch Names and Men as thefe, 
Which never were, nor no Man ever faw, 


Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. 
LAll, Amen. 


577 
677 


Enter Lady with Attendants. 


Sly, I thank thee, thou: thalt not lof by ir, 
Lady. How fares my noble Lord? 
Sly. Marry I fare well, for here 
Where is my Wife?2 
Lady. Here noble Lord, wh 
Sly. Are you my Wife, and will not cal] me Husband? 
My Men fhould call me Lord, I am your good Man. 
Lady. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, 
Iam your Wife in all Obedience. 
Sly. I know it well, what muft I call her2 
Lord, Madam. 
Sly. <Alce Madam, or Yoan Madam? 
Lord. Madam, and nothing eife, fo Lords cal] Ladies. 
Sly. Madam Wife, they fay that I have dream’d, 
And flept above fome fifteen Years and more, 
Lady. Ay, and the Time feems thirty unto me, 
Being all this Time abandon’d from your Bed. 
Sly, °Tis much. Servants leave me and her alone : 
Madam, undrefs you, and come now to Bed. 
P 


3 Lady. 


is Cheer enough. 


at is thy Will with her 
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Lady. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you, — 
To pardon me yet for a Night or two: yy 
Or if nor fo, until the Sun be fet; 

For your Phyficians have exprefly charg’d, 

In Perl to incur your former Malady, 

That I thould yet abfent me from your Bed; 

E hope this Reafon ftands for my Excufe. . 

Sly. Ay, it ftands fo that I may hardly tarry fo long; 
But I would be loath to fall into my Dream again: I will — 
therefore tarry in defpight of the Fleth and the Blood. 

Exter a Meffenger. oa 

Aeff. Your Honour’s Players, hearing your Amendment, — 
Are come to play a pleafant Comedy; ee 
For fo your Doctors hold it very meet, 

Seeing fo much Sadnefs hath congeal’d yourBlood, 
And Melancholly is the Nurfe of Frenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play, 

And frame your Mind to Mirth and Merriment, 

Which bars a thoufand Harms, and lengthens Life. 

Sly, Marry I will, let them play, it is not a Comonty, 

a Chrifémas Gambold, or a tumbling Trick? 
Lady. No, my good Lord, it is more pleafing Stuff. 
S/y. What, Houthold Stuff2 
Lady. It is a kind of Hiftory. 
Sly. Well, we'll feet: 
Come, Madam Wife, fit by my Side, 
And let the World flip, we thall ne’er be Younger, 
Flourifh, Enter Lucentio and Tranio. 
Luc. Tranio, fince for the great Defire I had 
To fee fair Padua, Nurfery of Arts, 
Tam arriv’d for fruitful Lumbardy, 
Tire pleafant Garden of great ftaly, 
And by my Father’s Love and Leave am arm’d 
Wrh his good Will, and thy good Company. 
Moft trufty Servant well approv'd in all, 
Here let us breathe, and happly infticute 
A Courfe of Learning, and ingenious Studies. 
Pifa, renowned for grave Citizens, ee 
Gave me my Being, and my Father firft 
A Merchane of great Traittick through the World; 
Pincentio’s game of the Bentivalii, 9° 3 
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Vincentia’s Son, brought up in Florence, 

It fhall become to ferve all Hopes conceiv’d 
To deck his Fortune with his virtuous Deeds: 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ftudy, 
Virtue and that part of Philofophy 

Will [ apply to, that treats of Happinefs, 

By Virtue ‘{pecially to be atchiev’d. 

Tell me thy Mind, for I have Pi/a left, 

And am to Padwa come, as he that leaves 

A thallow Plath to plunge him in the Deep, 
And with Satiety feeks to quench his Thirft. 

Tra. Ade Pardonato, gentle Mafter mine, 

I am inall affccted as your felf; 

Glad that you thus continue your Refolve, 
To fuck the Sweets of {weet Philofophy: 
Only, good Mafter, while we do admire 

This Virtue, and this moral Difcipline, 

Let’s be no Stoicks, nor no Stocks, I pray; 

Or fo devote to driffotle’s Checks, 

As Ovid be an Outcaft quite abjur’d, 

Talk Logick with Acquaintance that you have, 
And practice R hetorick in your common Talk; 
Mufick and‘Poefie ufe to quicken you, 

The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyticks, 

Fall to them as you find your Stomach ferves you: 
No Profit grows, where is no Pleafure ta’en: 

In brief, Sir, ftudy what you moft affe@. 

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well doft thou advife; 

If, Biondello, thou wert come afhore, 

We could at once put us in readinefs, 

And take a Lodging fit to entertain 
Such Friends, as time in Padua fhall beget. 
But ftay a while, what Company is this 2 

Tra. Matter, fome Shew to welcome us to Town, 


Enter Baptifta with Katharina and Bianca, Gremio, and 
Hortenfio. Lucentio azd Tranio rand by. 
Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 
For how I firmly am refoly’d you know; 
That is, not to beftow my youngeft Daughter, 
Before I have a Husband}for the Elder: 
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680 The Taming of the Shrew, 
If either of you both love Katherina, | 
Becaufe I know you well, and love you well, | : 
Leave fhall you have to court her at your Pleafure. Ay 
Gre. To cart her rather. She’s too rough for me, 
There, there, flortenfio, will you any Wife? 
Kath, I pray you, Sir, is it your Will 
To make a Stale of me amongft thofe Mates 2 
4for. Mates Maid; how mean you that? 
No Mates, for you; 
Unlefs you were of gentler milder Mould. 
Kath. Vfaith, Sir, you fhall never need to fear, 
. Wis it is not half way to her Heart: 
But if it were, doubt not, her Care fhall be, 
0 coms your Noddle with a three-lege'd Stool, 
And paint your Face, and ufe you like a Fool. 
ffar. From all fuch Devils, good Lord, deliver us, 
Gre. And me too, good Lord. , 
Tra. Huth’d, Mafter, here’s fome | 
That Wench is ftark mad, or wonderful froward. ~ 
Luc. But in the other’s Silence I do fee, © 
Maid’s mild Behaviour and Sobriety. 
Peace, Tranio, 3 
Tra, Well faid, Matter, 
Bap. Gentlemen, that 
What I have faid, Bianc 
And let it hot difpleafe t 
For I will love thee ne’e 
Kath. A pretty Peat, j 
And the knew why. ~ 
Bian, Sitter, content you in my Difcontent. 
Sir, to your Pleafure humbly T fubferibe : 
My Books and Inftruments fhall be my Company, 
On them to Jook, and practife by my felf, | 
Luc. Heark, Tranio, thou maift hear AGuerva fpeak, 
ffor, Signior Baptifta, will you be fo {trange; , 
Sorry am I that our good Will effects | | 
Bianca’s Grief. be 
Gre. Why wiil you mew her up, 
Signior Baptifta, for this Fiend of Hell, 
And make’ hey bear the Penance of her Tongue? 
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Bap. Gentlemen, contentjye; I am refolv’d : 

Go in, Bianca. | 

And for I know fhe taketh moft delight 

In Mufick, Inftruments, and Poetry, 

School-matters will I keep within my Houfe, 

Fit to inftru& her Youth, If you, Hortenjio, 

Or Signior Gremio, you know any fuch, 

Prefer them hither, for to cunning Men 

I will be very kind and liberal, 

To mine own Children, in good bringing up, 

And fo farewel. Karherina, you may ftay, 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. | Exit, 
Kath, Why, I truft I may go too, may I not? 

What fhall I be appointed Hours, as tho’, 

Belike, I knew not what to take, 

And what to leave? Ha! [ Exit. 

Gre. You may go to the Devil’s Dam: Your Gifts are fo 
good, here is none will hold you. Our Love is not fo great, 
£fortenfio, but we may blow our Nails together, and faft it 
fairly out. Our Cake’s Dow on:both fides. Farewel; yet 
for the Love I bear my fweet Bianca, if I can by any means 
light on a fit Man to teach her that wherein fhe delights, I 
will with him to her Father. 

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio: But a word, | pray; 
tho’ the nature of our Quarrel yet never brook’d Parlee, 
know now upon advice, it toucheth us both, that we may 
yet again have accefs to our fair Miftrefs, and be happ 
Rivals in Bianca’s Love, to labour and effe& one thing ’{pe~ 
cially. 

Gre. What’s that, I pray ? 

for. Marry Sir, to get a Husband for her Sifter, 

Gre. A Husband! a Devil. 

ffor. I fay a Husband. 


Gre, I fay a Devil, Think’{t thou, Hortenfio, tho’ her 
Father be very rich, any Man is fo very a Fool to be married 
to Hell? 

Her. Tuth, Gremio; tho’ it pafs your Patience and mine 
to endure her lewd Alarms, why, Man, there be good Fel- 
lows in the World, and a Man could light on them, would 
take her with all her Faults, and Mony enough, 


Gre, 
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Eh Gre. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her Dowry 
Hi with this Condition, to be whip’d at the High-crofs every 
Morning. ee: 

t Hor, Faith, as you fay, there’s {mall choice in rotten 
| Apples: Come, fince this bar in Law makes us Friends, it 








| fhall be fo forth friendly maiotain’d, ‘till by helping Bap- 
| _ tifta’seldeft Daughter toa Husband, we fet his youngeftfree 
i for a Husband, and then have tot afrefh. Sweet Bianca! | 
‘ happy Man be his dole; he that runs fafteft gets the Ring ; 
; how fay you, Signior Gremio ? 
ie Gre. 1 am agreed, and would I had given him the beft 
ae Horfe in Padza to begin his wooing that would throughly 
| woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the Houfe of her. | 
) ia Come on. | Exeunt Gre. and Hor. Adanct Tra.and Lucen. — 
Tra I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poffible ’ 
ie That Love fhould on a fudden take fuch hold? ; 
| Luc. Oh Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
| i ie I never thought it poflible or likely. : 
aa But fee, while idly I ftood looking on, 
| ae I found the effe& of Love in Idlenefs, 
| And now in plainnefs to confefs to thee, 
That art to me as fecret and as dear 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was, 
Tranio, l burn, I pine, I perith, Trani, 
If I atchieve not this young modeft Girl: 
Counfel me, Trazio, for I know thou canft; / 
Aflift me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt, 
Tra, Matter, it is no time to chide you now. ; 
Affection is not rated from the Heart ; : 
If Love has touch’d you, nought remains but fo, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 
Luc. Gramercy, Lad; go forward, this contents, 
The reft will comfort, for thy Counfel’sfound, __ 
Tra, Mafter, you look’d fo longly on the Maid, 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all, . 
Luc. O yes, Ifaw fweet Beauty in her Face, 
Such as the Daughter of dgexor had, 
That made great Fove to humble him to her Hand, 
When with his Knees he kifs'd the Creraz Strand, 
Tra. Saw youaomore? Mark’d you not how her Sifter 
Began to Scold, and raife up fuch aStorm, 
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That mortal Ears might hardly endure the Din. 
Luc. Tranio, 1 faw her Coral Lips to move; 
And with her Breath the did perfume the Air, 
Sacred and {weet was all I faw in her. 
Tra. Nay; then ’tis time to ftir him from his Trance: 
I pray awake, Sir; if you love the Maid, 
Bend Thoughts and Wits to atchieve her. Thusit ftands: 
Her eldeft Sifter is fo curft and fhrew’d, 
That ’till the Father rids his Hands of her, 
Mafter, your Love muft live a Maid at home, 
And therefore has he clofely mew’d her up, 
Becaufe fhe fhall not be annoy’d with Suitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel Father’s he! 
But art thou not advis’d, he took fome care 
To get her cunning School-mafters to inftruct her ? 
Tra. Ay marry am I, Sir, and now ’tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Trazio. 
Tra. Mafter, for my Hand, 
Both our Inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firft. 
Tra. You will be School-mafter, 
And undertake the teaching of the Maid: 
That’s your Device. 
Luc. It is: May it be done ¢ 
Tra. Not poffible: For who fhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentia’s Son, 
Keep Houfe, and ply his Book, welcome his Friends, 
Vifit his Countrymen, and banquet them¢ 
Luc. Bafta, content thee, for I have it full. 
We have not yet been feen in any Houfe, 
Nor can we be diftinguifh’d by our Faces, 
For Man or Mafter: Then it follows thus. 
Thou fhalt be Mafter, 7iavio, in my ftead; 
Keep Houfe, and Port, and Servants, as I fhould, 
I will.fome other be, fome Florentine, — 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner Man of Pi/a. 
*Tis hatch’d, and fhall be fo; Traxio, at once 
Uncafe thee: Take my colour'd Hat and Cloak, 
When Bioxzdello comes, he waits on thee, 
But I will charm him firft to keep his Tongue. 
Tra. Sohad youneed, 
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In brief, Sir, fith it your pleafure is, 

And I am tied to be obedient, 

For fo your Father charg’d me at ou 
Be ferviceable to my Son, quoth he, 
Altho’, I-think, *twas in another fenfe, 
I am content to be Lucentio, 
Becaufe fo well I love Lucentio. 


Luc. Tranio, be fo, becaufe Lucentio loves : 
And let me bea Slave Vatchieve that Maid, | 
Whofe fudden fight hath thrabd iny wounded Eye, 
Enter Biondello, 


Here comes the Rogue. Sirra, where have you been? 
Bion. Where have I been 2 Nay, 


r parting ; 


how now, where are 
yout Mafter, has my Fellow Tranio your Clothes, 


ftoll’n 
or you ftoll’n his, or both 2 Pray what's the News 2 


Luc. Sirra, come hither, ’tis no time to jeft, 
And therefore frame your Manners to the time. 
Your Fellow Tranio here, to fave my Life, ~ 
Puts my Apparel and my Count’nance on, 

And I for my efcape have put on his : 
For in a Quarrel, fince J came afhore, 


f kill'd a Man, and fear { am defcry’d ; 


Wait you onhim, [ charge you, as becomes; 


While I make way from hence to faye my Life, 
You underftand me 2 

Bion. Ay, Sir, ne’er whit. 

Luc. And not a 


; jot of Tranio in your Mouth, 
Zranio is chang’d into Lucentio. 


Bion. The better for him, would I were fo too. 

tra. So would I, faith Boy, to have the next With af- 
ter, that Lucentio indeed had Baptifta’s youngeft Daughter: 
But, Sirra, not for my fake, but your Matter’s, I advife you 
ufe your Manners difcreet] 
When I am alon 


y in all kind of Companies : 
€> why then I am Tranio; but in all Places 
elfe, your Matter Lucentio, 
Luc. Tranio, let's O; 


One thing more refts, that thy felf execute, 
o make one ’mong thefe Wooers; if thou ask me why, 
Sufficeth my Reafons are both §00d and weighty, [Exewnp? 


The 
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The Prefenters above {peak 
t Adan. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the Play. 
Sly. Yes, by Saint dane, dol; a good matter furely. 
Come’s there any more of it 2 
Lady. My Lord, ’tis but begun. 
Sly. "Tis a very excellent piece of Work, Madam Lady, 
*would *twere done. [They fit and mark. 


ACT WS SCE Ne S| 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 


Pet, BY Agen for a while I take my leave, 
To fee my Friends in Padua; but of all 
My beft beloved and approved Friend, 
Hortenfo; and I trow this is the Houfe: 
Here Sirra, Gramio, knock I fay. 
Gra. Knock, Sir? whom fhould I knock? Is there any 
Man has rebus’d your Worfhip ? | 
Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here foundly. 
Gru. Knock you here, Sir? Why, Sir, whatamI, Sir, 
That I fhould knock you here Sir? 
Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this Gate, 
And rap me well, or I'll knock your Knave’s Pate. 
Gru. My Matter is grown quarrelfome : 
I fhould knock you firft, 
And then I know after, who comes by the worft. 
Pet. Will it not be 2 
‘Faith, Sirra, and you'l] not knock, I’ll ring it,’ 
I'll try how you can Sei, Fa, and fing it. 
| He rings him by the Ears. 
Gru. Help, Miftrefs, help, my Mafter is mad. 
Pet. Now knock when I bid you: Sirra, Villain. 
Enter Hortenfio. 
flor. How now, what’s the matter? My old Friend 
Grumio, and my good Friend Petruchio! How do you all 
at Verona? 
Pet. Signior Hortenfio, come you to part the Fray?2 
Gontniti le core bene troyato, may I fay. 
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Her. Alla noftra cafa ben venuto multo honorato Signior 
mio Petruchio. a 
Rife, Gramio, we will compound this Quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, ’tis no matter, what he leges in Latin, If 
this be not a lawful Caufe for me to leave his Service, look 
you, Sir: He bid me knock him, and rap him foundly, Sir. 
Well, was it fit for a Servant to ufe his Mafter fo, being 
perhaps, for ought I fee, two and thirty, a peep our 
W iom would to God I had well knock’d at firft, then had 
not Grumio come by the worft. 

Pet. A fenfelefs Villain. Good Hortenfjo, 

I bad the Rafcal knock upon your Gate, 
And could not get him for my Heart to do it, 

Gra. Knock at the Gare2’ O Heav’ns! Spake you not 
thefe words plain? Sirra, Knock me here, rap me here, 
knock me well, and knock me foundly 2 And come you now 
with knocking at the Gate? : 

Pet. Sirra, be gone, or ta'k not, I advife you, 

flor. Petruchio, patience, I am Grumio’s Pledge + 
Why this is a heavy Chance ‘twixt him and you, 

Your ancient trufty pleafant Servant Grumio; 
And tell me now, fweet Friend, what happy Gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona 2 

Pet. Such Wind as {catters young Men through the World, 
To feek their Fortunes farther than at home, / 
Where {mal] Experience Stows but in a few, 

Sigaior Flortenfio, thus it ftands with me, 

Antonio my Father is deceas’d, 

And I have thruft my felf into this maze, 
Happily to Wive and Thrive, as beft I may: 
Crowns in my Purfe I have, and Goods at home, 
And fo am come abroad to fee the World. 

Hor. Petrnchio, thall I then come roundly to thee, 
And with thee to 4 fhrew’d ill-favour’d Wife2 
Thou’dft thank me but 4 little for my Counfel, 
And yet I'll promife thee the hall be rich, 

And very rich: But thou'rt too much my Friend, 
And T'll not with thee to her, 

Pet. Signior Hortenfo, ’twixt fuch Friends as we 

Few words fuffice; and therefore, if thou know 
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One rich enough to be Perruchio’s Wife: 

As Wealth is burthen of my wooing Dance; 
Be fhe as Foul as was Florentius Love, 

As Old as Sybel, as Curft and Shrew’d 

As Socrates's Zantippe, or a worfe, 

She moves me not, or not removes, at leaft, 
Affections edge in time. Were fhe as rough 
As are the {welling ddriatick Seas. 

I come to Wive it wealthily in Padua : 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gra. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what his 
Mind is: Why give him Gold enough, and marry himto 
a Puppet, or an Aglet Baby, or an old Trot with ne’er a 
Tooth in her Head, tho’ fhe have as many Difeafes as two 
and fifty Horfes; why nothing comes amifs, fo Mony comes 
withal. 

For. Petruchio, fince we are ftept thus far in, 

I will continue that I broach’d in Jeft, 

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a Wife 

With Wealth enough, and Young and Beauteous, 
Brought up as beft becomes a Gentlewoman, 

Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 

Is, that fhe is intolerable Curs’d, 

And fhrew’d, and froward, fo beyond all meafure, 
That were my State far worfer than it is, 

I would not wed her for a Mine of Gold. 

Pet, Hortenfio, peace; thou know’ft not Gold’s Effed; 

Tell me her Father’s Name, and ’tis enough : 
For I will board her, tho’ fhe chide as loud 
As Thunder, when the Clouds in Autumn crack. 

fTor. Her Father is Baptifia Minola, 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her Name is Katherina Minola, 
Renown’d in Padua for her fcolding Tongue, 

Pet. I know her Father, tho’ I know her not, 

And he knew my deceafed Father well : 
{ will not fleep, Hortenfio, till I fec her, 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firft Encounter, 
Unolefs you will accompany me thither. 
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Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the Humour lafts, 
A my word, and the knew him as well asI do, the would 
think Scolding would do little Sood upan him. She may 
perhaps call him half a fcore Knaves, or fo: Why thats | 
nothing ;. and he begin once, he'll rail in his rope Tricks, 
Hil tell you what, Sir, and the ftand but a little, he will 
throw a Figure in her Face, and {> disfigure her with it, 
that fhe fhall have no more Eyes to fee withal than a Car. 
You-know him not, Sir. | | 
ffor. Tarry, Petruchio, I muft go with thee, 
For in Baptifta’s Houfe my Treafure is: 
He hath the Jewel of my Life in hold, 
His youngeft Daughter, beautiful Bianca, 
And her with-holds he from me. Other more 
Suters to her, and Rivals in my Love: 
Suppofing it a thing impoflible, 
For thofe Defe&s I have before rehears’d, 
That ever Katharine will be wood; 
Therefore this order hath Baptifta ta’en, 
That none fhall have accefs unto Bianca, 
‘Till Katherine the Curs’d have gota Husband. 
Gru. Katherine the Curs’d, 
A Title for a Maid, of all Titles the worft. 
fior. Now thallmy Friend Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me difguis’d in fober Robes, 
To old Baptifta as a School-mafter. 
Well feen in Mufick to inftru& Bianca, 
That fo I may by this Device, at leaft, , 
Pave leave and leifure to make Love to her, 
And unfufpe@ed Court her by her felf, 
Enter Gremio and Lucentio difguifed. 
Gru. Here’s no Knavery! See, to beguile the old Folks» 
Matter, 


How the young Folks lay their Heads together, 
Mafter, look about you: Who comes there 2 ha. 
Flor. Péaée, Grumio, it is the Rival of my Love. 
Petruchio, ftand by a while. ; 
Gra. A proper Stripling, and an amorous. 
Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the Note: 
Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 





The Taming of the Shrew. 689 


All Books of Love, fee that at any hand, 
And fee you read no other LeQures to her : 
You underftand me, over and befide 
Signior Baptift-a’s Liberality, 
Pll mend it with a Largefs, 
And let me have them very well perfum’d, 
For fhe is fweeter than. Perfume jt felf 
To whom they go: What will you read to her2 
Luc. Whate’er I read to her, T’l] plead for yous 
As for my Patron, ftand you fo affured; 
As firmly as your felf were ftill in place, 
Yea and perhaps with more fuccefsfu] words 


an you, unlefs you were a Scholar, Sir, 
Gre. Oh this Learning, what a thing it is. 
Gr#. Oh this Woodcock, what an Afs it is, 
Pet. Peace, Sirra, 
4for. Grumio, mum! God fave 
Gre, And you are well met, 
Trow you whither [ am going 
I promis’d to enquire carefully 
About a School-mafter for the fair Bianca, 
And by good Fortune I have lighted well 
On this young Man: For Learning and Behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, 
And other Books, good ones, I warrant ye. 
flor. *Tis well; and I have met a Gentleman 
Hath promis’d me to help me to another, 
A fine Mufician to inftru@ our Mittrefs, 
So fhallI no whit be behind ip Duty 
To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of me. 
Gre. Belov’d of me, and that my Deeds fhall prove, 
Gra. And that his Bags fhall prove. 
flor. Gremio, ’tis now no time to vent our Love. 
Liften to me, and if you {peak me fair, 
I'll tell you News indifferent good for either, 
Here is a Gentleman whom by chance I met 
Upon agreement from us to his Liking, 
Will undertake to woo curs'd Katharine, 
Yea, and to Marry her, if her Dowry pleafe, 
Gre. So faid, fo done, is well; 


ffortenfio, have you told him all her Fatiles 2 
Vor, II. Q Pet. 


Take your Paper too, 
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Pet. I know fhe is an irkfome brawling Scold ; 
If that be all, Mafters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, fayeft me fo, Friend 2 What Countryman? 

Pet. Born in Verena, old Antonio’s Sons 
My Father’s dead, my Fortune lives for me, 

And I do hope good Days, and long, to fee. 

Gre. Oh Sir, fucha Life with fuch a Wife were ftrange; 
But if you have a Stomach, to’t a God’s Name, 
You fhall have me,aflifting you in all. 

But will you woo this wild Cat 2 

Pet, Will I live 2 

Gru. Will he wooher? ay, or I'll hang her. 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent 2 
Think you a little Din can daunt mine Ears2 
Have I not in my time heard Lions roar 2 
Have I not heard the Sea, puff’d up with Winds, 

Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with Sweat 2 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the Field 2 
And Heav’n’s Artillery thunder in the Skies 2 
Have I not in a pitched Battel heard 
Loud Larums, neighing Steeds, and Trumpets Clangue? 
And do you tell me of a Woman's Tongue, 
That gives not half fo great a blow to hear, 
As will a Chefnut in a Farmer’s Fire 2 
Tuth, tufh, fear Boys with Bugs. 
Gru. For he fears none. 
Gre. Hortenfio, hark : 
This Gentleman is happily arriv’d, 
My Mind prefumes for his own good, and yours. 
for, I promis’d we would be Contributors, 
And bear his Charge of wooing whatfoever. 
Gre. And fo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gru. I would [ were as fure of a eood Dinner. 
_ Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 

Tra. Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may be bold, 
Tell me, I befeech you, which is the readieft way 
To the Houfe of Signior Baptifta Minola? 

Bion. He that has the two fair Daughters; is’t he you 
mean 2 : - 
Tra. Even he, Biondello, 

Gre. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her tOccmennes 
2 Trae 
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Zra. Perhaps himand her, what have you todo 
Pet. Not her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray. 
Tra. I love no Chiders, Sir: Biondello, let’s away. 
Luc. Well begun, Tranio, 
fior. Sir, a word e’er you go: 
Are you a Sutor tothe Maid you talk of, yea or no? 
Tra. And if I be, Sir, -is it any Offence 2 
Gre. Nos 1f without more words you will get you hence. 
Tra. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the Streets as free 
For me, as for you? 
Gre. But fo is not fhe. 
fra. For what reafon, I befeech you. 
Gre. For this reafon, if you'll know, 
That fhe’s the choice Love of Signior Gremio. 
Hor. That fhe’s the Chofen of Signior Hortenfio. 
fra. Softly, my Mafters: If you be Gentlemen, 
Do me this Right; hear me with Patience, 
Baptifia is a noble Gentleman, 
To whom my Father-is not all unknown, 
And were his Daughter fairer than fhe is, 
She may more Sutors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda’s Daughter had a thoufand W ooers, 
Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, 
And fo fhe fhall. Lweentio fhall make one, 
Tho’ Paris came, in hope to {peed alone, 
Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all. 
Luc. Sir, give him head, I know he'll provea Jade, 
Pet. Hortenfio, to what end are all thefe words 2 
ffor. Sir, let me be fo bold as to ask you, 
Did you yet ever fee Baptifta’s Daughter ? 
Tra. No, Sir; -but hear I do that he hathtwo: 
The one as famous for a fcolding Tongue, 
As is the other for beauteous Majefty. 
Pet. Sir, Sir, the firft’s for me, let her-go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that Labour to great Hercules, 
And let it be more than _Alcides twelve. 
Pet. Sir, underftand you this of me, infooth, 
The youngeft Daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Fler Father keeps from all accefs of Sutors, 


And will not promife her to any Man, 
Q 2 Votil 
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Until the elder Sifter firft be Wed: 


The younger then is free, and not before. 
Tra. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the Man 
Matt fteed us all, and me amonett the reft: 
And if you break the Ice, and do this feat, 
Atchteve the Elder, fet the Younger free, 
For our a¢cefs, whofe hap fhall be to have her, 
Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate. : 
Hor. Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive; 
And fince you do profefs to be a Sutor, 
You muft, as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 
To whom we all reft generally beholden. 
Tra. Sir, 1 fhall not be flack, in fign whereof, 
Pleafe ye, we May contrive this Afternoon, 
And quaff Caroufes to our Miftrefs’s Health, 
And do as Adverfaries do in Law, 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as Friends. 
Gra. Bion. O excellent Motion: Fellows, Iet’s be gone. 
Flor. The Motion’s good indeed, and be it fo, 
Petruchio, 1 fhall be your Bex venuto. | Exewnt. 
Enter Katharina aud Bianca. 
Bian, Good Sifter, wrong me nor, nor wrong your felf, 
To make a Bondmaid and a Slave of me; 
That I difdain: But for thefe other Goods, 
Unbind my Hands, I'll pull them off my felf, 
Yea, all niy Raimenr, to my Petticoat, 
Or what you will’ command me will I do; 
59 well I know my Duty to my Elders. | 
Kath. Of all thy Sators here I charge thee tell 
Whom thou lov’ft beft: See thou diffemble not. 
Bian. Believe me, Sifter, of all the Men alive. 
I never yet beheld that fpecial Face, 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 
Kath, Minion, thou heft; js it not Hortenfio? 
Bian. Vi you affe@ him, Sifter, here J {wear , 
UI! plead for you my felf, bur you fhall have him. 
Kath. Ob then belike you fancy Riches more, 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 
Bian. 1s ic for him you do envy me {o 2 
Nay then you jelt, and now I well perceive 
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You have but jefted with me all this while; 
I prethee, Sifter Kate, untie my Hands. 
Kath, Uthat be Jeft, thenall the reft was fo. [ Strikes ker. 
Luter Baptilta. 
Bap. Why how now Dame, whence crows this Infolence 2 


Bianca, {tand afide; poor Girl, fhe WCEDS : 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. 
For fhame, thou Hilding of a devilith Spirit, 
Why doft thou wrong her, that did ne’er wrong thee? 
When did fhe crofs thee with a bitter word? 

Kath. Her Silence flouts me, and [’l} be reveng’d, 


| Flies after Bianca. 
Bap. Whatin my fight Bianca, g 


? ettheein. | Exit Bian. 
Kath. What, will you not fuffer me 2 Nay, I 


lee 
She is your Treafure, the muft have a Husband, 
I muft Dance bare-foot on her Wedding-day, 
And for your Love to her lead Apes in Heil; 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
"Till I can find occafion of Revenge, | Exit Kath. 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus grievd as I? 
But who comes here 2 
Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the Habit of 4mean Man, Petru. 


chio with Hortenfio like a Mufician, Tranio and Biondetlo 

bearing a Lute and Books, 

Gre. Good morrow, Neighbour Baptifta, 

Bap. Good morrow, Neighbour Gremio: God fave vou 
Gentlemen, 


Pet. And you, good Sir: Pray have you not a Daughter 
call’d Katharina, fair and virtuous? 


Bap. I have a Daughter, Sir, call’d Katharina, 
Gre. You are too blunt, go toit orderly, 
Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leave, 
T am a Gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
That hearing of her Beauty and her Wir, 
Her Affability and bathful Modetty, 
Her wondrous Qualities, and mild Behaviour, 
Am bold to thew my felf a forward Gueft 
Within your Houfe, to make mine Eye the Witnefs 
OF that Report, which I fo oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my Entertainment, : [ Prefenting Hor. 
I do prefent you with a Man of mine, : 


Q 5 Cunni 
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Cunning in Mufick, and the Mathematicks, 
To inftru@ her fully in thofe Sciences, 
W hereof I know fhe is not ignorant : 














































Accept of him,. or elfe you do me wrong, ii 
Fis Name is Licio, born in Adantua. Gs 
Bap. Y’are welcome, Sir, and he for your good fake. 

But tor my Daughter Katharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more’s my Grief. 
_ fet, I fee you do not mean to part with her, 
Or elle you like nor of my Company. 
Bap. Miftake me not, I {peak but what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir? What may I call your Name? 
Pet, Petruchio is my Name, -Aatonio’s Son, 
A Man well known throughout all ftaly, 
Bap. I know him well: You are welcome for his fake, 
Gre. Saving your Tale, Petruchio, I pray let us that are 
poor Petitioners {peak too. Baccare, you are marvellous 
forward. | 
Per. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain be 
doing, | 
Gre. I doubt it not, Sir, but you will curfe 
Your wooing, Neighbours. This is a Gift 
Very grateful, I am fure of it: To exprefs 
The like kindnefs my felf, that have been 
More kindly beholding to you than any t 
Free leave give unto this young Scholar, that hath 
Been long ftudying at Rhemes, as cunning | Prefénting Luc 
In Greek, Latin, and other Languages, 
As the other in Mufick and Mathematicks : 
His Name is Cambio; Pray accept his Service, 
Bap. A thoufand thanks, Signior Gremio : 
Welcome, good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, 
Methinks you walk like a Stranger, [Zo Tranio, 
May I be fo bold, to know the caufe of 
Zra. Pardon me, Sir, the Boldnefs is 
That being a Stranger in this City here, 
Do make my felf a Sutor to your Daughter, 
Unto Bianca, Fair and Virtuous : | 
Nor is your firm Refolve unknown to me, 
In the Preferment of the eldeft Sifter, 
This Liberty is all that I requeft, 


, 


your coming ? | 
mine own, 
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That upon knowledge of my Parentage, 
I may have welcome ’mongft the reft that woo, 
And free accefs and favour as the reft. 
And toward the Education of your Daughters, 
I here beftow a fimple Inftrument, 
And this {mall Packet of Greek and Latin Books. 
If you accept them, then their Worth iS great. 

Bap. Lucentio is your Name? of whence, I pray? 

Tra. Of Pifa, Sir, Son to Vincentio, 

Bap. A mighty Man of Pifa; by Report 
I know him well: You are very welcome, Sir. 
Take you the Lute, and you the fet of Books, 
You fhall go fee your Pupils prefently. 
Holla, within. 

Enter a Servant, 

Sirra, lead thefe Gentlemen 
To my two Daughters, and then tell them both 
Thefe are their Tutors, bid them ufe them well. 
We will go walk a little in the Orchard, 
And then to Dinner. You are pafling Welcome, 
And fo I pray you all to think your felves. 

Per. Signior Baptifta, my Bufinefs asketh hafte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You know my Father well, and in him me, 
Left folely Heir to all his Lands and Goods, 
Which I have better’d rather than decreas’d, 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughter’s Love, 
What Dowry fhall I have with her to Wife. 

Bap. After my Death, the one half of my Lands, 
And in poffeflion twenty thoufand Crowns. 

Pet. And for that Dowry, I'll affure her of 
Her Widowhood, be it that fhe furvive me, 
In all my Lands and Leafes whatfoever, 
Let Specialities be therefore drawn between us, 
That Covenants may be Kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtain’d, 
That is, her Love: for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why that is nothing: ForI tell you, Father, 
I am as peremptory as fhe proud-minded. 
And where two raging Fires meet together, : 
They do confume the thing that feeds their Fury. 
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As Morning Rofes newly wath’d with Dew; 

Say fhe be mute, and will not {peak a Word, 

Then I'll commend her Volubility, 

And fay fhe uttereth piercing Eloquence: 

If fhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 

As tho’ fhe bid me ftay by her a Week; 

If fhe deny to wed, I'll crave the Day 

When I fhall ask the Banes, and when be married. 

But here fhe comes, and now Petruchio {peak. 
Enter Katharina, 

Good Morrow Kate, for that’s your Name I hear, 

Kath. Well have youheard, but fomething hard of hear- 
ing. 

They call me Katherine, that do talk of me. 

Pet. You lie infaith, for you are call’d plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and fometimes Kare the Curft : 
But Kate, the prettieft Kate in Chriftendom, 

Kate of Kate-hall, my Super dainty Kate, 
For Dainties are all Kates; and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my Confolation, 
Hearing thy Mildnefs prais’d in every Town, 
Thy Virtues {poke of, and thy Beauty founded, 
Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs, 

My felf am mov’d to woo thee for my Wife. 

Kath, Mov’d!in good time; let him that mov’d you hither 
Remove you hence: I knew you at the firft 
You were a Moveable. 

Pet. Why, what’s a Moveable ? 

Kath. A join’d Stool, 

Pet. Thou haft hit it; Come, fit on me. 

Kath, Affes are made to bear, and fo are you. 

Pet. Women are made to bear, and fo are you. 

Kath. Nofuch Jade, Sir, as you, if meyou mean. 

Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light 

Kath. Too light for fuch a Swain as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my weight fhould be, 

Pet. Should be! fhould! buz. 

Kath. Well ta’en, and like a Buzzard, 

Pet. Oh flow-wine’d Turtle, fhall a Buzzard take thee ? 

Kath, Ay, for a Turtle, as he takes a Buzzard, 
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698 The Taming of the Shrew, 
Pet. Come, come you Walp, I’faith you are too ane 

ery. 

if Kath If I be wafpith, *beft beware my Sting. 
Pet. My Remedy is then to pluck it out. 
Kath, Ay, if the Fool could find it where it lyes. 


Pet. Who knows not where a Walp does wear his Sting 2 
In his Tail. 


Kata. In his Tongue, 
Pet. Whole Tongue 


Kath. Yours if you talk of Tales, and fo farewel, 
Pet. What, with my Tongue in your Tail, 
Nay, come again, good Kate, 


Tam a Gentleman, 
Kath. That Ill try, [She firikes bins, 
Pet. I {wear Dll cuff you, if you ftrike again. 
Kath, 


SO may you lofe your Arms, 
If you ftrike me you are no Gentleman, 


And if no Gentleman, why then no Arms. 
Pet. A Herald, Kate 2 Oh put me in thy Books, 
Kath, What is your Creft, 4 Coxcomb 
Pet. A comblefs Cock, fo Kite will be my Hen. 
Kath. No Cock of mine, you crow toolike a Craven 


Pet. Nay, come Kate; come, you mutt not look fower. 
Kath, It is my Fathion when J fee a Crab. 


Pet. Why here’s no Crab, and therefore look not fower, 
Kath. There is, there js. 


Pet. Then thew it me. 

Kath. Had I a Glas 7 would. 

Pet. What, you mean my Face, 
Kath. Well aim’d of fuch a young one. 
Pet. Now, by St, George I am too young for you. 
Kath, Yet you are wither’d, 

Pet. ’Tis with Cares. 

Kath. I care not. 


Pet. Nay, hear you Kate. Infooth 
Kath. I chafe you if [ tarry; let me go, 


Pet. No, not a whit, I find you pafling gentle: 
“Fwas told me you were rough, and coy, and fullen; 
And now I find Report a very Liar, 

For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous, 
But flow in Speech, yet fweet as {pring-time Flowers, 
Thou can’ft not frown, thou can'ft not look a {eance, 


you ‘fcape not fo, 
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Nor bite the Lip, as angry Wenches will, 
Nor haft thou Pleafure to be crofs in Talk: 
But thou with Mildnefs entertain’{t thy Wooers, 
With gentle Conference, foft, and affable. 
Why doth the World report that Kate doth limp ? 
Oh fland’rous World: Kate, like the Hazle T wig; 
Is ftraight, and flender, and as brown in hue 
As Hazle Nuts, and fweeter than the Kernels. 
Oh let me fee thee walk: thou doft not hale. 
Kath. Go Fool, and whom thou keep’ft command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian fo become a Grove, 
As Kate this Chamber with her princely Gate: 
O be thou Dian, and det her be Kare, 
And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian fportful. 
Kath. Where did you ftudy all this goodly Speech ? 
Pet. It is extempore, from my Mother- wit. 
Kath. A witty Mother, witlefs elfe her Son. 
Pet. Am I not wile? 
Kath. Yes, keep you warm, 
Pet. Marry fo I mean, fweet Katharine, in thy Bed ; 
And therefore fetting all this Chat afide, 
Thus in plein Terms: Your Father hath confented 
That you fhall be my Wife; your Dowry ‘greed on, 
And will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Now, Kate, 1 am a Husband for your turn, 
For by this Light, whereby I fee thy Beauty, 
Thy Beauty that doth make me like thee well, 
Thou muft be married to no Man but me. 
Enter Baptifta, Gremio and Tranio. 
For I am he am born to tame you Kare, 
And bring you from a wild Cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other Houfhold Kates; 
Here comes your Father, never make Denial, 
I muft and will have Katharine tomy Wife, 
Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how {peed you with my 
Daughter ¢ | 
Pet. How but well, Sir? How but well? 
It were impoffible I fhould {peed amifs. 
Bap. Why how now Daughter Katharine, in your 
Dumps ¢ 


Kath, 
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700 The Taming of the Shrew, 
Kath, Call you me D 


You have fhew’d a tender fatherly Regard, 
To with me wed to one half Lunatick, 

A madcap Ruffian, and ; {wearing Jack, 

That thinks with Oaths to face the Matter out. 


Pet. Father, ’tis thus - 


> your felf and all the World 
That talk’d of her, have talk’d amifs of hey : 
If fhe be cur{t, it is for Polic 


For fhe’s not forward, by 
She is not hot, but 
For Patience fhe w; 
And Roman Lucr 


And to conclude, we have ’greed fo well together, 
That upon a? is the wedding Day, 


Kath. T’l fee thee hane’d on Sunday firlt, 
Gre. Hark: Petruchio, the fays fhe’ll fee thee 


Tra. Isthis your § peeding? Nay, then good ni 
Pet, 


€ patient, Gentlemen, I chufe her for 
If the and I be Pleas’d, what’s that to you? » 
“Tis bargain’d ’twixt us twain being alone, 
That the hall ftil] be curft in Company. 
tell you ’tis incredible to believe 
How much fhe loves me; oh the kindeft Kate, 
She hung about my Neck, and kifs and kifs 
She vi'd fo faft, proteftin 


§ Oath on Oath, 
Thatin a Twink the won 


me to her Love. 
Oh you are Novices, ’tis a World to fee 


How tame when Men and omen are alone, 
Wretch can make the curftef} Shrew ; 


; I will unto Venice, 
To buy Apparel gainft the Wedding Day} 





aughter? Now I Promife you 


> 


hane’d firft, 
ght our pare, 
my felf, 


Bap. I know not what t 


: 0 fay, but give 
God fend you Joy, 















I will to Venice 


We will have Rings, and Thing 
And kifs me Xar 


me yo 
Petruchio, *tis a Match, . $3 = 
Gre. Tra. Amen fay we, we will be Witnefles. 
Pet. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen, adieu, 
» Sunday comes apace, 


Sy and fine Array, 
“ we will be married a Sunday, 


Exit Petruchio and Katharina: 
Gre, 
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Gre. Was ever Match clapt up fo fuddenly ? 
Bap. Faith, Gentleman, now I play a Merchant’s Part, 
And venture madly on a defparate Mart. 
Tra.’ wasa Commodity lay fretting by you; 
‘Twill bring you Gain, or perifh on the Seas. 
Bap. The Gain I feek, is quiet me the Match. 
Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet Catch: 
But now Baptiffa, to your younger Daughter, 
Now is the Day we long have looked for; 
{ am your Neighbour, and was Suitor firft. 
Tra. AndI am onethat love Bianca more 
Than Words can witnefs, or your Thoughts can guefs. 
Gre. Youngling, thou canft not love fo Dear as I. 
Tra. Grey-beard, thy Love doth freeze. 
Gre. But thine doth fry. 
Skipper, ftand back; ’Tis Age that nourifheth. 
Tra. But Youth in Ladies Eyes that flourifheth. 
Bap. Coe you Gentlemen, I will compound this 
Strife; 
"Tis Deeds muft win the Prize, and he of both 
That can affure my Daughter greateft Dower, 
Shall have Bianca’s Love. 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you affure her? 
Gre. Firft, as you know, my Houfe within the City 
Is richly furnifhed with Plate and Gold, 
Bafons and Ewers to lave her dainty Hands: 
My Hangings all of Tirian Tapeftry ; 
In Ivory Coffers I have ftuft my Crowns, 
In Cyprefs Chefts my Arras Counterpoints; 
Coftly Apparel, Tents and Canopies, 
Fine Linnen, Turkey Cufhions boft with Pearl, 
Vallens of Venice Gold, in Needle-work; 
Pewter and Brafs, and all things that belong 
To Houfe, or Houfekeeping : Then at my Farm 
I have a hundred Milch-kine to the Pail, 
Sixfcore fat Oxen ftanding in my Stalls ; 
And all things anfwerable to this Portion. 
My felf am ftuck in Years, I muft confefs, 
And if I die to Morrow, this is hers, 
If whilft I live fhe will be only mine. 


Tra, 
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FOU The Taming of the Shea, 
fra. That only came well in: Sir, 
I am my Father’s Heir, and only Son; 
If I may have your Daughter to my Wife, 
Pil leave her Houfes three or four as good, 
Within rich Pi/z Walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Paduya ; 
Befides two thoufand Ducats by the Year 
Of fruitful Land 5 all which hall be her Jointure, 
What, have I pincht you, Signior Grensio ¢ 
Gre. Two thoufand Ducats bythe Year of Land! 
My Land amounts not to fo much in all: 
That fhe thall have, befides an Argofie 
That now is lying in AZarfellies Road. 
What, have I choakt you with an Argojfe2 
Tra. Gremio, ’tis known my Father hath no Jefs 
Than three Steat Argofes, befides two Galliaffes, 
And twelve tight Gallies; thefe I will affure her, 
And twice as much, what e’er thoy offer’ft next, 
Gre. Nay, I have offer’d all; I have no more; 
And fhe can have no more than all I have; 
If you like me, the thal] have me and mine. 
Lra. Why then the Maid js mine from all the World 
By your firm Promife; Gremio is out-vied. 
Bap. I mutt confefs your Offer is the beft: 







lift to me; 




















































_ Gre. And may not young Men die as well as old 2 
Bap. Well, Gentlemen, I am th 


On Sunday next, you know, 
My Daughter Katharine is to be married: 
Now on the Sunday following {hall Bianca 


Be Bride to you, if you make this Affurance ; 
If not, to Signior Gremio: 


And fo I take my leave, -and thank 
Gro. Adieu, good Neighbour, 


Sirrah, young Gamelter, your Fat] 
To give thee all, and inhi 


Set.Foot under thy Table: 
An old Stalian Fox is not fo 


you both. [ Exit. 
Now I fear thee not: 

» ather were a Foo] 

'S Walning Age 

tut, a Toy; 


kind, my Boy, | Exit. 


Lra 





tur, 


and! 
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Tra. A Vengeance on your crafty withered Hide ; 
Yet I have fac’d it with a Card of ten: 
Tis in my Head to do my Matter good; 
I fee no Reafon, but fuppos’d Lucentio 
May get a Father, call’d fuppos’d Vincentio; 
And that’s a Wonder: Fathers commonly 
Do get their Children; but in this Cafe of wooing, 
A Child fhall get a Sire, if I fail not of my Cunning. 


[ Exit. 





A Gt. Ings S428: N-best 
Enter Lucentio, Hortenfio, and Bianca. 


Luc. (Idler, forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 
Have you fo foon forgot the Entertainment 
Her Sifter Katharine welcom’d you withal? 
Hor. But wrangling Pedant, this 1s 
The Patronefs of Heav’nly Harmony; 
Then give me leave to have Prerogative; 
And when in Mufick we have {pent an Hour, 
Your Lecture fhall have Leifure for as much. 
Luc. Prepofterous Afs, that never read fo far, 
To know the Caufe why Mufick was ordain’d : 
Was it not to refrefh the Mind of Man 
After his Studies, or his ufual Pain 2 
Then give me leave to read Philofophy, 
And while I paufe, ferve in your Harmony. 
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear thefe Braves of thine. 
Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double Wrong, 
To ftrive for that which refteth in my Choice: 
I am no breeching Scholar in the Schools; 
Pll not be tied to Hour, nor pointed Times, 
But learn my Leffons asI pleafe my felf ; 
And to cut off all Strife, here fit we down, 
Take you your Inftrument, play you the whiles, 
His Lecture will be done e’er you have tun’d. 
Hor. You'll leave this Lecture when I am in Tune? 
Luc. That will be never: Tune your Igfrument. | 
Bian, 
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704 The Taming of the Shrew, 
Bian. Where left we lafte | 
Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, hic oft Sigeia tellus, 

hic feeterat Prian; regia cella fenis, 

Bian. Conttrue them, 

Luc. Hic ibat, as | told you before, Simois, I am Lucen- 
tio, hic eff, Son unto Vincentio of Pifa, Sigeia tellus, dif. 
guifed thus to ger your Love, hic fteterar, and that Lucens 
tio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my Man Tranio, regia, 
bearing my Port, celfa fenis, that we might beguile the old 


Pantaloon, 
» my Inftrument’s jn tune. 


flor, Madam ( 
Bian. Let’s hear, O fie, the Treble Jars. 
0, and tune again. 


Luc. Spit in the Hole, Ma , 
Bian. Now let me fee if Ican conftrue it : Hic that, Simo- 


és, I know you not, pic cf figeia tellus, I truft you not, hic 
feeterat Priami, take heed he hear us Not, regia, prefume not, 
cel/a fenis, defpair not, | 


ffor. Madam, ’tis now In tune. 

Luc. All but the Bafe. | 
flor. The Bafe is right ; ’tis the bafe Knave that jars. 
Luc. How fiery and froward our Pedant is! 


Now for my Life that Knave doth court my Love; ; 
Pedafcule, Vl watch you better yer: 


In time I may believe, yet I miftruft, 
Bian. Mittruft it Not, for fure ce acides 
Was Ajax, call’d fo from 


his Grandfather. 
I mutt believe my Mafter 


> elfe I promife you, 
I fhould b 


© arguing {till upon that Doubt ; 
But let it ret. Now Licio to you: 


Good Matter, take jt hot unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleafant with you both, 


for. You may go walk, and give me leave a while; 
My Leffons make 


Luc. Are you fo formal, 
And watch withal; for, but I be deceiy’ 
Our fine Mufician froweth amorous, 

for. Madam, before you touch t 
To learn the Order of my Fingering, pis Aa 

I muft begin with Rudiments of Art, 
To teach you Gamut in 4 briefer fort, 


More pleafant, pithy, and effeQual, 
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Than hath been taught by any of my Trade; 
And there it is in Writing fairly drawn. 
Bian. Why, I am paft my Gamut long ago. 
ffor. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenjio. 
Bian, Gamut | am, the Ground of all Accord, 
Are, to plead Hortenfio’s Paflion, 
Beeme, Bianca, take him for thy Lord, 
Cfaut, that loves thee with all Affe@ion, 
D fol re, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 
Elami, fhow Pity, or I die. 
Call you this Gamat? Tut, J like it not; 
Old Fafhions pleafe me beft; I am not fo nice 
To change true Rules for old Inventions. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Miltrefs, your Father prays you leave your Books, 
And help to drefs your Sifter’s Chamber up; 
You know to Morrow is the Wedding-Day. 
Bian. Farewel, {weet Matters both; 1 mutt, be gone. (Ex, 
Luc. Faith Mittrefs, then I have no Caufe to ftay. [ Exit. 
ffor. But I have Caufe to pry into this Pedant; 
Methinks he looks as tho’ he were in love: 
Yet if thy Thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble 
To caft thy wandring Eyes on every Stale; 
Seize thee that lift; if once I find thee ranging, 
Alortenfio will be quit with thee by changing. [ Exit. 
Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Lucentio, Bianca, 
and Attendants, 
Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed Day 
That Katharine and Petruchio fhould be married : 
And yet we hear not of our Son-in-law. 
What will be faid? what Mockery will it be, 
To want,the Bridegroom when the Prieft attends 
To {peak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage? 
What fays Lucentio to this Shame of ours? 
Kath. No Shame but mine; I mutft, forfooth, be fore’d 
To give my Hand oppos’d againft my Heart, 
Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of Spleen, 
Who woo’d in hafte, and means to wed at leifure. 
I told you I, he was a frantick Fool, 
Hiding his bitter Jefts in blunt Behaviour : 
And to be noted for a merry Man, 
Vou. II. ; R He'll 
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He'll woo a thoufand, point the Day of Marriage, 
Make Friends, invite yes, and proclaim the Banes; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo’d. 
Now mutt the World point at poor Katharina, 
And fay, lo there is mad Petruchio’s Wife, 
If it would pleafe him come and marry her. 
fra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptifta too; 
Upon my Life Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever Fortune ftays him from his Word. 
Tho’ he be blunt, I know him pafling wife; 
Tho’ he be merry, yet withal he’s honeft. 
Kath. Would Katharine had never {een him tho’. 
| Exit weeping. 
Bap. Go, Girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep; 
For fuch an Injury would vex a Saint, 
Much more a Shrew of thy impatient Humour. ‘ 
Exter Biondello. 
Bion. Mafter, Mafter; old News, and fuch News as you 
never heard of, | 
Bap. Is it new and old too? How may that be2 
Bion. Why, is it not News to hear of Petruchia’s coming. 
Bap. Is he come? 
Bion, Why, no Sir. ; - 
Bap. What then. | 
Bion. He is coming. 
Bap. When will he be here? 
Bion. When he {tands where I am, and fees you there. 
Tra. But fay, what to thy old News2 | 
Bion. Why Petruchio is coming in a new Hat and an old 
Jerkin; a Pair of old Breeches thrice turn’d; a Pair of 
Boots that have been Candle-Cafes, one buckled, another 
lac’d; an old rufty Sword ta’en out of the Town-Armory, 
with a broken Hilt, and Chapelefs, with two broken Poitits; 
his Horfe hip’d with an old mothy Saddle, the Stirrops of 
no Kindred, befides poffeft with the Glanders, and like to 
mofe in the Chine, ‘troubled with the Lampaffe, infe@ed 
with the Fafhions, fullof Windgalls, fped with Spavins, raied 
with the Yellows, paft Cure of the Fives, ftark {poil’d with 
the Staggers, begnawn with the Bots, waid in the Back, and 
Shoulder-fhotten, near leg’d before, and with a half checkt 


Bit, and a Headftall of Sheep’s Leather, which being re- 
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ftrain’d to keep him from ftumbling, hath been often burft, 
and now repair’d with Knots; one Girth fix times piec’d, 
and a Woman’s Crupper of Velure, which hath two Let. 


ters for her Name, fairly fet down in Studs, and here and 
there piec’d with Packthred. 


Bap. Who comes witk him? 


Bion. Oh Sir, his Lackey, for all the World compari- 
fon’d like the Horfe, with a linnen Stock on one Leg, anda 
kerfey Boot-hofe on the other, garter’d with a red and blue 
Lift, an old Hat, and the Humour of forty Fancies pricke 
up in’t for a Feather: A Monfter, a very Monfter in Appa- 
rel, and not like a Chriftian Foot-boy, or Gentleman’s Lackey. 

fra. ’Tis fome odd Humour pricks him to this Fafhion; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean Apparell’d, 

Bap. I am glad he’s come, howfoever he comes, 

Bion. Why Sir, he comes not. 

Bep. Didtt thou not fay he comes? 

Bion, Who? that Petruchio came? 

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion. No, Sir; I fay his Horfe comes with him on his 
Back. 


Bap. Why that’s all one. 

Bion. Nay, by St. Samy, T hold you a Penny, a Horfe 
and a Man is more than one, and yet not many. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaftically habited. 


Pets Come, where be thefe Gallants? who’s at Home? 
Bap. You are welcome, Sir, 


Pet. And yet I come not well, 
Bap. And yet you halk not. 
Tra. Not fo well Appareli’d as I with you were, 
Pet. Were it better I fhould ruth in thus, 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely Bride? 
How does my Father 2 Gentles, methinks you frown, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly Company, 
As if they faw fome wondrous Monument, 
Some Comet, or unufual Prodigy 2 
Bap. Why, Sir, you know this is your Wedding-day - 
§ you would not come; 
come fo unprovided, 
ame to your Eftate, 


An Eye-fore to our folemn Feftival, 
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Tra. And tell us what Occafion of Import : 
Hath all fo long detain’d you from your Wife, 
And nt you hither fo unlike your 'felf2 

Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harfh to hear: 
Sufficeth I am come to keep my Word, 

Tho’ in fome Part enforced to digrefs, 

Which at more Leifure I will fo excufe, 

As you fhall well be fatisfied withal. 

But where is Kate? I ftay too long from her; 
The Morning wears; ’tis time we were at Church. 

Tra. Seenot your Brideinthefe unreverent Robes; 
Go tomy Chamber, put on Cloaths of mine. 

Pet. Not I; believe me, thus Ill vifir her, 

Bap. But thus, I truft, you will not marry her. 

Pet. Good footh, even thus; therefore ha’ done with 

Words; 
To me fhe’s married, rot unto my Clothes: 
Could [ repair what the will wear in me, 
As I could change thefe poor Accoutrements, 
*Twere-well for Kate, and better for my felf. 
But what a Fool am I to chat with you, 
When I fhould bid good Morrow to my Bride, 
And fei the Title with a lovely Kifs 2 [ Exit. 
Tra. He hath fome Meaning in his mad Attire: 
We will perfuade him, be it poffible, 
Yo puton better e’er he go to Church, 
Bap. Vil after him, and feethe Event of this. [ Exite 
Tra. But, Sir, Love concerneth us to add 
Her Father’s liking; which to bring to pafs, 
As before I imparted to your Worthip, 
Tam to get a Man; what e’er he be 
It skills not much; we'll fit him to our Turn, 
And hefhall be Vincentio of Pifa, 
And make Affurance here in Padua, 
Of greater Sums than I have promifed: 
So fhall you quietly enjoy your Hope, 
And mairy fweet Bianca with Confent. 
Luc. Were itnot that my fellow School-mafter 
Doth witch Bianca’s Steps fo narrowly, 
-T'were good methinks to fteal our Marriage ; 
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Which once perform’d, let all the World fay nd, 
I'll keep mine own, defpight of all the World. 
Tra. Uhat by Degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our Vantage in this Bufinefs: 
We'll over-reach the Gray-beard Gremio, 
The narrow prying Father AZinola, 
The’ quaint Mufician amorous Licio ; 
All for my Mafter’s fake Lucentio. 
Enter Gremio. 
Signior Gremio, came you from the Church? 
Gre. As willingly as e’er I came from School. 
Tra. And isthe Bride and Bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. A Bridegroom fay you? "Lis a Groom indeed, 
A grumbling Groom, and that the Girl fhall find. 
Tra. Curfter than the? why ’tis impoffible, 
Gre. Why he’s a Devil, a Devil, a very Fiead, 
Tra. Why fhe’s a Devil, a Devil, the Devils Dam. 
Gra. Lut, the’s aLamb, a Dove, a Fool tohim: 
I'll tell you, Sir Lucentio, when the Prieft 
Should ask if Katharine fhould be his Wife2 
Ay, by Gogs-woons, quoth he; and {wore fo loud, 
What; all amaz’d, the Prieft let fall the Book; 
And as he ftoop’d again to take it up, 
his mad-brain’d Bridegroom took him fuch aCuff, 
That down fell Prieft and Book, and Book and Prieft 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift. 
Tra. What, faid the Wench, when he rofe up again? 
Gre. Trembled and fhook; for why, he ftamp'd and {wore, 
As if the Vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many Ceremonies done, 
He calls for Wine: A Health, quoth he; as if 
He had been Aboard carowzing to his Mates 
After a Storm; quaft off the Mufcadel, 
And threw the Sops all in the Sexton’s Face; 
Having no other Reafon, but that his Beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and feem’d to ask 
His Sops as he was drinking, This done, he took 
The Bride about the Neck, and kift her Lips 
With fuch aclamorous Smack, that at the Partin 


All the Church did Eccho; and I feeing this, 
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Came thence for very Shame; and after me 
I know the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 
Never was before. Hark, hark, I hear the Minftrels play. 

[ Aufick, plays, 
Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Hortenfio and Baptiita, 

Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your Pains: 
I know you think to dine with me to Day, 

And have prepar’d great Store of wedding Cheer; 
But fo it is, my Hafte doth call me hence; | 
And therefore here I mean to take my Leave, 

Bap. Is’t poflidle you will away to Night? 

Pet. I mutt away to Day, before Night come: 
Make it no Wonder; if you knew my Bufinefs, - 
You would intreat me rather go than ftay, 

And honeft Company, I thank youall, 

That have beheld me give away my félf 

Lo this moft patient, {weet and virtuous Wife: 
Dine with my Father, drirk a Health to me, 
For I muft hence, and farewel to youall, © 

Tra. Let us intreat you flay till after Dinner, 

Pet. It may nor bez 

Gre. Let me intreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be, 
Kath, Let me intreat you. 
Pet. I am content. 
Kath. Are you content to {tay 2 
Petr. I am content you fhall intreat me ftay; 
But yet not ftay, intreat me how you can. 
Kath, Now, if you love me, ftay. 
Pet. Grumio, my Horfe. 
Gra, Ay, Sir, they be ready; 
Kath, Nay then 
Do what thou canft, I will not go to Day; 
No, nor to Morrow, nor “til} T pleafe my felf: 
Phe Door is open, Sir, there lyes your way, 
You may be jogging whiles your Boots are green, 
For me, I'll not be gone “till I Pleafe my felf: 
‘Tis like you'll Prove a jolly furly Groom, 
hat take it on you at the firft {o roundly, 
Pet, QO Kate, content thee 





the Oats have eaten the Horfes, 


> prethee be not anpry, 


Kath, 

















Ine 


rm 
d Men 


nana 
: ay 


OU Tor yy 


1¢ Minh 
Ue ‘ 


tention} 


Ee rE a ae ER O— Se C- Sie O- sar SS O= SR See Oe 


The Taming of the Shrew. 711 


Kath, I will be angry; what haft thou todo? 
Father, be quiet; he fhall ftay my Leifure. 
Gre. Ay, marry Sir, now it begins to work. 
Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal-dinner. 
I fee a Woman may be made a Fool, 
If fhe had not a Spirit to refift, 
Pet. They fhall go forward, Kate, at thy Command. 
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her: 
Go to the Feaft, revel and domineer; 
Carowfe full Meafure to her Maiden-head; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang your felves ; 
But for my bonny Kate, fhe muft with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor ftare, nor fret, 
I will be Mafter of what is mine own; 
She is my Goods, my Chattels, the is my Houfe, 
My Houfhold Stuff, my Field, my Barn, 
My Horfe, my Ox, my Afs, my any thing; 
And here the ftands, touch her who ever dare; 
I'll bring my Action on the proudeft he 
That ftops my way in Padua: Grumio, 
Draw forth thy Weapon; we are befet with Thieves; 
Refcue thy Miftrefs if thou be a Man: 
Fear not, {weet Wench, they fhall not touch thee, Kates 
Pil buckler thee againft a Million. —[ Exeunt Pet. and Kath. 
Bap. Nay; let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
Gre. Went they not quickly, I fhould die with Laughing. 
Tra. Of all mad Matches, never was the like. 
Luc. Miftrefs, what’s your Opinion of your Sifter 2 
Bian, That being mad her felf, the’s madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him Petruchio is Kated, 
Bap. Neighboursand Friends, tho’ Bride and Bridegroom 
wants 
For to fupply the Places at the Table; 
You know there wants no Junkets at the Féaft: Lucentio, 
You fhall fupply the Bridegroom’s Place, 


And let Bianca take her Sifter’s_room. 


Tra. Shall {weet Bianca pra@tife how to Bride it2 
Bap. She fhall, Lucentio: Come, Gentlemen, let’s 20. 


| Exeunt. 
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Exter Grumio,. 
Gru. Fie, fie on all tired Jades, on all mad Matters, and 
all foul ways: Was ever Man fo beaten? was ever Man fo 


raide ? was ever Man fo weary? I am fent before to make 


a Fire, and they are coming after to warm them: Now were 


Enot’a little Pot, and {oon hot, my very Lips might freeze 
to my Teeth, my Tongue to the Roof of my Mouth, my 
Heart in my Belly, e’er I fhould come by a Fige to thaw 
me; but I with blowing the Fire thall warm my felf; for 
confidering the Weather, taller Man than I will take cold: 
Holla, holla, Gartis! 


Enter Curtis, 
Curt, Who is it that calls fo coldly? 


Gru. A Piece of Icey If thou doubt it, thou may ft flide 
from my Shoulder to my Heel, with no greater a tun but 
my Head and my Neck. A Fire, good Curtis, 


Curt. Is my Mafter and his Wife coming, Grumio? 
Grz. Ohay, Ge 


ris, ay; and therefore Fire, Fire, caft on 
no Water. 
Curt. Is the fo hot a Shrew as the’s reported 2 
Gr. 


She. was, good Curtis, before this Froft; but thou 
know’ ft 


Winter tames Man, Woman and Beaft; for it hath 
tam'd my old Mafter, and my new Miftrefs, and my felf, 
ellow Curtis. 


Curt. Away, you three-inch 
Gra. Am I but three Inch 


and fo long am ['at the leaft. But wile thou make a Fire, 
or fhal] [ complain on thee to our Miftrefs, whofe Hand, 
the being now at Hand, thou fhalt foon feel to thy cold 
Comfort, being flow in thy hot Office, 


Curt. I rethee, ood Grumio, tell me; how goes the 
World 2 : : : 


Gra. A cold World, Curtis, in every Office but thine; 
and therefore Fire: Do thy Duty, and have thy Duty ; for 
my Matter and Miftre are almoft frozen to Death. 

Curt. There’s Fire ready ; 


‘d Fool; I am no Beatt. 
es¢ why thy Horn is a Foot, 


and therefore, good Grumio, 

the News, | 

Gru. Why, Fack Boy, ho Boy, ‘and as much News as 
thou wilt, 


Curt. Come, you are fo full of Conycatching, 
Gra. Why therefore Fire; for T have caught extream cold, 


Where’s 
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Where’s the Cook? is Supper ready, the Houfe trimm’d, 
Rubhes ftrew’d, Cobwebs {wept, the Serving-men in their 
new Fuftian, their white Stockings; and every Officer his 
wedding Garment on? Be the Jacks fair within, the Jills 
fair without, Carpets laid, and every thing in order ¢ 

Cur. All ready: And therefore I pray thee what News? 

Gra. Firft, know my Horfe is tired, my Mafter and Mi- 
{trefs fall’n out. 

Cur. How 2 

Gru. ut of their Saddles into the Dirt; and thereby 
hangs a Tale. 

Cur. Let’s ha’t, good Grumie. 

Gru. Lend thine Ear. 

Cur. Here. 

Gru. There. | Strikes him. 

Cur. This tis to feel a Tale, not to heat a Tale. 

Gru. And therefore ’tis call’d a fenfible Tale: and this 
Cuff was but to knock at your Ear, amd befeech liftning. 
Now I begin: Jmprimis, we came down a foul Hill, my 
Matter riding behind my Miftrefs. 

Cur. Both on one Horfe 2 

Gra. What's that to thee 2 

Cur, Why a Horfe. 

Grw. Tell thouthe Tale. But hadft thou not croft me, 
thou fhould’ft have heard: how her Horfe fell, and the under 
her Horfe: thou thould’ft have heard in how miery a place, 
how fhe was bemoil’d, how he left her with the Horfe upon 
her, how he beat me becaufe her Horfe ftumbled, how the 
waded through the Dirt to pluck him off me; how hefwore, 
how fhe pray’d that never pray’d before; how I cry’d, how 
the Horfes ran away, how her Bridle was burft, how I loft 
my Crupper; with many things of worthy Memory, which 
now fhall die in Oblivion, and thou return unexperiene’d to 
the Grave. 

Cur. By this reckoning he is more Shrew than fhe. 

Gru. Ay, and thatthou and the proudeft of you all thall 
find when he comes home. But what talk I of this? Call 
forth Nathaniel, Fofeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugerfop, 
and the reft: Let their Heads be flickly comb’d, their blue 
Coats brufh’d, and their Garters of an indifferent knit; let 
them curtfie with their left Legs, and not prefume to — 
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a hair of my Mafter’s Horfe Tail, ‘till they kifs their Hands, 
Are they all ready 2 } | 
Cur. They are. 
Gra. Call them forth. 


Cur. Do you hear, ho2 You muft meet my Matter to 
Countenance my Miftrefs. / 


Gru. Why the hath a Face of her own. 

Cur. Who knows not that2 

Gra. Thou it feems, that calls for Company to Counte- 
nance her, 


Cur. I call them forth to Credit her. 


Enter four or five Serving -Men, 
Gru. Why the comes to borrow nothing of them. 
Nat. Welcome home, -Grumie, c 
Phil. How now, Grumio ? | 
Fof- Whar, Grumio! 7 | 
Wick. Fellow Grumio! 
Vath. How now, old Lad. 


Gra. Welcome you; how now you; what you; fellow 
you; and thus much for Greeting. Now, my {pruce 
Companions, is 4]] ready, and all things neat 2 

Nat All things are ready ; how near is our Mafter 2 

Gru. E’en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be 
not Cocks Paffion, filence, j hear my Mafter. . 

Enter Petruchio and’ Kate, 


Pet. Where be thefe Knayes 2 What, no Man at Doorto 
hold my Stirrup, nor to take my Horfe? Where is Watha- 
niel, Gregory, Philip ? | 


All Ser. Here, here, Sir; here, Sir. 
___ Pet. Here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, 
You loggerheaded and unpolith’d Grooms : 
at¢ no Attendance? no Regard 2 no Duty 2 
Where is the foolith Knave I fent before 2 


Gru. Here Sir, as foolith as I was before, 
Pet. You Peafant, Swain, you. Whorefon, Malt-horfe 
Drudge. 


Did not I bid thee meet me in the Park, 
And bring along the rafeal Knaves with thee 2 

Gru. Nathaniel’s Coat, Sir, was hot fully made s 
And Gabriel's Pumps were al] unpink’d i’th® H eel; 
There was no Link to colour Peter's iiss cck. 
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And Walter’s Dagger was not come from fheathing : 
There were none fine, but dam, Ralph, and Gregory, 
The reft were ragged, old, and beggarly, 
Yet as they are, they come to meet you. 
Pet. Go, Rafcals, go and fetch my Supperin. [Exit Ser. 
Where is the Life that late I led? 
Where are thofe ? Sit down Kate, 
And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, foud. 
Enter Servants with Supper. 
Why when I fay ¢ Nay, good {weet Kare be merry. 
Off with my Boots, you Rogues: You Villains, when? 
It was the Friars of Orders grey, | Sings. 
As he forth walked on his way. 
Out you Rogue, you pluck my Foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. [ Strikes him, 
Be merry, Kate: Some Water here; what hoa. 
Enter one with Water. 
Where’s my Spaniel 7roil/us ? Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my Coufin Ferdinand come hither : 
One, Kate, that you mutt kifs, and be acquainted with. 
Where are my Slippers? fhall I have fome Water? 
Come Kate, and wafh, and welcome heartily : 
You whorefon Villain, will you let it fall 2 
Kat. Patience, I pray you, “twas a fault unwilling, 
Pet. A whorefon, beetle-headed, flat-ear’d Knave ; 
Come, Kate, fit down, I know you have a Stomach, 
Will you give Thanks, fweet Kaze, or elfe fhall [2 
What’s this, Mutton? 
1 Ser. YES 
Pet. Who brought it ¢ 
Ser. 1. 
Pet. ’Tis burnt, and fo is all the Meat: 
What Dogs are thefe¢ where is the rafcal Cook? 
How durft you, Villains, bring it from the Dreffer, 
And ferve it thus to me that love it not 2 
There, take it to you, Trenchers, Cups and all: 
| Throws the Meat, &c. about the Stages 
You heedlefs Jolt-heads, and unmanner’d Slaves. 
What, do you grumble? I'll be with you ftraight. 
Kat. I pray you, Husband, be not fo difquiet, 
‘Fhe Meat was well, if you were fo contented, 


Pete 
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Pet. I tell thee, Kate, *twas burnt and dry’d away, 
And I exprefly am forbid to touch it - 
For it engenders Choler, planteth Anger, 
And better ’twere that both of us did faft, 
Since of our felves, our felves are Cholerick, 
Than feed it with fuch over-rofted Fleth: 
Be patient, to morrow’t thall be mended, 
And for this Night we'll faft for Company. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy Bridal Chamber, 


Enter Servants Severally. 
Nath, Peter, didft ever fee the like 2 
Peter. He kills her in her ow 
Gru. Where is he2 


Enter Curtis, a Servanp. 
Cur. In her Chamber, making a Sermon of Continency 
to her, and rails, and fwears, and rates, and fhe, poor Soul, 


knows not which way to fland, to look, to f{peak, and fits 
as one new rifen from a Dream, Away, away, for he is 
coming hither, 











[ Exewnt, | 


n Humour, 


Enter Petruchio, 
Pet. Thus have } politickly begun my Reign, 
And “tis my hope to end fuccefsfully ; 
My Faulcon now is fharp, and pafling empty, 
And ‘tll the ftoop, the muft not be full gorg’d, 
For then fhe never looks upon her Lure, 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keeper’s call: 
That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe Kites, 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient, 
She eat no Meat to day, nor none fhall cat. 
Laft night fhe flept not, nor to night fhall not: 
As with the Meat, fome undeferved faylt 
Cll find about the making of the Bed, 
And here Pilfling the Pillow, there the Bolfter, 


his way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets; 
Ay, and amid this hurly T intend, 


That all is done in reverend care of her, 
And in conclufien, the thal] watch al] night, 
And if fhe chance to nod PI] rail and brawl], 
And with the clamour keep her ftil] awake, 


This is a way fo kill a Wife with kindnefs, 
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And thus Pll curb her mad and headftrong Humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a Shrew, 
Now let him fpeak, ’tis Charity to fhew. [ Exit. 


Enter Tranio and Hortenfio. 
Tra. Is’t poffible, Friend Licio, that Miltrefs Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lacentio 2 
I tell you, Sir, fhe bears me fair in hand. 
Hor, Sir, to fatisfie you in what I have faid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 
Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 
Luc, Now, Miftrefs, profit you in what you read 2 
Bian. What Matter read ‘you firft, refolve me that? 
Luc. \ read that I profefs, the Art to Love. 
Bian, And may you prove, Sir, Mafter of your Art. 
Luc. While you, fweet Dear, prove Miftrefs of my Heart. 
Hor. Quick Proceeders marry; now tell me I pray, you 
that durft {wear that your Miftrefs. Bianca lov’d none 1n the 
World fo well as Lucentio. 
Tra. Oh defpightful Love, unconftant Womankind; I 
tell thee, ZLicio, this is wonderful, 
Hor. Miftake no more, 1 am not Licie, 
Nor a Mufician, as I feem to be, 
But one that fcorn to live in this Difguife, 
For fuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of fuch a Cullion ; 
Know, Sir, that I am call’d Hortenfo. 
Tra. Signior Hortenfo, I have often heard 
Of your entire AffeGion to Bianca, 
And fince mine Eyes are witnefs of her Lightnefs, 
I will with you, if you be fo contented, 
Forf{wear Bianca and her Love for ‘ever. 
Hor. See how they kifs and court. Signior Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
As one unworthy all the former Favours 
That I have fondly flatter’d her withal. 
Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned Oath, 
Never to marry with her, tho’ fhe would entreat. 
Fie on her, fee how beaftly fhe doth court him. 
Hor, Would all the World but he had quite forfworn. 
For me, that I may furely keep mine Oath, 
I will be Married to.a wealthy Widow, tS 
er 
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E’er three days pafs, which has as long lov’d me, 
As I have lov’d this proud difdainful Haggard, 
And fo farewel, Signior Lucentio, 
Kindnefs in Women, not their beauteous Looks, 
Shall win my Love; and fol take my leave, 
In refolution as I {wore before. 
i Tra. Mittrefs Bianca, blefs you with fuch G 
bid As longeth to a Lover’s blefled Cafe - 
Nay, I have ta’en you napping, gentle Love, 
And have forfworn you with Hortenfo, | 


Bian. Tranio, you jeft: But have you both forfworn me? 
Tra. Miftrefs, we have. 


Luc. Then weare rid of Licio, 
Tra. V’faith he'll havea lufty Widow now, 
That fhall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 

Bian, God give him Joy. 

Tra. Ay, and he’ll tame her. 

Bian. He fays fo, Tranio. 

| Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming School, 

aed Bian, The taming School: What js there fuch a 
Be fra. Ay, Miftrefs, and Petruchio is the Matter, 
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ed That teacheth Tricks eleven and twenty long, 
" : To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering Tongue. 
4 Enter Biondello, 


Bion. Oh Matter, Matter, I have watch’d fo long, 
oh That I am Dog-weary; but at lft J {pied 
PH An ancient Angel coming down the Hill 


ft Will ferve the turn. 

ete Tra. What is he, Biondello 2 

ee Bion. Matter, a Marcantant, or a Pedant ; 
Bid 


I know not what; but formal in Apparel ; 
In Gate and Countenance furly, like a Father. 
Luc. And what of him, Tranio 2 
e1) ‘ra. If he be credulous, and tru 
1 I'll make him glad to feem Pincentio, 
tf And give affurance to Baptifta Minola, 
et As if he were the right Vincentjo : 
+ Take me your Love, and then let me alone, 
Ae Enter a Pedayp. 
Ped. God fave you, Sir, 
Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheft2 


my Tale, 
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Ped. Sir, at the fartheft for a Week or two; 
But then up farther, and as far as Rome; 
And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me Life. 
Tra. What Countryman, I pray ? 
Ped. Of Alantua, 
Tra. Of Afantua, Sir; marry God forbid ; 
And come to Padua, carelefs ot your Life 2 
Ped. My Life, Sir! how, I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. ’Yis Death for any one in ALantua 
To come to Padua; know you not the Caufe? 
Your Ships are ftaid at Venice, and the Duke, 
For private Quarrel ’twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publifh’d and proclaim’d it openly : 
“Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 
You might have heard it elfe proclaim’d about. 
Ped. Alas, Sir, it is worfe for me than fo ; 
For I have Bills for Mony by Exchange 
From Florence, and mutt here deliver them. 
Tra. Well, Sir, to do you Courtefie, 
This will I do, and this I will advife you; 
Firft tell me, have you ever been at Pi/a? 
Ped. Ay, Sir, in Pifa have I often been: 
Pifa renowned for grave Citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio 2 
Ped. Tknow him not, but I have heard of him; 
A Merchant of incomparable Wealth. 
Tra. He is my Father, Sir; and footh to fay, 
In Count’nance fomewhat doth refemble you. 
Bion. As much as an Apple doth an Oyfter, and all one. 
| Afide. 
Tra. To fave your Life in this Extremity, 
This Favour will I do you for his fake; 
And think it not the worft of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio : 
His Name and Credit fhall you undertake, 
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Look that you take upon you as you fhould. 
You underftand me, Sir: So fhall you ftay 
‘Till you have done your Bufinefs in the City. 
If this be Court’fie, Sir, accept of it. 
Ped. Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever 
The Patron of my Life and Liberty. Tra, 
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Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good: 
This by the way I let you underftand, 
My Father is here look’d for every day, 
To pafs affurance of 2 Dowry in Marriage 
"Fwixt me and one Bapriffa’s Daughter here: 
In all thefe Circumftances I'll inftru@ you : 
H Go with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you. 
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Enter Katharina axd Grumio. 
Grn, O, no, Forfooth, I dare not for my Life. 


Kath. The more my Wrong; the more his 
Spite appears : 


What, did he marry me to famifh me2 
Beggars that come unto my Father's Door, 
Upon intreaty, have a prefent Alms ; 
If not, elfewhere they meet with prefent Charity: 
PS But I, who never knew how to intreat, 
ay Nor never needed, that I fhould intreat, 
ie Am ftarv’d for Meat, giddy for lack of Sleep ; 
" \ With Oaths kept waking, and with Brawling fed ; 
And that which fpights me more than all thefe Wants, 
He does it under name of perfect Love : 
As who would fay, if I fhould fleep or eat 
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oe “Twere deadly Sicknefs, or elfe prefent Death: 

Oe I prethee go, and get me fome Repatt ; 

ae | I care not what, fo it be wholfome Food. 

a4 Gru. What fay you to a Neat’s Foot? 

He Kath. ’Tis pafling good; I prethee let me have it. 
dea 


4a Gru. I fear itis too Phlegmatick a Meat - 
Ei _. How fay you to a fat Tripe finely broild2 
aH Kath. I like it well; good Grumio, fetchit me. 
a Gru. I cannot tell, I fear it is Chole | 


rick: 
A What fay you to a piece of Beef and Muttard2 
i Kath. A. Dith that I do love to feed upon, 
i i Gru. Ay, but the Muftard js too hot a little. 


Kath, Why then the Beef, and let the Muttard reft. 
Gra. Nay then I will not; you thall have the Muftard, 
Or elfe you get no Beef of Gremio, = Kath. 
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Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gra. Why then the Muftard without the Beef. 
Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou falfe deluding Slave, 
| Beats him. 
That feed’ft me withthe very name of Meat : 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my Mifery. 
Go, get thee gone, I fay. 
Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio with Meat. 
Pet. How fares my Kate? What, Sweeting, all amort? 
Hor. Mitftrefs, what cheer 2 
Kath. ’Faith as cold as can be. 
Pet. Pluck up thy Spirits; look cheerfully upon me; 
Here Love, thou feeft how diligent I am, 
To drefs thy Meat my felf, and bring it thee: 
Lamfure, fweet Kate, this Kindnefs merits Thanks. 
What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov ft it not: 
And all my Pains is forted to no proof. 
Here take away the Difh. 
Kath. | pray you let it {tand. 
Per. The pooreft Service is repaid with Thanks, 
And fo fhall mine béfore you touch the Meat. 
Kath. 1 thank you, Sir. 
Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are too blame : 
Come, Miftrefs Kate, Pll bear you Company. 
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenfio, if thou loveft me, 
Much good do it unto thy gentle Heart; 
Kate, eat apace. And now my honey, Love; 
Will we return unto thy Father’s Houfe, 
And Revel it as bravely as the beft, 
With filken Coats, and Caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs, and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things: 
With Scarfs, and Fans, and double change of Brav’ry, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this Knav’ry. 
What, haft thou Din’d? The Taylor ftays thy leifure, 
To deck thy Body with his ruffling Treafure. 
Enter Taylor. 
Come, Taylor, let us fee thefe Ornaments. 
Enter Haberdafber. 
Lay forth the Gown. What News with you, Sir? 
Hab. Here is the Cap your Worfhip did befpeak. 
Vou. I. S Pet 
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Vet. Why this was moulded on 2 Porrenger, 

A. Velvet Dith; Fie, fie, *tis lewd and filthy ; 

Why ’tis a Cockle or 4 Wallnut-thell, 

A Knack, a Toy, a Trick, a Baby’s Cap. 

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger, 

Kath. I'll have ro bigger, this doth &t the time, 

And Gentlewomen wear fach Caps as thefe, 

Pet. When you are gentle, you fhall have one too, 

And not ’till then, 

Flor. That will not be in hafte, , 
Kath, Why, Sir, I truft ] may have leave to {peak, 

And fpeak I will, { am no Child, no Babe, 

Your Betters have endur’d me, fay my mind; 

And if you cannot, beft you ttop your Ears, 

My Tongue will tell the Anger of my Heart, 

Or elfe my Heart concealing it will break : 

And rather than ir fhal!, I will be free, 

Even to the uttermolt ‘as [ pleafe in words, 

Pet, Why thou fay’ft true, it is a paltry Cap, 

A cuftard Coffin, a Bauble, a filken Pie, 

I love thee well in that thou lik’ft it not. 

Kath. Love me, orlove me not, I like the Cap, 

And it I will have, or T will have none. 

Pet. Thy Gown, why ay; come, Taylor, let us fee’t. 

O mercy God, what masking Stuff is here? 

What? this a Sleeve? "tic like a Demi-cannon ; _ 

What, up and down carv'd like an Apple Tart2 

Here’s {nip, and nip, ind cut, and flith, and flath, 

Like to a Cenfor in 4 Barber's Shop: 

Why what a Devil’s mme, Taylor, call'ft thou this? 
flor. ¥ fee the’s like to have neither Cap nor Gown. 
fay. You bid me make jt orderly and well, 

According to the Fafhion and the Time. 

Pet. Marry and did: But if you be remembred, 
I did not bid you mart it to the Time. 
0 hop me over every Kennel home, 
For you fhall hop without my Cuftom, Sir: 
I'll none of it ; hence, make your beft of jig, 
Kath. ¥ never faw 4 better fathion’d Gown, 
More gueint, more Pleafing, nor more commendable: 
Belike you mean to make a Puppet of me, 
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Pet. Why true, he means to make a Puppet of thee, 
her. 


Pet, Oh moft monftrous Arrogance ! 
Thou lyeft, thou Thread, thou Thimble, 
Thou Yard, three Quarters, half Yard, Quarter, Nail, 
Thou Flea; thou Nit, thou winter Cricket thou | 
Brav’d in mine own Houfe with a Skein of Thread! 
Away, thou Rag, thou Quantity, thou Remnant, 
Or I hall fo be-mete thee with thy Yard, 

As thou fhalt think on prating whil’{t thou liv’ft 
I tell thee I, that thou haft marr’d her Gown, 
fay. Your Worthip is deceiv’d, the Gown is made 

Juft as my Mafter had direGion, 
Grumio gave Order how it fhould be done. 

Gru. I gave him no Order, I gave him the Stuff. 

Yay. But how did you defire it thould be made? 

Gra. Marry, Sir, with Needle and Thread. 

Tay. But did you not requeft to have it Cut 2 

Gru. Thou haft fac’d many things, 

Tay. I have. 

Gr#. Face not me: Thou haft brav’d many Men, brave 
not me; I will neither be fac’d nor brav’d. I fay untothee, 
Ibid thy Mafter cut out the Gown, but I did not bid him 
cut it to piecess Ergo thou lieft. 

Tay. Why here is the Note of the Fafhion to teftify. 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The Note lies in’s Throat if he fay I faid fo, 

Lay. Imprimis, a loofe-bodied Gown, 

Gru. Matter, if ever I faid loofe-bodied Gown, fow me 
in the Skirts of it, and beat me to Death with a Bottom of 
brown Thread: I {aid a Gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tay. Witha {mall compaft Cape. 

Gru. I confefs the Cape. 

Tay. With a trunk Sleeve, 

Gru. I confefls two Sleeves. 

Tay. The Sleeves curioufly cut, 
Pet, Ay there’s the Villany. 


Gra. Error i’th’ Bill, Sir, Error i’th’ Bill: I commanded 


the Sleeves fhould be cut out, and fow’d up again, and that 
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I'll prove upon thee, tho’ thy little Finger be armed in 
Thimble. | 
Tay. This is true that I fay, and I had thee in place 
where, thou fhould’ft know it, 
Gre. I am for thee f{traight: take thou the Bill, give me 
thy mete-yard, and {pare not me, | 
flor. God-a-mercy, Grumio, thenhe fhall have no odds. 
Pet. Well, Sir, in-brief the Gown js not for me. 
Gru. You are ’th? right, Sir, ’tis for my Miftrefs. 
Per, Gotake it up unto thy Mafter’s ufe. 
Gre. Villain, not for thy Life: Take up my Miftrefs’s 
Gown for thy Mafter’s ufe! 
Per, Why, Sir, what’s your Conceit in that 2 
Gra, Oh, Sir, the Conceit is deeper than you think for; 
Teke up my Miftrefs’s Gown unto his Mafter’s ule, 
Ob fie, fie, fie. | 
Pet. Hortenfio, fay thou wilt fee the Taylor paid. { Afae. 
Go take it hence, be gone, and fay no more. 
Hor. Taylor, Til pay thee for thy Gown to morrow, 
Take no unkindnefs of his hafty Words: 
Away I fay, commend me to thy Matter. [Exit Tail. 
Pet, Well, come my Kare, we will unto your Father’s, 
Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments: 
Our Purfes fhall be proud, our Garments Poor ; 
For tis the Mind that makes the Body rich. 
And as the Sun breaks through the darkeft Clouds, 
So Honour peereth in the meaneft Habit. 
What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 
Becaufe his Feathers are more beautiful 2 
Or isthe Adder better than the Eel, 
Becaufe his painted Skin contents the Eye? 
Oh no, good Kate; neither art thou the worfe 
For this poor Furniture, and mean Array. 
If thou account’ft it Shame, lay it on me, 
And therefore Frolick; we wil] hence forthwith, ~ 
To Feaft and Sport us at thy Father’s Houfe. 
Go call my Men, and let us ftraight to him, 
And bring our Horfes unto Long-lane end, 
There will we mount, and thither walk on Foct. 
Let’s fee, I think ’tis now fome feven a Clock, — 
And well we may come there by Dinner time. 
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Kath. I dare affure you, Sir, *tis almoft two; 
And ’twill be Supper-time e’er you come there. 

Pet. It fhall be feven e’er I go to Horfe: 
Look what I fpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are {till croffing it ; Sirs, let’t alone, 
I will not go to day, and e’er I do, 
It fhall be what a Clock I fay it is. 

Hor. Why fo: This Gallant will command the Sun. 

| Exeunt Pet. Kath. and Hor. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreft like Vincentio, 
Tra. Sits, this is the Houfe, pleafe it you that I call. 
Ped. Ay what elfe, and but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptiffa may remember me 
Near twenty Years ago in Genoa. 

Tra. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pega/ms ; 
"Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe 
With fuch Aufterity as longeth to a Father. 

Exter Biondello, 

Ped. I warrant you: But, Sir, here comes your Boys 
‘Twere good he were {chool’d, 

Tra. Fear you not him ; Sirrah Biondello, 
Now do your Duty throughly I advife you: 
Imagine “twere the'right Vixcentio. 

Bion. Tut, fear not me, 

Tra. But haft thou done thy Errand to Baptifia? 

Bion. I told him that your Father was in Vexice, 
And that you look’d for him in Padsa. | 

Tra. That’s a tall Fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Baptifia; {et your Countenance, Sir. 


Enter Baptifta and Lucentio. 

Tra. Signior Baptifta, you are happily met: 
Sir, this is the Gentleman I told you of; 
I pray you ftand, good Father, to me now, 
Give me Bianca for my Patrimony. 

Ped. Soft, Son. Sir, by your leave, having come to Padma 
To gather in fome Debts, my Son Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty Caufe 
Of Love between your Daughter and himfelf : 
And for the good Report I hear of you, 
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And for the Love he beareth to your Daughter, 
And fhe to him; to ftay him not too long, 

Iam content in a good Father's care 

Lo have him match’d, and if you pleafe to like 
No worfe than I, Sir, upon fome Agreement, 
Me fhall you find moft ready and moft willing 
With one confent to have her fo beftowed: 

For curious I cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptifza, of whom I hear {o well, 

Sap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay, 
Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me wel] ; 
Right true it is, your Son Lucewtio here 
Doth love my Daughter, and the loveth him, 
Or both diffemble deeply their A ffeCions ; 

And therefore if you fay no more than this, 
That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And pafs my Daughter a fufficient Dowry, 
The Match is made, and all is done, 

Your Son fhall have my Daughter with confent, 

Tra. I thank you, Sir, where then-do you know beft 
We be affied, and fuch affurance ta’en, 

As fhall with either Parts Agreement ftand. 

Bap. Not in my Houfe, Lucentio, for you know 
Pitchers have Ears, and I have many Servants; 
Befides old Gremio is hearkning {till, 

And haply we might be interrupted, 

fra. Then at my Lodging, and it like you, Sir; 
There doth my Father lye: and there this Nighe 
We'll pafs the Bufinefs privately and well: 

Send for your Daughter by your Servant here, 
My Boy thall fetch the Scrivener prefently, 
e wort is this, that at fo flender warning, 


You are like to have a thin and flender Pittance, 
Bap. It likes me well. 


os hie you home, and bid Bianca make her ready 

raight : 

And if you will, tell what hath ha 

Lucentio’s Father is arriv’d jn Pa 

And how the’s ]; 
LiKe, 


ppen’d, 
dua, 
ke to be Lucenzio’s Wife, 


I pray the gods fhe May with all my Heart, [ Exit. 
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Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee.gone. 
Enter Peter. 

Signior Baptifta, fhall I lead the way ? 

Welcome, one Mefs is like to be your Cheer. 

Come, Sir, we will better it in Pi/a, 

Bap. I follow you. [ Exenunt. 

Enter Lucentio and Biondello, 

Bion. Cambio. 

Luc. What fay’ft thou, Biondello 2 

Bion. Youfaw my Mafter wink and laugh upon you. 

Luc. Biondello, what of that é 

Bion. ’Faith nothing; but “has left me here behind to ex- 
pound the Meaning or Moralof his Signs and Tokens. 

Luc. I pray thee moralize them. 

Bion. Then thus. Baprifta is fafe talking with the decei- 
ving Father of a deceitful Son. 

Luc. And what of him 2 

Bion. His Daughter is to be brought by you to the Sup- 
per. 

Luc. And then 2 

Bion. Theold Prieft at St. Lwke’s Church is at your com- 
mand at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all this 2 

Bion. 1 cannot tell, except they are bufied about a coun- 
terfeit Affurance; take you Affurance of her, Cum privi- 
legio ad Imprimendum folum, to th’ Church take the Prieft, 
Clark, and fome fufficient honeft Witneffes: 

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to fay, 
But bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. 

Luc. Hear’f{t thou, Biondello? 

Bion. I cannot tarry ; I knew a Wench married in an 
Afternoon as fhe went to the Garden for Parfeley to fluff 
a Rabbit, and fo may you, Sir: And fo adieu, Sir; my 
Matter hath appointed me to go to Sr. Luke's, to bid the 
Prieft be ready to come again{t you come with your Ap- 
pendix. [ Exit. 

Luc. I may and will, if the be fo contented : 

She will be pleas’d, then wherefore fhould we doubt 2 
Hap what hap may, I’ll roundly go about her: 
It thall go hard if Cambio go without her. [ Exit. 
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Enter Petruchio, Katharina, azdHortenfio. 
Pet. Come on a God’s name, once more towards our Fa- 
ther’s. 

Good Lord, how bright and goodly fhines the Moon, 
Kath. The Moon! the Sun; it is not Moonlight now, 
Pet. I fay it is the Moon that thines fo bright. 

Kath. I know it is the Sun that fhines fo bright, 
Pet. Now by my Mother’s Son, and that’s my felf, 

It fhall be Moon, ‘or Star, or what I lift, 

Or eer I journey to your Father’s Houfe : 

Go on, and fetch our Horfes back again, 

Evermore croft and croft, nothing but croft. 
flor. Say as he fays, or we fhall never 20, 

Kath, Forward I pray, fince we have come fo far, 

And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleafe: 

And if you pleafe to call ita ruth Candle, 

Henceforth I vow it fhall be fo for me. 

Pet. I fay it is the Moon. 

Kath. 1 know it is the Moon. 

Pet. Nay then you lie; it is the bleffed Sun. 
Kath, Then God be bleft, it is the bleffed Sun, 

But Sun it is not, when you fay it is not; 

And the Moon changes even as your Mind, 

What you will have it nam’d, even that it is, 

And fo it fhall be, fo, for Katherine. 
flor. Petruchio, go thy way, the Field is won. 

Pet, Well, forward, forward, thus the Bow! fhouid run; 

And not unluckily againft the Bias = 

But foft, Company is coming here, 

Enter Vincentio, 

Good morrow, gentle Miftrefs, where away 2 [ Zo Vin, 

Tell me, fweet Kare, and tell me truly too, 

Haft thou beheld a frether Gentlewoman - 

Such war of white and red within her Checks : 

What Stars do fpangle Heav’n with fach Beauty, 

As thofe two Eyes become that heav’nly Face 2 

Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee: 

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her Beauties fake. 


flor, He will make the Man mad to. make 2 Woman of 


him, ) 
Kath, 
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Kath. Young budding Virgin, fair, and frefh, and {weet, 
Whither away, or where is thy Aboad 2 
Happy the Parents of fo fair a Child; 
Happier the Man whom favourable Stars 
Allots thee for his lovely Bedfellow. 
Pet. Why how now, Kate, I hope thou art not mad! 
This is a Man, old, wrirkled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou fay’ft he is. 
Kath, Pardon, old Father, my miftaken Eyes, 
That have been fo bedazled with the Sun, 
That every thing I look on feemeth green. 
Now I perceive thou art a reverend Father: 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miftaking. 
Pet. Do, good o!d Grandfir, and withal make known 
Which way thou travelleft; if along with us, 
We fhallbe joyful of thy Company. 
Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miftrefs, 
That with your ftrange Encounter much amaz’d me; 
My Name 1s call’d Vincentio, my Dwelling Pifa, 
And bound I am to Padua, there to vifit 
A Son of mine, which long I have not feen. 
Pet. What is his Name? 
Vin. Lucentio, Gentle Sir. 
Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy Son; 
And now by Law, as well as reverent Age, 
I may intitle thee my loving Father; 
The Sifter of my Wife, this Gentlewoman, 
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev’d, fhe is of good Efteem, 
Her Dowry wealthy, and of worthy Birth; 
Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem 
The Spoufe of any noble: Gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 
And wander we to fee thy honeft Son, 
Who will of thy Arrival be full Joyous. 
Vin. But is this true, or is it elfe your Pleafure, 
Like pleafant Travellers to break a Jeft 
Upon the Company you overtake? 
Hor. I do affure thee Father, fo it is. 
Pet. Come, go along, and fee thee Truth hereof, 
For our firft Merriment hath made thee jealous. [ Exeunt. 
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Hor. Well Petruchio, this has put mein Heart, 
Have to my Widow, and if the be froward, 
Thea haft thou taught Aorten/fo to be untoward,  — [ Exvis, 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Biane 


one Side, 


Bion. Softly and (wiftly, Sir, for the Prteft is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biozdello, but they may chance to need thee 
at Home, therefore leave us. | | 


Bion. Nay, Faith, I'll fee the Church a 
then come back fo my M: trefs as fo 
Gree I marvel C22 dio com2s 


ay Gremio walking on 


your Back, and 
92 as I can, | Exeant. 
not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, Kitharin 1, Vincentio axzd Grumio, 
with Attendants, 


Pet. Sir, here's the Door, this is Lucentio’s Houte, 
My Father’s bears more towird the Market-Place, 
Taither muft I, and here I leave you, Sir. 

Vin. You fhall not chufe bur drink before yOu go; 

I think I fhall command your welcome here; 
And by all Lik:lihood fone Cheer js toward, [ Kuock, 

Gre. Taey’re bufie within, you were beft knock louder, 


| Pedant looks out of the Window, 
Ped. What’s he that knock 


sas he would beat down the 
Gate 2 


Vin. Xs Signior Lucextig within, Sir 2 
Ped. He’s within, Sir, bur Not to be fpoken withal. 


in. What if 3 Man bring him a hundred Pound or two 
to make merry withal. 


Ped. Keep your hundred: Pounds to your felf, he thall . 
heed none as long as I live, 

Pet. Nay, [ told you your Son was 
you-hear, Sir, to leave frivolous Circy 
tell Signior Lucentio that his Father i 
is here at the Door to {peak with hi 

Ped. Thoulielt, his Father is come from Padua, and here 
looking out of the Window, 

Vin, Art thou his Fathere 


Ped, Ay, Sir, fo his Mother fays, if T may believe her. 
Pet. Why how now, Gentleman! why this is fat Kna- 
very totake upon you another Man’s Name. | 
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Ped, Lay Hands on the Villain, 1 believe he means to 
cozen fome Body in this City under my Countenance, 
Exter Biondello. 
valbn Bion, I have feen them in the Churchtogether, God fend 
i ’em good Shipping: But who is here? Mine old Mafter Hix- 
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Vin. What, you notorious Villain, did ft thou never fee 
im thy Mafter’s Father Vincentio ¢ 
: Bion. What, my old worfhipful old Mafter? Yes, marry 
Sir, fee where he looks out of the Window. 
Vin. 1s’t fo indeed? | He beats Biondello, 
Bion. Help, help, help, here’s a Mad-man will murther 
me. 
} Ped. Help, Son, help Signior Baptifta. 
Pet. Preethee, Kate, let’s ftand afide, and fee the End of 
(in this Controverfie. 
i Enter Pedant with Servants, Baptifta axd Tranio, 
rth Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my Servant?2 
Vin, What am I, Sir; nay, what are you, Sir? Oh Im- 
mortal Gods! Oh fine Villain, a filken Dowblet, a velvet 
Hofe, a fcarlet Cloak, and a copatain Hat: Oh I am un- 
done, I am undone; while I play the good Husband at 
Home, my Son and my Servants {pend all at the Univer- 
| fity. 
Tra. How now, what’s the Matter ? 
, Bap. What, is this Man lunatick? 
. Tra. Sir, you feem a fober ancient Gentleman by your Ha- 
| bit; but your Words fhew you a Mad-man; why, Sir, what 
concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold ; I thank my 
good Father, I am able to maintain it, 
Vin. Thy Father! Oh Villain, he is a Sail-maker in Ber- 
fame. 
Bap. You miftake, Sir, you miftake, Sir; pray what do 
you think is his Name ? 
Vin. His Name, as if I knew not his Name: I have 
brought 


ot centio? Now we are undone, and brought to nothing, { 
alk Vin, Come hither, Crackhemp. | Seeing Biondello. a 
* > Bion. 1 hope I may chufe, Sir. td 
‘ Vin, Come hither you Rogue, what have you forgot me? ia 
th a Bion. Forgot you, no Sir: I cou'd not forget you, for I | 
Ei never faw you before in all my Life, ] 
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brought him up ever fince he was three Years old, and his 
Name is Tranio. 

Ped. Away, away mad Afs, his Name is Lucentio, and 
he is mine only Son, and Heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Vincentio. 

Vin. Lucentio! Oh he hath murthered his Mafter: lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Duke's Name; oh my 
Son, my Son; tell me, thou Villain, where is my Son Lu- 
centio ? | 

Tra. Call forth an Officer; carry this mad Knave to the 
Goal; Father, Baptiffa, I charge you fee that he be forth. 
coming. | 

Vin. Carry me to Goal ? 

Gre. Stay, Officer, he thall not go to Prifon, 

: Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio; I fay he thall 20 to Pri- 
on. 

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptiffa, let you be C 

e. Take , e Cony- 
catch’d in this Bufinefs; I dare fwear this is pe right Vin 
c€entto. 

Ped. Swear if thou dar’ft. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not {wear it. 

Zra. Then thou wert beft fay, that I am not Lucentio. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the Dotard, to Goal with him, 
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Enter Lucentio axd Bianca. 
Vin. Thus Strangers ma be hal’ "a; . 
{trous Villain, 3 zs ee ee 
Bion. Oh weare fpoil’d, and yo 
, nder he is, deny hir : 
{wear him, or elfe we are all medsne, Se 
| Exit Biondello, Tranio and Ped 
| ant . 
Luc. Pardon, {weet Father, eae 
Vin. Lives my {weet Son2 ay 
Bian. Pardon, dear Father. 
He How haft thou offended; where is Lucentio 2 
= uc. Here’s Lucentio, right Son to the right Vincentio 
hat have by Marriage made thy Daughter mine: 
While counterfeit Suppofes bleer’d thine Eyn 
Gre. Here’s packing with a witnefs to deceive us all 
Pepe Where is that damn’d Villain Tranio 
vat fac’d and brav’d me in this Matter fo?” 
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Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 
Bian. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 
Luc. Love wrought. thefe Miracles. Bianca’s Love 

Made me exchange my State with Tranio, 

While he did bear my Countenance in the Town: 

And happily I have arriv’d at laft 

Unto the wifhed Haven of my Blifs ; 

What Tranio did, my felf entorc’d him to; 

Then pardon him, fweet Father, for my Sake. 

Vin. Vl flit the Villain’s Nofe that would have feat. me 
to the Goal. 

Bap. But do you hear, Sir, have you marry’d my Daugh- 
ter without asking my good Will ? 

Vin. Fear not, Baptifta, we will content you, go to; but 

I will in, to be reveng’d on this Vallain. [ Exit. 
Bap. And I to found the Depth of this Knavery. | Exit. 
Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy Father will not frown. 

| Exeunt. 
Gre. My Cake is Dough, but I'll in among the reft, 

Out of Hope of all, but my Share of the Featft. { Exit. 
Kath. Husband let’s follow, to fee the End of this ado. 
Pet. Firft kifs me, Kate, and we will. 

Kath. What, in the mid{ft of the Street ? 

Pet. What, art thou afham’d of me? 

“ath. No, Sir, God forbid, but afham’d to kifs. 

Pet, Why then let’s Home again: Come, Sirrah, let’s a- 
way. 

Kath, Nay, I will give thee a Kifs; now pray thee Love, 
ftay. 

Pet. Is not this well? Come, my fweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late. | Exeunt. 
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AGT VS GEN BS 


Enter Baptifta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio, Bis 
anca, [ranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Katharina, Grumio, 
Hortenfio and Widow, Téatio’s Servants bringing in a 
Banquet. 


Luc. T laft, tho’ long, our jarrifi® Notes agree 
. And time it is when raging War is done, 
To fmile at ’Scapes and Perils over-blown. 
My fair Bianca, bid my Fathér welcome, 
While I with feif-fame Kindnefs welcomé thine ; 
Brother Petruchio, Sifter Katharine, 
And thou Hortenfgo with thy loving Widow; 
Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my Houfe, 
My Banquet is to clofe our Stomachs up 
After our great good Cheer: Pray you fit down, 
For now we fit to chat as well’ as eat. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat ! 
Bap. Padua affords this Kindnefs, Son Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
4Zor, For both our Sakes I would that Word were true 
Pet. Now for my Life Hortenjo fears his Widow, ; 
a si never truft me if I be afeard, 
et, YOu are very fenfible, an ; 
I mean Horienfo is afeatd of Be a: ae ee 
Wid. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round 
Pet. Roundy réplied. 2 
Kath, Miftrefs, how mean you that? 
(ts Thus I conceive by him. 
et. Conceives by me, how likes Horten/o 2 
flor. My Widow fays, thus the comet hing 
Pet. bet Bs mended, kifs him for that, good Wi-« 
Kath, He that is giddy thinks ¢ | < 
I pray you tell me ad you ised 2, ogy ee 
Wid. Your Husband being troubled with a Sh 
Meafure’s my Husband’s Sorrow by his Woe; ae 
And now you know my Meaning, 


Kath» 
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Kath, A very mean Meaning. 

Wid. Right, 1 mean you. 

Kath. Avd I am mean indeed, refpecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kare. 

Hor. To her, Widow. 

Pet. A hundred Marks, my Kate do put her down. 

for, That’s my Office. 

Pet. Spoke like an Officer; ha, to thee Lad. 

| Drinks to Hortenfio. 

Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quick-witted Folks 2 

Gre. Believe me, Sir, they burt together well, 

Bian. Head, and but, an hafly-witted Body 
Would fay, your Head and But were Head and Horm 

Vin. Ay, Miftrefs Bride, hath that awaken’d you? 

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'll fleep 

apain. 

Pet. Nay, that you thall rot fince you have begun: 
Have at you for a bette: Jeft or two, 

Bian. Am TI your Bird, I mean to fhift my Bufh, 
And then purfue me as you draw your Bow. 
You are welcome al! Exit Bianca, Kath. and Widow 

Pet.. She hath prevented me. Here Signior Traxio, 
This Bird you aim’d at, tho’ you hit it rot, 
Therefore a Health to all that thot «nd mifs’d, 

Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio Alipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himfelf, and catches for his Mafter. 

Pet. A good fwift Simile, but fomething currifh. 

Lyd. ‘Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for your felf: 
*Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a Bay. 

Bap. Oh, oh Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

Luc. 1 thank thee for that Gird, 200d Tranie. 

fTer. Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you here? 

Pet. He hasa little gall’d me, I confefs; 
And asthe Jeft did glance aw: y from me, 
*Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright. 

Bap. Now in good Sadnefs, Son Petruchio, 
{ think thou haft the verieft Shrew of all, 

Pet. Well, I fay no; and therefore for Affurance, 
Let’s each one fend unto his Wife, 


And he whofe Wife is moft obedient, 
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To come at firft when he doth fend for her, 
Shall win the Wager which we will propofe. 
Hor. Content, what’s the Wager? 
Luc. Twenty Crowns. 
Pet. Twenty Crowns! 
(ll venture fo much on my Hawk or Hound, 
But twenty times fo much upon my Wife. 
Luc. A hundred then. 
Hor. Content. 
Pet. A match, “tis done. 
Hor. Who fhall begin? 
Luc. That will I. 
Ge, Biondello, bid your Miftrefs come to me. 
Bion. I go. 
Bap. Son, Vll-be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc. Vl have no halves: I'll bear it all my felf. 
| Enter Biondello. 
How now, what News? 
Bion. Sir, my Miftrefs fends you Word 
That fhe is bufie, and cannot come. 
Pet. How? fhe’s bufie, and cannot come: Is that an An- 
fwer? 
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too: 
Pray God, Sir, your Wife fend you not a worfe. 
Pet. I hope better. 
‘Hor, Sirrah Biondello, go and intreat my Wife to come 
to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello. 
Pet. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then fhe muft needs come. 
Hor, 1 am afraid, Sir, do what you can, 
Enter Biondello. 
Yours will not be entreated: Now, where’s my Wife? 
Bion. She fays you have fome goodly Jeft in Hand, 
She will not come: She bids you come to her. 
Pet. Worfe and worfe, fhe wil] not come! 
Oh vild, intolerable, not to be indur’d: 
Sirrah Gremio, go to your Miftrefs, 
Say I command her to come to me. [ Exit. Gru. 
Hor. I know her Anfwer. 
Pet. What? 
Hor. She will not. 


[Exit. 


Pete 
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Pet, The fouler Fortune mine, and there’s an end, 


Enter Katharina. 
Bap. Now, by my Hollidam, here comes Katharine. 
Kath. What is your Will, Sir, that you fend for mc? 
Pet. Where is your Sifter, and Horten/io’s Wife 2 
Kath. They fit conferring by the Parlour Fire. 
Pet. Go, fetch them hither; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them foundly forth unto their Husbands: 


Away, I fay, and bring them hither ftraight. [| Exit Kath. 


Luc. Here is a Wonder, if you talk of a Wonder. 
Hor, And fo it is: I wonder what it boads. 
Pet. Marry, Peace it boads, and Love, and quiet Life, 
An awful Rule and right Supremacy : 
And to be fhort, what not, that’s {weet and happy. 
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio; 
The Wager thou haft won, and I will add 
Unto their Lofles twenty thoufand Crowns, 
Another Dowry to another Daughter, 
For fhe is chang’d as the had never been. 
Pet. Nay, [ will win my Wager better yet; 
And fhow more Sign of her Obedience, 
Her new-built Virtue and Obedience. 
Enter Katharina, Bianca and Widow. 
See where fhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 
As Prifoners to her womanly Perfuafion: 
Katharine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
Off with that Bauble, and throw it underfoot. 
| She pulls off ber Cap and throws it down, 
Wid. Lord, let me never have a Caufe to figh, 
Till I be brought to fuch a filly pafs. 
Bian, Fie, what a foolifh Duty call you this ? 
Luc. 1 would your Duty were as foolifh too: 
The Wifdom of your Duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath coft me an hundred Crowns fince Supper-time. 
Bian. The more Fool you for laying on my Duty. 
Pet, Katharine, I charge thee tell thefe head{trong 4omen, 
what Duty they owe to their Lords and Husbands. 
Wid. Come, come, you're mocking; we will have no 
telling. 


Pet. Come on, I fay, and firft begin with her. 
Vou, Il. x Wid. 
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Wid. She fhall not. 
Pet. I fay the fhall, and firft begin with her. 
Kath, Fie, fie, unknit that threatning unkind Brow, 
And dart not fcornful Glances from thofe Eyes, 
To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor. 
It blotsthy Beauty, as Frofts bite the Meads, 
Confounds thy Fame, as Whirlwinds fhake fair Buds, 
And in no Senfe is meet or amiable. 
A Woman mov’dis like a Fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill fecming, thick, bereft of Beauty; 
And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty 
Will dain to fip, or touch one Drop of ir. 
Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper, 
Thy Head, thy Soveraign; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy Maintenance: Commits his Body 
To painful Labour, both by Sea and Land; 
To watch the Night in Storms, the Day in Cold, 
Wail'ft thou ly’ft warm at home, fecure and fafe, 
And craves no other Tribute at thy Hands, 
But Love, fair Looks, and true Obedience; 
Too little Payment for fo great a Debt._ 
Such Duty as the Subje@ owes the Prince, 
Even fuch a Woman oweth to her Husband : 
And when fhe is froward, peevith, fullen, fower, 
And not obedient to his honeft Will; 
What is the but a fou] contending Rebel, 
And gracelefs Traitor to her loving Lord? 
I am afham’d that Women are fo fimple, 
To offer War where they fhould kneel for Peace, 
Or feek for Rule, Supremacy, and Sway, 
When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey. 
Why are our Bodies foft, and weak, and {mooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the World, 
But. that our foft Conditions, and our Hearts, 
Should well agree with our external Parts Q 
Come, come, you’ar froward and unable Worms, 
My Mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My Heart is great, my Reafon haply more, 
To bandy Word for Word, and Frown for Frown; 
But now I fee our Launces are but Straws, 
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Our Strength is weak, our Weaknefs paft compare, 
That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft are : 
Then vale your Stomachs, for it is no Boot, 
And place your Hands below your Husband’s Foot : 
In token of which Duty, if he pleafe, 

| My Hand is ready, may it do him Eafe. 

| Pet. Why, there’s a Wench: Come on, and kifs me 

Kate. 


Luc. Well, go thy ways, old Lad, for thou fhalt ha’t. 
Vin, ‘Tis a good Hearing when Children are toward. 


Luc. But a harth Hearing when Women are froward. 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to Bed, 


We two are married, but you two are {ped. 
"T'was I won the Wager, tho’ you hit the White, 
And being a Winner, God give you good Night. 


[Exit Petruchio and Kath. 
flor. Now go thy Ways, thou haft tam’d a curft 


Shrew. 
Luc. ’Tis a Wonder, by your leave, the will be tam’d fo. 


| Exennt. 
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Dramatis Perfone. 





ING of France, 
‘Duke of Florence. 
Bertram, Count of Rofiilion. 
Lafeu, én old Lord. | 
Parolles, 2 Parafitical Follower of Bertram, a 
Coward, but Vain, and a Lreat Pretender to 
Valour. | 


Several Young French Lords, that ferve with Ber- 
tram 7# the Florentine War 
Steward, ? | 
a : 0 n. 
Chitin, : Servants to the Counte/s of Rofiilio 


Counte/s of Roflilion, Mother to Bertram. 

Helena, Daughter to Gerrard de Narbon, 4 fa- 
mous Phyfician, fome time fince dead. 

An old Widow of Florence. 

Diana, Daughter to the Widow. 


Wimenta, | ,,. , : ee 
Mariana, r Neighbours and Friends to the Widow, 


_ Lords attending on the King. Officers, Soldiers, &c. 


x 


Ihe SCENE lyes partly in France, and parte 
ly in Tulcany. ee, 
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Enter Bertram, the Countefs of Roflilion, Helena, avd Lafeu 


in Mourning. 


COUNTESS. 


==] N delivering my Son from me, I bury a fe- 
= VE) cond Husband. 

Ber. And in going, Madam, I weep o'er 
my Father’s Death anew ; bur 1 mutt attend 
his Majefty’s Command, to whom] am now 
in Ward, evermore in Subjection. 

Laf. You RaAGid of che Kin ig a Husband, Madam; you, 
Sir, a Father. He that fo general! lly is at all times good, 
mutt of neceflity hold his Virtue to you, whofe wo. thin eit 
would ftir it up were it wanted, rather than lack it where 
there is fuch abundance. 

— What hope is there of his’ Majefty’s amendment 2 

- He hath abandon’d his Phyficians, Madam, under 

se Pr actices he hath perf cuted Time with Hope, and 

finds no other advantage in the Procefs, but only the lofing 
of Hope by Time. 

Count. This young — woman had a Father, O that 
had! How fad a Paflage’ tis! whofe Skill was almoft as great 
as his Honetty ; ; had it ftretch’d fo far. it would have made 
Nature immortal, and Death fhould have play for lack of 
work, Would, fi the King’s fake, he were living, I think 
it would be the Death of the King’s D feafe. 

Laf. How call’d you the Man you fpeak of, Madam? 

Count, He was famous, Sir, in his Profeffion, and it was 
his great Right to be fo: Gerard de Narbon. 
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All swell that End, well. 
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Laf. He was Excellent indeed, Madam; the King very 
lateiy {poke of him admiringly and mourningly: He was 
skiltul enough to have liv’d {till, if Knowledge could be fet 
up againft Mortality. 

Ber. What is it, my good Lord, the King languifhes of 2 

Laf. A Fiftulay my Lord. ; 

Ber. I heard not of it before, 

Laf. 1 would it were not notorious. ‘Was this Gentle- 
woman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count. His fole Child, my Lord, and bequeathed to my 
overlooking. I have thofe hopes of her good, that her Edu- 
cation promifes her Difpofition. fhe inherits, which makes 
fair Gifts fairer; for where an unclean Mind carries virtuous 
Qualities, there Commendations go with Pity, they are 
Virtues and Traytors too: In her they are the better for 
their Simplenefs, the derivesther Honefl y, and ‘atchieves her 

' Goodnefs, 

Laf. Your Commendations, Madam, gct from her Tears. 
. Count. "Tis the bef{t Brine a Maiden can feafon her Praife 
in, The remembrance of her Father never approaches her 
Ficart, but.the Tyranny of her Sorrows takes all livelihood 
from her Cheek, No more of this, Heleza, go to, no 
a left ic be rather thought you affect a Sorrow, than to 
A a 

flel. J do affe& a Sorrow indeed, but I have it too, 
Laf.. Moderate Lamentations is the Right of the Dead, ex- 
ceflive Grief thie Enemy to the Living, : 


Cosnt. If thé Livin 
. g be Enemy to the Grief, the excefs 
makes it foon mortal. Z 


Ber. Madam, I defire your holy W; : 

ef How ete beer s that see 

ount. Be thou bleft, Bertram, and fucce YF 
In Manners as in Shape: Thy Blood and voce pit 
Contend for Empire in thee, and thy Goodnefs 
Share with thy Birth-right, Love all, truft a few 
Do wrong to none: Be able for thine Enemy 
Rather in Power than Ufe; and keep thy Friend 
Under thy own Life’s Key: Re check’d for Silence 
But never tax’d for Speech. Whar Heav’n more veill 
That thee may furnifh, and my Prayers pluck down 
Fall on thy Head, Farewel, my Lord, 


“Tis 
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‘Tis an unfeafon’d Courtier, good my Lord, 
Advife him. 
Laf. He cannot want the beft 
That fhall attend his Love. 
Count. Heav’nblefs him. Farewel, Bertram, | Exit Count. 
Ber. [to Hel.| The beft Wifhes that can be forg’d in your 
Thoughts, be Servants to you: Be comfortable to my Mo- 
ther, your Miftrefs, and make much of her. 

Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you mutt hold the Credit of 
your Father. | Exeunt Ber. and Laf. 
Hel, Oh were that all I think not on my Father, 

And thefe great Tears grace his Remembrance more 
Than thofe I thed for him. What was he like ? 
I have forgot him. My Imagination 
Carries no Favour in’t, but Bertram’s. 
I am undone, there is no Living, none, 
If Bertram be away. *T were all one 
That I fhould love a bright particular Star, 
And think to wed it; he is fo Above me: 
In his bright Radiance and Collateral Light 
Mutt I be comforted, not in his Sphere. 
Th’ Ambition in my Love thus plagues it felf ; 
The Hind, that would be mated by the Lion, 
Muift dye for Love, °*T was pretty, tho’ a Plague, 
To fee him ev’ry Hour to fit and draw 
His arched Brows, his hawking Eye, his Curls 
In our Heart’s Table: Heart too capable 
Of every Line and Trick of his fweet Favour. 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous Fancy 
Mutt fanctifie his Relick, Who comes here? 
Enter Parolles. 
One that goes with him: I love him for his fake, 
And yet I know him.a notorious Liar, 
Think him a great way Fool, folely a Coward; 
Yet thefe fix’d Evils fit fo fit in him, 
That they take place, when Virtues fteely Bones 
Look bleak i’th’ cold Wind; withal, full oft we fee 
Cold Wifdom waiting on fuperfluous Folly. 
Par, Save you, fair Queen, 
Hel, And you, Monarch, 
Par. No. 
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fel, And no, 

Par. Are you meditating on Virginity 2 

ffel. Ay: Youhave fome ftain of Soldier in yous let me 
ask you a Queftion. Manis Enemy to Virginity, how may 
we barricado it againft him? 

Par, Keep him out. 

ffzl. But he affails, and our Virginity, though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak: Unfold us fome warlike Refi- 
ftance. 

Par. There is none: Man fetting down before you, will 
undermine you, and blow you up. 

fel. Blefs our poor Virginity from Underminers, and 
Blowers up. Is there no military Policy how Virgins might 
blow up Men2 

Par. Virginity being blown down, Man will quicklier 
be blown up: Marry in blowing him down again, with 
the Breach your felves made, you lofe your City. It is 
not Politick, in the Commonwealth of Nature, to preferve 
Virginity. Lofls of Virginity, is rational Encreafe, and 
there was never Virgin got, ’till Virginity was frft loft. 
That you were made of, is Metal to moke Virgins. Vir- 
pinity, by being once loft, may be ten times found: By 
being ever kept, it is ever loft; *tis too cold a Companion; 
away with’r, 

fel. will ftand for’t a little, though therefore I diea 
Virgin, 

Par. There’s little can he {aid in’t ; “tis againft the Rule 
of Nature. To {peak on the part of Virginity, is to ac- 
cufe your Mother; which is moft infallible Difobedience. 
He that hangs himfelf is a Virgin: Virginity murthers it 
felf, and fhould be buried in High-ways out of all fan@is 
fied Limit, asa defperate Offendrefs againft Nature. Vir- 
ginity breeds Mites, much like a Cheefe, confumes it felf 
to the very Paring, and fo dies with feeding its own Sto- 
mach. Befides, Virginity is peevith, proud, idle, made 
of felf-love, which is the moft inhabited Sin in the Canon. 
Keep it not, you cannot chufe but loofe by’t. Out with’; 
within ten Years it will make it felftwo, which is a goodly 


increafe, and the Principal it felf not much the wore. A- 
way with’r, 


Hel, 





‘ 
| ‘ 
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Hel, How might one do, Sir, to lofe it to her own ph 
liking 2 
it Par. Let me fee. Marry ill, to like him that ne’er it 


ry likes. ’Tis a Commodity will lofe the Glofs with lying, 
| The longer kept, the lefs worth: Off with’t while ’tis ven- 
dible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Virginity, like an old 

hn Courtier, wears her Cap out of Fafhion, richly futed, but 


(7 unfutable, juft like the Brooch and the Toothpick, which 
we wear notnow: Your Date is better in yout Pyeand your 
; Porredge, than in your Cheek; and your Virginity, your 


old Virginity, is like one of our French wither’d Pears; it 
F looks ill, it eats drily, marry ‘tis a. wither’d Pear: It was 
" formerly better, marry yet ‘tisa wither’d Pear. Will you 
any thing with it? 
" Hel, Not my Virginity yet. 
4 There fhall your Mafter have a thoufand Loves, 
A Mother, and a Miftrefs, and a Friend, 
A Phoenix, Captain, and an Enemy, 
A Guide, a Goddefs, and a Sovereign, 
A Counfeller, a Traitrefs, and a Dear; 
His humbleft Ambition, proud Humility, 
His jarring Concord, and his difcord Dulcer, 
His Faith, his fweet Difafter; with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious Chriftendoms 
That blinking Cupid goflips. Now thall he 
I know not what he fhal! God fend him wel] 
The Court’s a learning Place——— and he is one-——— 
Par. What one, ?faith2 
Hel, That I with well——'tis pity —— 
Par. What's pity ? 
Hel. ‘That withing well had not a Body in’, 
Which might be felt, that we poorer born, 
Whofe bafer Stars do fhut them up in Withes, 
Might with effe&ts of them follow our Friends, 
And fhew what we alone muft think, which never 


Returns us [hanks. 
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Enter Page. 
Page. Monfieur Paroles, 
My Lord calls for you. 


Par. Little Helen farewel, if I can remember thee, I will 
think of thee at Court. 
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fel. Monfieur Parolles, you were born under a chari- 
table Star. 


Hl Par. Under AZars, I. 































ie | Hel, I efpecially think under AZars. 
.) Par. Why under Mars 3 
sl Hel, The Waters have fo kept you under, that you muft 
ARN | id needs be born under AZars. 
i i ie Par. When he was Predominant. 
a fel, When he was Retrograde, I think rather. 
al Par. Why think you fo ¢ 
Fiel. You go fo much backward when you Fight. 
a Par. That’s for Advantage, 
he ite i Hel. So is Running away, 
at When Fear propofes Safety : 
i But the Compofition that your Valour and Fear makes in 
ms you, isa Virtue of a good Wing, and I like the wear well. 
} ke a | Par. I am fo full of Bufinefs, I cannot anfwer thee acute- 
, ee i e ly: I will return perfe€& Courtier, in the which my Inftrus 
on ction fhall ferve to Naturalize thee, fo thou wilt be capable 
Brat ng i of the Courtiers Counfel, and underftand what Advice hall 
a thruft upon thee; elfe thou dieft in thine Unthankfulnefs, and 
4 ‘ bi a thine Ignorance makes thee away; farewel. When thou haft 
ae  leifure, fay thy Prayers; when thou haft hone, remember 
Bes Hi ii thy Friends; get thee a good Husband, and ufe him as he 
| ne wl th ufes thee: So farewel. [ Exit. 
a iy h| f7el. Our Remedies oft in our felves do lye, 
B q Reb i Which we afcribe to Heav’n: The fated Sky 
: if et 4 Gives us free Scope, only doth backward pull 
i | Our flow Defigns, when we our felves are dul]. 
9 


What Power is it, which mounts my Love fo high, 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine Eye? 
Toe mightieft Space in Fortune, Nature brings 

To join hike Likes, and kifs like native Things. 
Impoflible be ftrange Attempts to thofe | 
That weigh their Pains in Senfe, and do fuppofe 

What hath been, cannot be. Who ever {trove 
To fhew her Merit, that did mifs her Love 2 


The King’s Difeafle——My Proje may deceive me, 
But my Intents are fix’d, and will not leave me. [ Exit. 
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All's well that Ends well. 


Flourifb Cornets. Enter the King of France with Letters, 
and divers Attendants. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th’ Ears, 
Have fought with equal Fortune, and continue 
A braving War. 

1 Lord. So ’tis reported, Sir. 

King. Nay, ‘tis moft credible; we here receive it, 
A Certainty vouch’d from our Coufin Azria, 
With Caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For fpeedy Aid; wherein our deareft Friend 
Prejudicates the Bufinefs, and would feem 
To have us make Denial. 

1 Lord. His Love and Wifdom, 

Approv'd fo to your Majefty, may plead 
For ampleft Credence. 

King. He hath arm’d our Anfwer, 

And Florence is deny’d before he comes: 
Yet for our Gentlemen that mean to fee 
The Tucan Service, freely have they leave 
To ftand on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well ferve 
A Nurfery to our Gentry, who are fick 
For Breathing and Exploit. 

King. What’s he comes here 2 


Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parolles. 


1 Lord. It is the Count Roffillion, my good Lord, young 


Bertram. 
King. Youth, thou bear’ft thy Father’s Face, 
Frank Nature rather curious than in hafte, 
Hath well compos’d thee: Thy Father’s moral Parts 
Maift thou inherit too. Welcome to Paris. 
Ber. My Thanks and Duty are your Majefty’s. 
Keng. I would I had that corporal Soundnefs now, 
As when thy Father and my felf in Friendfhip, 
Firft try’d our Soldierfhip: He did look far 
Into the Service of the Time, and was 
Difcipled of the braveft. He lafted long, 
But on us both did haggith Age fteal on, 
And wore us out of A@. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good Father; in his Youth 
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He had the Wit, which I can well obferve 
To Day in our young Lords; but they may jeft 
‘Till their own Scorn return to them unnoted, 
E’er they can hide their Levity in Honour: 
So like a Courtier, no Contempt nor Bitternefs 
Were in his Pride, or Sharpnefs; if they were, 
His Equal had awak’d them, and his Honour 
Clock to it felf, knew the true Minute when 
Exception bid him fpeak; and at that time 
His Tongue obey’d his Hand. Who were below him, 
He us’d as Creatures of another Place, 
And bow’d his eminent Top to their low Ranks, 
Making them proud of his Humility, 
In their poor Praife he humbled: Such a Man 
Might be a Copy to thefe younger Times; 
Which follow’d well, would demonftrate them now; 
But Goers backward. 
Ber. His good Remembrance, Sir, 
Lyes richer in your Thoughts, than on his Tomb: 
So in Approof lives not his Epitaph, ) 
As in your Royal Speech. 
King. Would I were with him; he would always fay, 
(Methinks I hear him now) his-plaufive Words 
He fcatter'd not in Ears, but grafted them 
To grow there and tobear; let me not live, 
(This his good Melancholly oft began 
On the Cataftrophe and Heel of Paftime 
When it was out) Let me not live, quoth he, 
After my Flame lacks Oil, to be the Snuff. 
Of younger Spirits, whofe apprehenfive Senfes 
All but new Things difdain; whofe Judgments are 
Meer Fathers of their Garments; whofe Conftancies 
Expire before their Fafhions: This he wifh’d. 
I after him, do after him with too, 
Since I, nor Wax, nor Honey can bring home, 
I quickly were diffolved from my Hive, 
To give fome Labourers room. 
2 Lord. You're loved, Sir, 
They that leaft lend it you, thall lack your firft, 
King. 1 fill a Place I know’t ; how long is’t, Count, 
Since 





: 
i 


All's well that Ends well. 751 


Since the Phyfician at your Father’s died 2 
He was much fam’d. 
Ber. Some fix Months fince, my Lord. 
King. If he were living, I would try him yet. 
Lend me an Arm; the reft have worn me out 
With feveral Applications ; Nature and Sicknefs 
Debate it at their Leifure. Welcome, Count, 
My Son’s no dearer. 
Ber. Thanks to your Majefty. | Exennt, 
Enter Counte/s, Steward and Clown, 

Count. I will now hear, what fay you of this Gentle- 
woman ¢ 

Stew. Madam, the Care I have had to even your Con- 
tent, 1 with might be found in the Calender of my patt 
Endeavours, for then we wound our Modefty, and make 
foul the Clearnefs of our Defervings, when of our felves we 
publifh them. 

Count. What do’s this Knave here 2 Get you gone, Sirrah; 
the Complaints I have heard of you, Ido notall believe; ’tis 
my Slownefs that I do not, for I know you lack not Folly 
to commit them, and have Ability enough to make fuch 
Knaveries yours, 

Clo. * Tis not unknown to you, Madam, I am a poor Fel- 
low. 

Count. Well, Sir. 

Clo. No, Madam, 

‘Tis not fo well that I am poor, though many of the’Rich 
are damn'd; but if I have your Ladythip’s good Will to go 
to the World, Zsbel the Woman and I will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a Beggar? 

Clo. 1 do beg your good will in this Cafe. 

Count. What Cafe? 

Clo. In Jsbel’s Cafe and mine own; Service is no Herjq 
tage, and [ think I fhall never have the Bleffing of God, 
‘till I have [flue a my Body, for they fay Barns are. Blef- 
fings. 

Count. Tell me the Reafon why thou wilt marry ? 

Cl. My poor Body, Madam, requires it, I am driven 
on by the Flefh, and he muft needs go that the Devil 
drives. 

‘ Count. 
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Count. Is this all your Worfhip’s Reafon?2 

Clo. Faith, Madam, I have other, holy Reafons, fuch as 
they are. 

Count. May the World know them2 

Clo. IT have been, Madam, a wicked Creature, as you and 
all Flefh and Blood are, and indeed I do marry that I may 
repent. 

Cosi. Thy Marriage fooner than thy Wickednefs, 

C/o. I am out of Friends, Madam, and I hope to have 
Friends for my Wife’s Sake. : 

Count. Such Friends are thine Enemies, Knave. 

Clo. Y’are fhallow, Madam, in great Friends, for the 
Knaves come to do that for me which I am weary of; he 
that ears my Land, {pares my Team, and gives me leave to 
in the Crop; if I be his Cuckold, he’s my Drudge; hethat 
comforts my Wife, is the Cherifher of my Flefh and Blood; 
he that cherifheth my Fleth and Blood, loves my Flefh and 
Blood; he that loves my Fleth and Blood is my Friend: 
Ergo, he that kifles my Wife is my Friend. If Men could 
be content to be what they are, there’ were no fear in Mar- 
riage, for young Charbox the Puritan, and old Poyfam the 
Papift, howfome’er their Hearts are fever’d in Religion, their 
Heads are both one, they may joul Horns together like any 
Deer i’th’ Herd. 

Count. Thou wilt ever be a foul-mouth’d and calumnious 
Knave. 

Clo. A Prophet, I Madam, and I {peak the Truth thenext 
way, for] the Ballad will repeat, which Men full true fhall 
age Sigs Marriage comes by Deftiny, your Cuckow fings 

y kind. 

Count. Get you gone, Sir, I'll talk with you more anon. 

Stew. May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid Hellen come 
to you, of her I am to {peak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my Gentlewoman I would {peak with 
her, Hellew I mean, 

Clo. Was this fair Face the Caufe, quoth fhe, 

Why the Grecians facked Troy ? 

Fond done, done fond, was this King Priam’s Joy? 

With that fhe fighed as the ftood, bis, 3 

And gave this Sentence then; among nine bad if one be good, 

among niné bad if one be good, there’s yet one good in ten. 
Count. 
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Count. What, one good in ten? You corrupt the Song, 
ch Sirrah, 


Clo, One good Woman in ten, Madam, which is the pu- 
rifying ath’ Song: Would God would ferve the World fo 
allthe Year, we'd find no Fault with the Tithe Woman if 
I were the Parfon; one-in ten, quoth a’! and we might have 
a good Woman born but o’er every blazing Star, or at an 
Earthquake, *twould mend the Lottery well; a Man may 


hp pray his Heart out e’er a pluck one. 
Count. You'll be gone, Sir Knave, and do as I command 
you 
rh Clo. ‘That Man that fhould be at a Woman’s command, 


mn and yet no hurt done! tho’ Honefty be no Puritan, yet it 

rl will do no hurt; it will wear the Surplis of Humility over 

n the black Gown of a big Heart: I am going, Forfooth, the 

i" Bufinefs is for Hellen to come hither. [ Exit. 
Count. Well, now. 


Stew. I know, Madam, you love your Gentlewoman in- 
| tirely. 

b Count. Faith I do; her Father bequeath’d her to me, and i 
fhe her felf, without other Advantages, may lawfully make \ 
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: Title to as much Love as fhe finds ; there is more owing 3 
: her than is paid, and more fhall be paid her than fhe’ll 
demand. . 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her than I think 


fhe wifh’d me; alone fhe was, and did communicate to her ie 
felf, herown Words to her own Ears; fhe thought, I dare vow 
for her, they touch’d not any Stranger Senfe. Her Matter 
was, fhe lov’d your Son; Fortune, fhe faid, was no Goddefs, 
that had put fuch Difference betwixt their two Eftates ; Hs 
Love no God, that would not extend his Might, only where AN 
Qualities were level: Complain’d againft the Queen of Vir- ef 
gins, that would fuffer her poor Knight to be furpris’d with- Hi 
out Refcue inthe firft Affaule or Ranfom afterward. This | 
fhe deliver’d in the moft bitter Touch of Sorrow that e’er na 
{heard Virgin exclaim in, which I held it my Duty fpee- Nes 
dily to acquaint you withal; fithence in the Lofs that may 
happen, it concerns you fomething to know it. 

Count. You have difcharg’d this Honefty, keep it to your 
felf; many Likelihoods inform’d me of this before, which 


hung fo tottering in the Ballance, that I could never believe 
Vou. I. U 
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nor mifdoubt : Pray you leave me, ftall this in your Bofom; 
and [ thank you for your honeft Care; I will {peak with you 
further anon. [ Exit Steward. 
Enter Helena. | 
Count. Even fo it was with me when I was young; 
f ever we are Nature’s, thefe are ours; this Thorn 
Doth to our Rofe of Youth rightly belong, 
Our Blood to us, this to our Blood is born, 
It is the Show and Seal of Nature’s Truth, 
Where Love’s ftrong Paflion is impreft in Youth; 
By our Remembrances of Days forgone, 
Such were our Faults, or then we thought them none; 
Her Eye is fick on’t, I obferve her now. 
Fel, What is, your Pleafure, Madam? 
Count. You know, Hellen, I am a Mother to you. 
Ffel. Mine honourable Miftrefs. 
Count. Nay, a Mother, why not a Mother? when I faid 
Mother, — 
Methought you faw a Serpent; what’s in Mother, - 
That you ftart at it? I fay, I am your Mother, 
And put you in the Catalogue of thofe 
‘That were enwombed mine; ’tis often feen 
Adoption ftrives with Nature, and Choice breeds 
A. native Slip to us from foreign Seeds. 
You ne’er oppreft me with a Mother’s Groan,; 
Yet I exprefs to you a Mother’s Care: 
God’s Mercy, Maiden, do’s it curd thy Blood, 
Lo fay Iam thy Mother? what’s the Matter, 
That this diftemper’d Meffenger of Wet, 
The many colour’d /ris rounds thine Eye? 
Why that you are my Daughter? 
Hel. That I am not. 
Count. I fay I am your Mother. 
ffel. Pardon, Madam. 
The Count Roffillion cannot be my Brother; 
I'am from humble, he from honoured Name; ° 
No Note upon my Parents, his all Noble. 
My Matter, my dear Lord he is, and I 
His Servant lives and will his Vaflal dies 
He muft: not be my Brother. SIRE 
Count. Nor ¥ your Mother. a 
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Hel. You are my Mother, Madam; would you were; 
So that my Lord your Son were not my Brother; 
Indeed my Mother or were you both eur Mothers, 
I care no more for; than I do for Heav’n, 

So I were not his Sifter; can’t no other, 
But I your Daughter; he muft be my Brothers 

Count. Yes, Hellen, you might be my Daughter-in-law, 
God fhield you mean it not, Daughter and Mother, 

So ftrive upon your Pulfe: what pale agen? 

My Fear hath catch’d your Fondnefs! Now I fee 
The Miftry of your Lovelinefs, and find 

Your falt Tears Head; now to all Senfe tis grofs, 
You love my Son; Invention 1s afham’d 
Againft the Proclamation of thy Paflion, 

To fay thou doft not; therefore tell me true, 
But tell me then ’tis fo. For look, thy Cheeks 
Confefs it one to th’other, and thine Eyes 

See it fo grofly fhown in thy Behaviour, 

That in their Kind they fpeak it: only Sin 

And hellifh Obftinacy tie thy Tongue, 

That Truth fhould be fufpected; {peak, is’t fo ? 
If it be fo, you have wound a goodly Clew: 

If it be not, forfwear’t; howe’er I charge thee; 
As Heav’n fhall work in me forthine avail, 

To tell me ‘truly. 

Hel. Good Madam, pardon me. 

Count. Do.you love my Son¢ 

Hel. Your Pardon, noble Miftrefs. 

Count. Love you my Son? 

Hel. Do not you love him, Madam? 3 

Conant. Gonot about; my Love hath in’t a Bond, 
Whereof the World takes note: Come, come, difclofé 
The State of your Affe@tion, for your Paffions 
Have to the full appeach’d. 

Hel. Then I confefs 
Here on my Knee, before high Heavens and you, 
That before you, and next unto high Heav’n, Ilove yatir Son; 
My Friends were poor, but honeft; fo’s my Love; 

Be not offended, for it hurts not him 
That he ts lov’d of me; I follow him not 


By any Token of prefumptuous Suir, ' | 
Uz Nor 
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Nor would I have him, ’till I do deferve him, 
Yet never know how that Defert fhould be: 
I know I love in vain, ftrive againft Hope; 
Yet in this captious and intenible Sive, 
I ftill pour in the Water of my Love, 
And lack not to lofe ftill; thus Zxdiaz like, 
Religious in mine Error, I adore 
The Sun that looks upon the Worfhipper, 
But knows of him no more. My deareft Madam, 
Let not your Hate incounter with my Love, 
For loving where you do; but if your felf, 
Waofe aged Honour cites a virtuous Youth, 
Did ever in fo true a Flame of Loving, 
With chaftly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both her felf and Love; O then give pity 
To her whofe State is fuch, that cannot chufe 
But lend and give where fhe is fure to lofe ; 
That feeks not to find that, which Search implies, 
But Riddle like, lives {weetly where fhe dies. 
Count. Had you not lately an Intent, {peak truly, 
To go to Paris? 
Fel. Madam, 1 had. 
Count. Wherefore? Tell true, 
fel. 1 wall tell true, by Grace it felf I fwear; 
You know my Father left me fome Prefcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd Effe@s, fuch as his Reading 
And manifeft Experience had colle@ed 
For general Soveraignty; and that he will’d me 
In heedfull’{t Refervation to beftow them, 
As Notes, whofe Faculties inclufive were, 
More than they were in note: Amongft the reft, 
There isa Remedy, approv'd, fet down, 
To cure the defperate Languifhings whereof 
he King is render’d loft. 
Count. Vhis was your Motivefor Paris, was it, {peak 
fel. My Lord, your Son made me to think of this; 


_Elfe Paris, and the Medicine, and the King, 


Had from the Converfation of my Thoughts, 
Happily been abfent then. 

Count. But think you, Hellen, 
If you fhould tender your fuppofed Aid, 
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He would receive it? He and his Phyficians 
Are of one Mind; he, that they cannot help him: 
They, that they cannot help. How fhall they credit 
Apoor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools. 
Embowell’d of their Doétrine, have left off 
The Danger to it felf 2 
Hel. There’s fomething in’t 
More than my Father’s Skill, which was the great’ 
Of his Profeffion, that his good Receipt 
Shall for my Legacy be fanctified 
By th’ luckieft Stars in Heav’n; and would your Honour 
But give me leave, for the fuccefs P'd venture 
The well loft Life of mine, on his Grace’s Cure, 
By fuch a Day and Hour. 
Count. Do’ft thou believe’t ¢ 
Hel. Ay, Madam, knowingly. 
Count. Why, Hellen, thou fhalt have my Leave and Love 
Means and Attendants, and my loving Greetings 
To thofe of mine in Court. Vl ftay at home, 
And pray God’s Bleffing unto thy Attempt: 
Be gone to Morrow, and be fure of this, 
What I can help thee to, thou fhalt not mifs. | Exennt, 
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Enter the King with divers young Lords, taking leave for th 
Florentine War. Bertram aud Parolles. Flouri fb Cornets. 





King. | Swe young Lords: Thefe warlike Principles 
Do not throw from you; and you, my Lord: 
farewel; 
Share the Advice betwixt you. If both gain, all 
The Gift doth ftretch it felf as ’tis receiv’d, 
And is enough for both. 
1 Lerd. ’Tis our Hope, Sir, 
After well entered Soldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in Health. 
King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my Heart 
Will not confefs he owes the Malady 
LS fae That 
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That doth my Life befiege; farewel, young Lords, 
Whether I live or die, be you the Sons 
Of worthy Frezch Men; let higher Italy, 
Thofe bated that inherit but the Fall 
Of the laft Monarchy, fee thar you come 
Not to woo Honour, but to wed it, when | 
The braveft Queftion fhrinks; find what you feek, 
That Fame may cry you loud: I fay, farewel. 
I Lord. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty, 
King. Thofe Girls of Jtaly, take heed of them; 
They fay our French lack Language to deny 
If they demand: Beware of being Captives, 
Before you ferve. 
Both, Our Hearts receive your Warnings. 
Kung, Farewel. Come hither to me. 
i Lord, Oh, my {weet Lord, that you will {tay behind us, 
Par. “Tis not his Fault, the Spark | 
2 Lord. Oh *tis brave Wars. 
Par. Moft admirable; I have feen thofe Wars. 
Ber, I am commanded here, and kept a Coil with, 
Too young, and the next Year, and ‘tis too early. 
far, And thy Mind ftand to it, Boy; 
Steal away bravely. 
Ber. I {tay here the Forehorfe to a Smock, 
Creeking my Shooes on the plain Mafonry, 
"Till Honour be bought up, and no Sword worn 
But one to dance with: By Heav’n I'll fteal away. 
¥Lord, There’s Honour in the Theft. 
Par. Commit it, Count. . 
2 Lord, I am acceflary, and fo farewel. 
Ber, I grow to you, and our Parting is atortur’d Body. 
x Lerd. Farewel, Captain. 
2 Lord. Sweet Monfieur Paralles, 
ar. Noble Heroes, my Sword and yours are kin; good 
Sparks and luftrous: a Word, good Metals. You thall find in 
the Regiment of Spinit, one Captain Spario his Cicatrice, 
with an Emblem of War here on his finifter Check; it was 
this very Sword entrench’d It; fay to him, I live, and ob- 
ferve his Reports of me, 
1 Lord. We fhall, noble Captain, 
Par. Mars doaton you for his Novices; what will] yedo? 


! Ber. 
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Ber. Stay; the King. 
Par. Ule a more {pacious Ceremony to the noble Lords, 
you have reftrain’d your felf within the Lift of too cold an 


felves in the Cap of the Time, there do muiter true Gate, 
eat, fpeak, and move under the Influence of the moft re- 
ceiv'd Star, and tho’ the Devil lead the Meafure, fuch are 
to be follow’d: After them, and take a more dilated farc- 
wel. 
Ber. And I will do fo. 
Par. Worthy Fellows, and like to prove moft finewy 
Sword-men. | Excunt. 
Enter Lafeu. 
Laf. Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my Tidings. 
King. Vl fee thee to ftand up. (Pardon. 
Laf. Then here’s a Man ftands that hath brought his 
[ would you had kneel’d, my Lord, to ask me Mercy; 
And that at my Bidding you could fo {tand up. 
King. I would I had, fo I had broke thy Pate, 
And ask’d thee Mercy for't. 
Laf. Goodfaith a Crofs, but, my good Lord, ’tis thus; 
Will you be cur’d of your Infirmity 2 
King. No. 
Laf. O will you eat no Grapes, my Royal Fox ¢ 
Yes, but you will, my noble Grapes, and if 
My Royal Fox could reach them: I have feen a Medicine 
That’s able to break Life into a Stone, 
Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary 
With fprightly Fire and Motion, whofe fimple Touch 
Is powerful to araife King Pippen, nay> 
To give great Charlemaina Pen in’s Hand, 
And write to her a Love-line. 
King. What her is this? 
Laf. Why Doétor She: My Lord, there’s one arriv’d, 
if you will fee her: Now, by my Faith and Honour, 
If ferioufly I may convey my Thoughts 
In this my light Deliverance, I have {poke 
With one, that in her Sex, her Years, Profeffion, 
Wifdom and Conftancy, hath amaz’d me more 
Than I dare blame my Weaknefs : Will you feeher ? 
For that is her Demand, and know her Bufinefs? 
That done, laugh well at me, U4 King. 
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King. Now, good Lafen, | 

Bring in the Admiration, that we with thee 

May {pend our Wonder too, or take off thine, 

By wondring how:thou took’ft it, 

Laf. Nay, Ill fit you, 

And not be aj] Day neither. 

King. Thus he his fpecial nothing ever Prologues, 
Laf. Nay, come your ways. } 

| Bringing in Helena. 

King. This hafte hath Wings indeed, 
Lap. Nay, come your ways, 

This is his Majefty, fay your Mind to him; 

A Traitor you do look like, but fuch Traitors 

His Majefty feldom fears; I am Creffed’s Uncle, 

That dare leave two together; fare you well. | Exit. 
King. Now, fair one, do’s your Bufinefs follow us 2 
fel, Ay, my good Lord. 

Gerard de Narbou was my Father, 

{n what he did profefs, well found. 

King. T knew him. 


fel. The rather will I {pare my Praifes towards him, 

Knowing him is enough: On’s Bed of Death 
Many Receipts he gave me, namely one, 
Which as the deareft Iffue of his Practice, 

And of his old Experience, th’ only Darling, 
He bad me ftore up, as a Triple-Eye, 

Safer than mine own two: More dear I have fo; 
And hearing your high Majefty is touch’d 

With that malignant Caufe, wherein the Honour 
Of my dear Father’s Gift ftands chief jn Power, 
I come to tender it, and my Appliance, 

With all bound Humblenefs. 

King. We thank you, Maiden; 

But may not be fo credulous of Cure, 

When our moft learned Do@ors leave us, and 
The congregated Colledge have concluded, 

That labouring Art can never ranfome Nature 
From her unaidable Eftate: | fay, we muft not 
So ftain our Judgment, or corrupt our Hope, 
Lo proftitute our paft-cure Malady 
To Empericks, or to diffever {0 


Our 
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Our great felf and our Credit, to efteem 
A fenfelefs help, when help paft fenfe we deem. 

Hel. My Duty then fhall pay me for my pains ; 
I will no more enforce my Office on you, 
Humbly intreating from your Royal Thoughts, 
A modeft one to bear me back again. 

King. I cannot give thee lefs, to bé call’d grateful; 
Thou thoughr’'ft to help me, and fuch Thanks I give, 
As one near Death to thofe that with him live; 

But what at full I know, thou know’ft no part, 
I knowing all my Peril, thou no Art. 
Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you fet up your Reft ’gainft Remedy; 
He that of greateft Works is finifher, 
Oft does them by the weakeft Minifter : 
So holy Writ, in Babes, hath Judgment fhown, 
When Judges have been Babes. Great Floods have flown 
From fimple Sources; and great Seas have dried, 
When Miracles have by the great’{t been denied. 
Oft Expe@ation fails, and moft oft there hi 
Where moft it promifes: And oft it hits, Wi 
Where Hope is coldeft, and Defpair moft fhifts. 

King. I muft not hear thee; fare thee well, kind Maid, 

Thy pains not us’d, muft by thy felf be paid, 
Proffers not took, reap Thanks for their Reward. 
Hel. Infpired Merit fo by Breath is bar’d: 

It is not fo with him that all things knows 

As ‘tis with us, that fquare our Guefs by fhows : 
But molt it is Prefumption in us, when 

The help of Heav’n we count the a& of Men. 
Dear Sir, to my Endeavours give confent, 

Of Heav’n, not me, make an Experiment, 

I am not an Impoftor, that proclaim 

My felf againft the level of mine aim, 

But know, I think, and think I know moft fure, 
My Art is not paft Powers nor you paft Cure. 

King. Art thou fo confident? within what fpace 
Hop’ft thou my Cure? 

Hel. The Greateft lending Grace, 
E’er twice the Horfes of the Sun fhall b 
Their fiery Torcher his diurnal Ring, 
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E’er twice in Murk and Occidental Damp, 
Moift He/perss hath quench’d his fleepy Lamp ; 
Or four and twenty times the Pilot’s Glafs 
Hath told the thievifh Minutes how they pafs, 
What is infirm, from your found Parts fhall fly, 
Health fhall live free, and Sicknefs freely die. 
King. Upon thy Certainty and Confidence, 
Whar dar’ft thou venture 2 : 
Hel. Tax of Impudence, | 
A Strumpet’s boldnefs, a divulged Shame 
Traduc’d by odious Ballads: My Maiden’s Name 
Sear’d otherwife, no worfe of worft extended, | 
With vileft Torture let my Life be ended. 
King. Methinks in thee fome bleffed Spirit doth fpeak 
His powerful Sound, within an Organ weak; 
And what Impoflibility would flay 
In common Senfe, Senfe faves another way. 
Thy Life is dear, for all that Life can rate 
Worth name of Life, in thee hath eftimate : 
Youth, Beauty, Wifdom, Courage, all 
That Happinefs and Prime can happy call; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate 
Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate ; 
Sweet Practifer, thy Phyfick I will try, 
That minifters thine own Death if I die. 
Fiel. If I break Time, or flinch in Property 
Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well deferv’d: Not helping, Death’s my Fee; 
But if I help, what do you promife me 2 
King. Make thy Demand. | 
Hel, But will-you make it even 2 
King. Ay, by my Scepter, and my hopes of help. 
Hel. Then fhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand, 
What Husband in thy Power I will command. 
Exempted be from me the Arrogance 
To chufe from forth the Royal Blood of France, 
My low and humble Name to propagate 
With any Branch or Image of thy State: 
But fuch a one thy Vaffal, whom I know 
Is free for me to-ask, thee to beftow. 
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King, Here is my hand, the Premifes obferv’d, 

Thy Will by my Performance fhall be ferv'd : 

So make the choice of thine own time, for I, 

Thy refolv’d Patient, on thee ftill rely ; 

More fhould I queftion thee, and more f mutt, 

Tho’ moreto know, could not be more to truft: 

From whence thou cam’ft, how tended on,, but reft 

Unqueftion’d welcome, and undoubted bleft. 

Give me fome help here hoa! if thou proceed, 

As high as word, my Deed fhall match thy Deed. 

| Exennt, 

Enter Counte[s and Clown. 

Count. Come on, Sir, I fhall now put you to the height 
of your breeding. 

Clown. 1 will thew my felf highly fed, and lowly taught; 
I know my Bufinefs is but to the Court. 

Count. To the Court, why what place make you {pe- 
cial, when you put off that with fuch Contempt ; but to 
the Court? 

Clo. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a Man any Man- 
ners, he may eafily put it off at Court: He that cannot 
make a Leg, put off’s Cap, kifs his Hand, and fay nothing, 
has neither Leg, Hands, Lip, nor Cap; and indeed fuch a 
Fellow, to fay precifely, were not for the Court; but for 
me, I have an Anfwer will ferve all Men. 

4 Count. Marry that’s a bountiful Anfwer that fits all Que- 
ions. 

Clo. It is like a Barber’s Chair, that fits all Buttocks, the 
pin Buttock, the quatch Buttock, the brawn Buttock, or 
any Buttock, | 

Count. Will your Anfwer ferve fit to all Queftions?2 

Clo, As fit-as ten Groats is forthe Hand of an Attorney, 
as your French Crown for your Taffaty Punk, as 7ib’s 
Ruth for Tom’s Fore-finger, as a Pancake for Shroverne/day, 
a Morris for A4ay-day, as the Nail to his hole, the Cuckold 
to his Horn, as a fcolding Quean to a wrangling Knave, as 
the Nun’s Lip to the Friar’s Mouth, nay, as the Pudding 
to his Skin. 


Count. Have you, I fay, an Anfwer of fuch fitnefs for all 
Queftions? 


Clo. 
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Clo, From below your Duke, to beneath your Conftable; 
it will fit any Queftion. | 

Count. It mult be an anfwer of moft monftrous fize, that 
muft fit all Demands. 

Clo. But a Trifle neither in good faith, if the Learned 
fhould {peak truth of it: Here it is, and all that belongs 
to’t. Ask me if I ama Courtier, it thall do you no harm 
to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if we could: I will be a 
Foo] in queftion, hoping to be the wifer by your anfwer. 
I pray you, Sir, are you a Courtier2 

Clo, O Lord, Sir——there’s a fimple putting off: More, 
more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor Friend of your's, that loves you. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir——thick, thick, {pare not me. 

Count. I think, Sir, you can eat none of this homely 
Meat. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir——nay put me to’t, I warrant you. 

Count. You were lately whip’d, Sir, as I think. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir {pare not me, 

Count. Do youcry, O-Lord, Sir, at your whipping, and 
{pare not me? Indeed, your O Lord Sir, is very fequent to 
your whipping: You would anfwer very well to a whip- 
ping if you were but bound to’t. 

Clo. I ne’er had worfe Juck in my Life, in my, O Lord 
Sir; I fee things may ferve long, and not ferve ever, 

Count. I play the noble Hufwife with the time, to enter- 
tain it fo merrily with a Fool, 

Clo. O Lord, Sir why there’t ferves well again, 


Count. An end, Sir, to your Bufinefs: Give Hellen this, 
And urge her to a prefent anfwer back, 


Commend me to my Kinfmen, and my Son: 
This is not much. 
Clo. Not much Commendation to them. | 


Count. Not much Imployment for you, you underftand 
me. 


Clo, Mott fruitfully, I am there before my Legs. 
Count. Hafte thou again, | Exeunt. 
Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 
Laf. They fay Miracles are paft, and we have our Philo- 
fophical Perfor, to make modern and familiar things faper- 
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natural and caufelefs. Hence is it, that we make Trifles of 
Terrors, enfconfing our felves into feeming Knowledge, 
when we fhould fubmit our felves to an unknown Fear. 

Par. Why ’tis the rareft Argument of wonder, that hath 
fhot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And fo ’tis. 

Laf. To be relinquifh’d of the Artifts. 

Par. So I fay, both of Galen and Paracel/us. 

Laf. Of all the learned and authentick Fellows. 

Par. Right, fo I fay. 

Laf. That gave him out incurable. 

Par. Why there ’tis, fo fay I too. 

Laf. Not to be help’d. 

Par. Right, as’twere a Man affur’d of an 

Laf. Uncertain Life, and fure Death. 

Par. Juft, you fay well: So would I have faid. 

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a Novelty to the World. 

Par. It is indeed, if you will have it inthe fhewing, you 
fhall read it in what do you call there. 

Laf. A thewing of a heav’nly Effe in an earthly Actor. 

Par. That’s it, I would have faid the very fame. 

Laf. Why your Dolphin is not luftier: For me, I fpeak 
in refpe@——— 

Par. Nay, ‘tis ftrange, *tis very ftrange, that is the brief 
and the’ tedious of it, and he’s of a moft facinerious Spirit, 
that will not acknowledge it to be the-——. 

Laf. Very hand of Heav’n. 

Par. Ay, fo I fay. 

Laf. In a moft weak 

Par. And debile Minifter, great Power, great Tranfcen- 
dence, which fhould indeed give usa further ufe to be made, 
than only the recov’ry of the King, as to be 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have faid it, you faid well : Here comes 
the King. 

- Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays: Tl like a Maid the 
better while I have a‘Tooth in my Head: Why he’s able to 
lead her a Corranto. . 

Par. Mor du Vinaigre, is not this Hellen ? 

Laf. Fore God I think fo, 
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King. Go call before me all the Lords in Court? 
Sit, my Preferver, by thy Patient’s fide, 
And with this healthful Hand, whofe banith’d fenfe 
Thou haft' repeal’d, a fecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis’d Gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. 
Enter three or four Lords. 
Fair Maid, fend forth thine Eye; this youthful parcel 
Of Noblé Batchellors, ftand at my beftowing, 
O’er whom both Sovereign Power, and Father’s Voice 
[ have to ufe; thy frank EleQion make, 
Thou haft power to chufe, and they none to forfake: 
lel. ‘To each of you, one fair and virtuous Miftrefs 
Fall, when Love pleafe : marry, to each, but one. 
Laf. Vd give Bay Curtal, and his Furniture, 
My Mouth no more were broken than thefe Boys, 
And writ as little Beard. 
King. Perufe them well: 
Not one of thofe, but had a noble Father. 
| She addreffes her felf to & Lord: 
Hel, Gentlemen, Heav’n hath, through me, reftor’d the 
King to Health. | 
“ll, We underftand it, and thank Heav’n for you. 
Hel, I am a fimple Maid, and therein wealthieft, 
That I proteft, I fimply am a Maid——_ 
Pleafe it your Majefty, I have done already: 
The Blufhes in my Cheeks thus whifper me. 
We bluth that thou fhould’ft chufe but be refufed; 
Let the white Death fit on thy Cheeks for ever, 
We'll ne’er come there again. 
King. Make choice and fee, 
Who fhuns thy Love, fhuns all his Love 10 me, 
Hel. Now Dian from thy Altar do I wee A 
And to impartial Howe, that God moft high 
Do my fighs ftream : Sir, will you hear my Suit2 
1 Lord. And grant it. | 
Hel. Thanks, Sir, all the reft is mute. 
Laf. I had rather be in this Choice, than throw 
A Deaux-ace for my Life, 
Hel. The Honour, Sir, that flames ip your fair Eyes; 
Before I {peak, too threatningly replies: | 
Love 
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Love make your Fortunes: twenty times above 

Her that fo wifhes, and her humble Love. 

2 Lord. No better, if yow pleafe. 

Hel. My with receive, 

Which great Jove grant, and fo I take my leave. 

Laf. Doallthey deny her’: And they were Sons of mine, 
I'd have them whip’d; or I would. fend them: to th’ Twrk 
to make Eunuchs of, 

Hel. Be not afraid’ that I your hand fhouldtake, 

I’ll never do you wrong for your own fake: 

Bleffing upon your Vows, and/in your Bed, 

Find fairer Fortune, if you ever wed. 

Laf. Thefe Boys are: Boysiof Ice, they’ll none of her: 
Sure they are Baftards to the English, the French ne’er got 
"em. 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good 
To make your felf a Son out of my Blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo, 

Laf. There’s one Grape yet, I am fure my Father 
drunk Wine; but if theu be’ ft not-an Afs, I ama Youth of 
fourteen: I have known thee already. 

Hel. I dare not fay I take you, but I give 
Me and my Service, ever whilft I live, 

Into your guiding Power: This is the Man. [7o Bertram. 
King. Why then young Bertramtakesher, fhe’s thy Wife. 
Ber. My Wife, my Liege? I thali befeech your Highnefs, 

In fuch a Bufinefs, give me leave to ufe 

The help of mine own Eyes. 

King. Know’ft thou not, Bertram, what fhe hath done 
for me? 


Ber. Yes, my good Lord, but never hope to know why 
I fhould marry her. 
King. Thou know’ft fhe has rais'd me from my fickly 
Bed. 
Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Mutt anfwer for your raifing: I know her well? 
She had her breeding at my Father’s charge: 
A poor Phyfician’s Daughter my Wife? Difdain 
Rather corrupt me ever. 
King. ’Tis only Title thou difdain’ft in her, the which 
I can build up: Strange is it that our Bloods 
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Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together, | 
Would quite confound diftin@ion; yet ftands off 
In differences of mighty. If the be 
All that is virtuous, fave what thou diflhik’ft, 
A poor Phyfician’s Daughter, thou diflik’ft 
Of Virtue for the Name: But do not fo. 
From loweit place, whence virtuous things proceed, 
The Place is dignify’d by th’ Doer’s Deed. 
Where great Addition fwells, and Virtue none, 
It is a dropfied Honour; Good alone, 
Is good without a Name. Vilenefs is fo: 
The Property by what it is, fhould go, 
Not by the Title. She is young, wife, fair, 
In thefe, to Nature fhe’s immediate Heir ; 
And thefe breed Honour: That is Honour’s fcorn, 
Which challenges it felf as Honours born, 
And is not like the Sire. Honours beft thrive, 
When rather from our Acts we them derive 
Than our Fore-goers: The meer word’s a flave 
Debofh’d on every Tomb, on every Grave; 
A lying Trophy, and as oft is dumb, 
Where Duft, and damn’d Oblivion is the Tomb. 
Of honour’d Bones indeed, what fhould be faid? 
If thou canit like this Creature as a Maid, 
I can create the reft : Virtue and fhe 
Is her own Dower; Honour and Wealth from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do’t. 
nt Thou wrong’ft thy felf, if thou thould’ft ftrive to 
chufe. 
Hel, That you are well reftor’d, my Lord, I’m glad: 
Let the reft go. 
King. My Honour’s at the ftake, which to defeat 
f muft produce my Power. Here, take her Hand, 
Proud fcornful Boy, unworthy this good Gift, 
That doft in vile Mifprifion fhackle up 
My Love, and her Defert ; that canft not dream, 
We pcizing us in her defeive Scale, 
Shall weigh thee to the Beam; that wilt not know, 
It is in us to plant thine Honour, where 
We pleafe to have it grow. €heck thy Contémpt: 
Obey our Will, which travels in thy good. 
Believe 
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Believe not thy Difdain, but prefently 
Do thine own Fortunes that qbedient right 
Which both thy Duty owes, and our Power claims: 
Or I will throw thee from my cares for ever, 
Into the Staggers and the carelefs Lapfe 
Of Youth and Ignorance; both my Revenge and Hate 
Loofing upon thee in the Name of Jultice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anfwer. 
Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord; for I fubmit 
My Fancy to your Eyes. When I confider 
What great Creation, and what dole of Honour 
Flies where you bid : I find that fhe which late, 
Was in my nobler Thoughts moft bafe, is now 
The praifed of the King; who fo enobled, 
Is as “twere born fo. 
King. Take her by the hand. 
And tell her fhe.is thine: To whom I promife 
A Counterpoize; if not in thy Eftate, 
A Ballance more repleat. | 
Ber. I take her hand. 
King. Good Fortune, and the Favour of the King 
Smile upon the Contra@ ; whofe Ceremony 
Shall feem expedient on the now-born Brief, 
And be perform’d to Night; the folemn Feaft 
Shall more attend upon the coming fpace, 
Expecting abfent Friends, As thou lov’ft her, 
Thy Love’s to me religious; elfe do’s err. {| Exeunt. 
Manent Parolles avd Lafeu. — 
Laf. Do you hear, Monfieur? a word with you. 
Par. Your pleafure, Sir. 
Laf. Your Lord and. Mafter did well to make his Recan- 
tation. 
Par. Recantation? my Lord? my Matter? 
Laf. Ay, is it not a Language I {peak 
Par. A moft harfh one, and not to be underftood with- 
out bloody fucceeding. My Matter? 
Laf. Are you Companion to the Count Roffilion ? 
Par. Toany Count? to all Counts ; to what is Man. 
Laf. To what is Count’s Man; Count’s Mafter is of an- 
other Stile. | | 
Vor. IT. a Par. 
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Par. You are too old, Sir; let it fatisfie you, you are 
too old. . 

Laf. I muft tell thee, Sirrah, I write Man; to which 
title Age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I-dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee for two Ordinaries to be a pretty 
wife Fellow. If thou didft make tolerable vent of thy Tra- 
vel, it might pafs; yet the Scarfs and the. Banners about 
thee, did manifoldly diffuade me from believing thee a Veflel 
of too great a Burthen. I have now found thee; when I 
lofe thee again, I care not: Yet art thou good for nothing 
but taking up, and that thou’rt fcarce worth. 

Par. Hadft thou.not the Privilege of Antiquity upon 
thee 

Laf. Do not plunge thy felf too far in Anger, left thou 
haften thy trial; which is, Lord have Mercy on thee for a 
Hen; fo, my good Window of Lattice, fare thee well, thy 
Cafement I need not open, I look through thee. Give me 
thy Hand. . 

Par. My Lord, you give moft egregious Indignity. 

Laf, Ay, withal my Heart, and thou art worthy of it. 

Par, I have not, my Lord, deferv’d it. | 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and I will not 
bate thee a fcruple,’ 

Par. Well, I thall be wifer —— 

Laf. Ev’n as foon as thou can’ft, for thou haft to pull at 
a fmack a’th’ contrary. If ever thou beeft bound in thy 
Scarf and beaten, thou fhalt find what it is to be proud of 
thy Bondage. I have a defire to hold my Acquaintance 
with thee, or rather my Knowledge, that I may fay in the 
default, he isa Man I know. 

Par. My Lord, you do me moft infupportable Vexa- 
tion. 

Laf. I would it were Hell Pains for thy fake, and my 
poor doing eternal : For doing I am paft, as I will by thee, 
in what motion Age will give me leave. [ Exit. 

Par. Well, thou haft a Son fhall take this Difgrace off 
me; fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy Lord: Well, I muft be pa- 
tient, there is no fettering of Authority. Tl beat him, by 
my Life, if I can meet him with any convenience, and he 
were double and double a Lord. Ill haveno more pity of 

his 











Ee 


All's well that Ends well. 7 ao 
I'll beat him, and if I 





his Age than I would have of- 
could but meet him again. 
Enter Lafeu. 

Laf. Sirrah, your Lord and Mafter’s married, there's 
New’s for you: You have a new Miftrefs. 

Par. I moft unfeignedly befeech your Lordfhip to make 
fome Refervation of your Wrongs. He is my good Lord, 
whom I ferve above is my Mafter. 

Laf. Whot God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. 

Laf. The Devil it is, that’s thy Mafter, Why doft thou 
parter up thy Arms a this fafhion? Doft make Hofe of thy 
Sleeves? Do other Servants fo? Thou wert beft fet: thy 
lower Part where thy Nofe ftands. By mine Honour, if £ 
were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee: Methink’{t 
thou arta general Offence, and every Man fhould beat thee. 
I think thou waft created for Men to breath themfelves up» 
on thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeferved meafure, my Lord. 

Laf. Goto, Sir; you were beaten in Jtaly for picking a 
Kernel out of a Pomegranat ; you area Vagabond, and no 
true Traveller: You are more fawcy with Lords and ho- 
nourable Perfonages, than the commiffion of your Birth and 
Virtue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth another 
word, elfe I'd call you Knave. I leave you. | Exits 

Enter Bertram, 

Par. Good, very good, it isfothen. Good, very good, 
let it be conceal’d a while. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever. 

Par. What is the matter, fweet Heart 2 

Ber. Although before the folemn Prieft I have {worn, I 
will not bed her. 

Par. What? what, fweet Heart 2 

Ber. O my Parolies, they have married me: 

I'll to the T#/can Wars, and never bed her. 

Par, France is a Dog-hole, and it no more merits 
The tread of a Man’s Foot: To th’ Wars. 

Ber. There’s Letters from my Mother: What th’import 
is, I know not yet. | 
Par. Ay, that would be known: To th’ Wars my Boy, 


toth’ Wars. 
A 3 He 
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He wears his Honour in a Box unfeen, 

That hugs his kickfy wickfy here at home, 
Spending his manly Marrow in her Arms | 
Which fhould fuftain the bound and high curvet | 
Of Mars’s fiery Stced: To other Regions, 

France is a Stable, we that dwell in’t Jades, 

Therefore to th’ War. 

Ber. Ic fhall be fo, Til fend her to my Houfe, 

Acquaint my Mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled. Writetothe King 
That which I durft not {peak. His prefent Gift 
Shall furnifh me to thofe Zralian Ficlds 
Where noble Fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife 
To the dark Houfe, and the detcfted Wife. 
Par. Will this Capricio hold in thee, art fure? 
Ber. Go with me tomy Chamber, and advife me, 
Vil fend her ftraight away : To morrow 
I’]] to the Wars, fhe to her fingle Sorrow. | 

Par. Why thefe Balls bound, there’s noife in it. ’Tis hard 
A young Man married, is.a Man that’s marr’d : 

Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go, | 
The King has done you wrong: but huh, ’tisfo. [Exenat. 
Exter Helena and Clown, if 

Hel. My Mother ‘greets me kindly, is fhe well? 

Clo. She is not well, but yet fhe has her Health; fhe’s very 
merry, but yet fhe is not well: But thanks be given fhe’s ‘ 
very well, and wants nothing rth’ World; but yet fhe is : 
not well. : : 

Hel. If the be very wel!, what does fhe ail, that the’s 
not very wellé 3 : 

Clo. Truly fhe’s very well, indeed, but fortwo things. 

Hel, What two things? 

Clo. One, that fhe is not in Heav’n, whither God fend 
her quickly; the other, that fhe’s in Earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly. 7 | 

| Exter Parolles. 

Par. Blefs you, my fortunate Lady. 

Hel. I hope, Sir, I have your gocd will to have mine 
own good Fortune. 
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Par. You had my Prayers to lead them on, and to keep 
them on, have them ftill. O my Knave, how does my old 
Lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her Wrinkles and I her Mony, 

I would fhe did as you fay. 

Par, Why I fay nothing, 

Clo. Marry you are the wifer Man; for many a Man’s 
Tongue fhakes out his Mafter’s undoing: To fay nothing, 
to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is to 

- bea great part of your Title, which is withia a very little 
of nothing. | 

Par, Away, thou’rt a Knave. 

Clo. You fhould have faid, Sir, before a Knave, th’art a 
Knave, that’s before me th’art a Knave: This had been 

truth, Sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty Fool, I have found thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in your felf, Sir? or were you 
taught to find me? The fearch, Sir, was profitable, and 
much Fool may you find in you, evento the World’s Plea- 
fure, and the encreafe of Laughter. 

Par. A good Knave ifaith, and well fed, 

Madam, my Lord will go away to Night, 

A very ferious Bufinefs calls on him. 

The great Prerogative and Rite of Love, 

Which as your due Time claims, he does acknowledge, 
But puts ic off by a compell’d reftraint : 

Whole want, and whofe delay, is ftrew’d with Sweets 
Which they diftil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o’erflow with joy, 

And Pleafure drown the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elfe2 

Par. That you will take your inftant leave o’th’ King, 
And make this hafte as your own good proceedin 
Strengthned with what Apology you think 
May make it probable need. 

Hel, What more commands he 2 

Par. That having this obtain’d, you prefently 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 


£> 


Par. I fhall report it fo. [ Exit Par. 
| Hel. I pray you come, Sirrah. [ Exit. 
.¢ 3 Euter 








SSE - = 
NS ge ee ee z 


= 


Nn 


‘F 
a 


| % 
. i 
i 
We 
ib 
oe xy) 
Oe 
th, 
tPhy 
i Ah 
tk 
nN 
' 
; 


ba 
a) 
By 
» t } 
BP jh! 
. 


one 


IES SL. Seite SE 





eS 
— a 
aes 


774 All's well that Ends well. 


Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 

af. But I hope your Lordfhip thinks not him a Sol- 

ier, 

Ber, Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warrantable Teftimony. 

Laf. Then my Dial goes not true, I took this Lark for 
a Bunting, 

Ber. I do affure you, my Lord, he is very great in Know- 
ledge, and accordingly Valiant. 

Laf, Uhave then finned againft his Experience, and tranf- 
grefs'd againft his Valour, and my State that way is dange 
rous, fince I cannot find in my Heart to repent : Here 
he comes, I pray you make us Friends, I will purfue the 
Amity, 

i aie Enter Parolles. 

Par. Thefe things hall be done, Sir. 

Laf. I pray you, Sir, who’s his Taylor? 

Par, Sir 2 

Laf. O I know him well, I, Sir, he Sir’s a good Work- 
man, a very good Taylor. 

Ber. Is the gone to the King ? [ Ajide to Parolles, 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will fhe away to night? 

Par. As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my Letters, casketed my Treafure, 
Given order for our Horfe, and to Night, 

When I fhould take Poffeffion of the Bride-—— 
And e’er I do begin ——~— 

Laf. A good Traveller is fomething at the latter end of 
a Dinner ; butif on that he lyes three thirds, and ufes aknown 
Truthto pafs athoufand Nothings with, he fhould be once 
heard, and thrice beaten God fave you Captain, ; 

Ber. Is there any Unkindnefs between my Lord and you, 
Monfieur 2 | 

Par. I know not how I have deferved-to run into my 
Lord’s Difpleafure. 

Laf. Youhave made fhift to run into’t, Boots and Spurs 
and all, like him that leaps into the Cuftard; and out of it 


you'll run again, rather than fuffer Queftion for your Re- 
fidence. i 





Ber. 
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Ber. It may be you have miftaken him, my Lord. 

Laf, And thall do fo forever, tho’ I took him at’s Prayers. 
Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this of me, there can 
be no Kernel in this light Nut: The Soul of this Man is his 
Clothes. Truft him not in matter of heavy Confequence : 
I have kept of them tame, and know their Natures. Fare- 
wel, Monfieur, I have fpoken better of you, than you 
have or will deferve at my Hands, but we maft do good 
againtt evil. | ‘[Exit. 

Par. An idle Lord, I f{wear. 

Ber. I think fo. 

Par. Why do you not-know him ? 

Ber. Yes, £ do know him well, and common Speech 
Gives him a worthy pafs. Here comes my Clog. 

Enter Helena. ; 
Hel. I have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the King, and have procured his leave 
For prefent parting, only he defires 
Some private Speech with you. 
Ber. 1 fhall obey his will. 
You muft not marvel, Helen, at my Courfe, 
Which holds not colotr with the time, nor does, 
The Miniftration, and required Office - 
On my particular.  Prepar’d I was not 
For fuch a Bufinefs; and therefore am I found 
So much unfetled: This drives me to entreat you, 
That prefently you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe than ask why I entreat you, 
For my Refpeéts are better than they feem, 
And my Appointments have in them a need 
Greater than fhews it {elf at the firft view, 
To you that know them not. This tomy Mother, 
| Giving a Letter. 

"Twill be two days e’er I fhall fee you, fo 
I leave you to your Wifdom, 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing fay, 
But that I am your moft obedient Servant. 

Ber. Come, no more of that. 
_ Hel, And ever fhall 
With true obfervance feek to eke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely Stars have fail’d 
To equal my great Fortune. So ae Ber, 
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Ber. Let that go: my hafte is very great. Farewel: Hie 
home. — 

fel, Pray, Sir, your pardon, 

Ber. Well, what would you fay 2 

fel, T am not worthy of the Wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I fay ’tis mine: And yet it is, 
But, like a timorous Thief, moft fain would fteal 
What Law does vouch mine own. 

Ber, What would you have? | 

Hel, Something, and fcarce fo much Nothing in- 
deed——I would not tell you what I would, my Lord —— 
“Faith yes———Strangers and Foes do funder, and not kifs. 

Ber. I pray you ttay not, but in hafte to Horfe. 

fiel. 1 fhall not break your bidding, good my Lord : 
Where are my other Men? Monfieur, farewel. | Exit. 

Ber. Go thou toward home, where I will never come, 
Whilft I can fhake my Sword, .or hear the Drum: 
Away, and for our flight. | 

Par. Bravely, Couragio. | Exeunt. 








At Eine SCENE 1. 


Flourifh, Enter the Duke of Florence, two French Lords, | 
with Soldiers. 


“ta td that from point to point, now have you heard 
The fundamental Reafons of this War, 
Whofe great decifion hath much Blood let forth, 
And more thirfts after. 7 

1 Lord. Holy feems the Quarrel 
Upon your Grace’s part; black and fearful 
On the Oppofer. 3 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our Coufin France, 
Would, in fo juft a Bufinefs, fhut his Bofom, 
Againft our borrowing Prayers. 

z Lord. Good my Lord, 
The reafons of our State we cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward Man, 
That the great Figure of a Council frames, 
By felf-unable motion, therefore dare not 


\ 
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Say what I think of it, fince I have found 
My felf in my incertain erounds to fail 
As often as I gueft. 

Duke. Be it his pleafure. 

2 Lord. But I am fure the younger of our Nation, 
That furfeit on their eafe, will day by day 
Come here for Phyfick. 

Duke. Welcome fhall they be be: 

And all the Honours that can fly from us, 
Shall on them fettle. You know your places well, 
When better fall, for your-avails they fell. 
To morrow to the Field. 

Enter Counte{s and Clown. 

Count. It hath happen’d as I would have had it, fave that 
he comes not along with her. 

“Clo. By my troth, I take my young Lord to bea very 
melancholy Man. 

Count. By what obfervance, I pray you $ 

Clo. Why he will look upon his Boot, and fing; mend 
his Ruff, and fing ; ask Queftions, and fing; pick his Teeth, 
anid fing: I knew a Man that had this Trick of Melancholy, 

fold a goodly Manor for a Song. | 

Céunt. Let me fee what he writes, and when he means to 
come. 

Clo. I have no mind to Jsbel fince I was at Court. Our 
old Ling, and our Jsbel’s o’th’ Country, are nothing like 
your old Ling, and your Isbel’s o’ th’? Court: The Brains of 
my Cupid's knock’d out, afd I begin to love, as an old Man 
loves Mony, with no Stomach. 

Count. What have we here? 

Clo, In that you have there. [ Exit. 


A Letter. 


| Exeunt. 


I have fent you a, Daughter-in-Law : She hath recovered 
the King, and undone me. 1 have wedded her; Not bedded 
her, and fwornto make the Not eternal. You fhall hear I am 
run away ; know it before the Report come, if there be breadth 
enough in the World, I will hold a long diftance. A1y Duty 
t9 you, 

Your unfortunate Son, . 
Bertram, 


This 
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This is not well, rafh and unbridled Boy, 
To fly the Favours of fo good a King, 
To pluck his Indignation on thy Head, 
By the mifprifing of a Maid; too virtuous 
For the Contempt of Empire. 

| Enter Clown, 

Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy News within between 
two Soldiers and my young Lady. 

Count. What is the matter 2 

Clo. Nay, there is fome comfort in the News, fome com- 
fort, your Son will not be kill'd fo foon as I thought he 
would. 

Count. Why fhould he be kill’d 2 

Clo. So fay 1, Madam, if he run away, as I hear he 
does, the danger is in ftanding to’t; that’s the lofs of Men, 
though it be the getting of Children, Here they come 
will tell you more. For my part, I only hear your Son 


was run away. 
Exter Helena and tavo Gentlemen, 


y Gen. Save you, good Madam, 
fel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
2 Gea. Do not fay fo. 
Count. Think upon Patience: ’Pray yeu, Gentlemen, 
I have felt fo many quirks of Joy and Grief, 
That the firft face of neither on the ftart 
Can Woman me unto’. Where is my Son, I pray you ¢ 
2 Gex. Madam, he’s gone to ferve the Duke of Florence. 
We met him thitherward, from thence we came ; 
And, after fome difpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bind again, 
Hel. Look on this Letter, Madam, here’s my Pafport. 


When thou canft get the Ring upon my Finger, which never 
foall come off, and fhew me a Child ices of thy Body that 
1 am Father to, then call me Husband: But in [ach a | Then] 
1 write a|Never.] ~ 


This is a dreadful Sentence, . 

Cownt. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen ?2 

1 Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the Contents fake, are forry 
for our Pains. | | 


Count. 
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Count. I prethee, Lady, have a better Cheer, 
If thou engroffeft all the Griefs as thine, 
Thou robb’ft me of a Moiety: He was my Son, 
But I do wath his Name out of my Blood, 
And thou art all my Child. Towards Florence is he? 
2 Gen. Ay, Madam. 
Count. And to be a Soldier! | 
>» Gen. Such is his noble purpofe, and believe't 
The Duke will lay upon him all the Honour 
That good convenience claims. 
Count. Return you thither ¢ 
1 Gen. Ay, Madam, with the (wifteft Wing of Speed. 
Hel. °Till I have no Wife, I have nothing in France. | 
*Tis bitter. | Reading. 
Count. Find you that there ¢ 
Hel. Yes, Madam. 
1 Gen. ’Tis but the boldnefs of his hand happily, which 
his Heart was not confenting to. 
Count. Nothing in France until he have no Wife: 
There’s nothing here that is too good for him 
But only fhe, and the deferves a Lord, 
That twenty fuch rude Boys might tend upons 
And call her hourly Miftrefs. Who was with him 2 

1 Gen. A Servant only, and a Gentleman which I have 
fometimes known. 

Count. Parolles, was it not ¢ 

1 Gen. Ay, my good Lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted Fellow, and full of Wickednefs, 
My Son corrupts a well derived Nature 
With his inducement. 

t Gen. Indeed, good Lady, the Fellow has a deal of that, 
too much, which holds him much to have. 

Count. Y’are welcome, Gentlemen, I will entreat you, 
when you fee my Son, to tell him that his Soul can never 
win the Honour that he lofes: More Pll entreat you writ- 
ten to bear along. 

2 Gen. Weferve you, Madam, in that, and all your wor- 
thieft A ffairs. | 

Count. Not fo, but as we change our Courtefies, 

Will you draw near? (ss L Exit Cornet. and Gentlemen. 


Hel, 
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Hel. *Till I have no Wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no Wife | 
Thou fhalt have none, Roffiliox, none in France, 
Then haft thou all again. Poor Lord! is’t I 
That chafe thee from thy Country, and expofe 
Thofe tender Limbs of thine, to the event 
Of the none fparing War 2 And is it I, 

That drives thee from the {portive Court, where thou 

Watt thot at with fair Eyes, to be the mark 

Of {moaky Mufquets 2 O you leaden Meflengers, 
‘That ride upon the violent {peed of Fire, 

Fly with falfe aim, move the ftill piercing Air 

That ftings with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 

Whoever fhoots at him, I fet him there. 

Whoever charges on his forward Breaft, 

f am the Caitiff that do hold him to it, 

And tho’ I kill him not, I am the caufe 

His Death was fo effe@ed. Better. ’twere 

I met the raving Lion when he roar’d 

With fharp conftraint of Hunger: Better "twere, 

That all the Miferies which Nature owes 

Were mine at onces No, come thou home, Roffilion, 

Whence Honour but of danger wins a Scar, 

As oft it lofés all, I will be gone: 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 

Shall I ftay here to do’t 2 No, no, although 

The Air of Paradife did fan the Houfe, 

And Angels offic’d all; I will be gone, 

That pitiful Rumour may.report my flight 

To confolate thine Ear. Come Night and Day, 

For with the Dark, poor Thief, Pll fteal away. [ Exit. 

Flourifh, Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum and 

Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 

Duke. The General of our Horfe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beft Love and Credence 
Upon thy promifing Fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my Strength, but 
We'll ftrive to bear it for your worthy fake, 

‘To th’extream edge of hazard. 
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Dake. Then go thou forth, 
And Fortune play upon thy profperous Helm, 
As thy aufpicious Miftrefs, 
Ber. This very day, 
Great AZars, I put my felf into thy File, 
Make me but like my Thoughrs, and I fhall prove 
A lover of thy Drum ; hater of Love. «| Exeunt. 
Enter Counte[s and Steward. | 
Count. Alas! and would you take the Letter of her? 
Might you not know fhe would do, as fhe has done, 
By fending me a Letter, Read it again. 


LE f:T &e- 


I am St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gone ; 
Ambitious Love hath [0 in me offexded, 
That bare-foot ploa I the cold Ground upon, 
With fainted Vow my Faults to have amended, 
Write, write, that from the bloody courfe of War, 
My deareft Mafter, your dear Son, may hie; 
Ble/ him at home in Peace, whilft I from far, 
His Name with zealous Fervour fanttif. 
His taken Labours bid him me forgive; 
I his defpightful Juno fent him forth 
_ From courtly Friends, with camping Foes to live, 
Where Death and Danger dog the Heels of Worth. 
He is too good and fair for Death and me, 
Whom I my felf embrace, to fet him free. 


Ah what fharp Stings are in her mildeft words 2 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much, 
As letting her pafs fo; had I fpoke with her, 
1 could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus the hath prevented. 
Stew. Pardon me, Madam, 
If I had given you this over night, 
She might have been o’erta’en ; and yet fhe writes 
Purfuit would be but vain. 
Count. What Angel fhall 
Blefs this unworthy Husband? He cannot thrive, 
Unlefs her Prayers, whom Heav’n delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the Wrath : 
: O 
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Of greateft Juftice. Write, write, Rynalde, 
To this unworthy Husband of his Wife, 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light: My greateft Grief, 
Tho’ little he do feel it, fet down fharply. 
Difpatch the moft convenient Meflenger ; 
Wher haply he does hear that fhe is gone, 
e will return, and hope I may that the, 
Hearing fo much, will {peed her Foot again, 
Led hither by pure Love. Which of them both 
Is deareft to me, I have no skill in Senfe 
To make diftin@ion; Provide this Meffenger ; 
My Heart is heavy, and mine Age is weak, 
Grief would have Tears, and Sorrow bids me {peak 
| Exeunt. 
A Tucker afar off. 
Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, and 
Mariana, .with other Citizens. 
Wid. Nay come, 
For if they do approach the City, 
We fhall lofe all the fight. 
Dia. They fay, the French Count has done 
Mott honourable Service. | 
Wid. It is reported, 7 
That he has ta’en their greateft Commander, 
And that with his own Hand he flew 
The Duke’s Brother. We have loft our labour, 
They are gone a contrary way : Hark, 
You may know by their Trumpets. 
Mar. Come, let’s return again, 
And fufhice our felves with the Report of it, 
Well, Diana, take heed of this French Ear), 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name, 
And no Legacy is fo rich 
As Honetty. 
Wid. I have told my Neighbour 
How you have been follicited by a Gentleman 
His Companion. 
Mar. I know that Knave, hang him, one Parolles, a film 
thy Officer he is in thofe Suggeftions for the young Earl; 


beware of them, Diava; their Promifes, Enticements, 
Oaths, 
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Oaths, and Tokens, and all the Engines of Luft, are not 
the things they go under ; many a Maid hath been feduced 
by them, andthe Mifery is Example, that fo terrible fhews 
in the wreck of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that difluade 
Succeffion, but that they are limed with the Twigs that 
threatens them. I hope I need not to advife you further, 
but I hope your own Grace will keep you where you are, 
tho’ there were no further danger known, but the Modefty 
which is fo loft. 

Dia. You fhall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena difguifed like a Pilgrim. 

Wid. 1 hope fo; look here comes a Pilgrim ; I know 
fhe will lye at my Houfe; thither they fend one another ; 
I'll queftion her; God fave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
bound 2 

Hel. To S. Faques le grand. 

Where do the Palmers lodge, I do befeech you? 

Wid. At the St. Frances here befide the Port. 

Hel. Is this the way 2 | 4 March afar off. 

Wid. Ay marry ist. Hark you, they come this way: 
If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, 

But ’till the Troops come by, 
I will Condu& you where you fhall be lodg’d ; 
The rather, for I think I know your Hoftels 


As ample as my felf. 


Hel, Is it your felf 2 

Wid. If you fhall pleafe fo, Pilgrim, 

Hel. 1 thank you, and will {tay upon your leifure. 

Wid. You came, I think, from France ? 

Hel. 1 did fo. 

Wid. Here you fhall fee a Country-man of yours, 
That has done worthy Service. 

Hel, His Name, [ pray yous 

Dia. The Count Roffilion: Know you fuch a one? 

Hel. But by the Ear that hears moft nobly of him. 
His Face I know not. 

Dia. Whatfoe’er he is, 
He’s bravely taken here. He ftole from France, 
As ’tis reported ; for the King had married him 
Againft his liking. Think you it is fo ¢ 

Hel, Ay furely, meer the Truth, I know his Lady. 


Dia, 













































nate. t—o at -O es ee. a a OE e 


Oete - 


- K-66 GE 8 © SE 





734 All's well that Ends well. 


Dia. There is a Gentleman that ferves the Count, 
Reports but courfely of her. 

Hel. What's his Name 2 

Dia. Monfieur Parolles. 

Hei. Oh I believe with him, 

In Argument of Praife, or to the Worth 
Of the great Count himfelf, fhe is too mean 
To have her Name repeated; all her deferving 
Is a referved Honefty, and that 
I have not heard’ examin’d. 
Dia. Alas, poor Lady! 
Tis a hard Bondage to become the Wife 
Of a detefting Lord. 

Wid. Ah! right good Creature! wherefoe’er fhe is, 
Her Heart weighs fadly; this young Maid might do her 
A fhrewd turn, if fhe pleas’d. 

Hel. How do you mean? 

May be, the amorous Count follicites her 
In the unlawful purpofe. 

Wid. He does indeed, 

And brokes with all chat can, in fuch a Suit, 
Corrupt the tender Honour of a Maid: 
But the is arm’d for him, and keeps her Guard 
In honefteft Defence. 

Drum and Colours. 

Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers and Soldiers attending. 

Mar. The Gods forbid elfe. 

Wid, So, now they come: 

That is Axtonio, the Duke’s eldeft Son, 
That Efcalus. 
Hel. Which is the Freachman ? 
Dia. He, 
That with the Plume, ’tis a moft gallant Fellow, 
I would he lov’d his Wife: If he w-re honefter 
He were much goodlier. Is’t not a handfome Gentleman 2 

Hel. I like him well. 

Dia. ’Tis pity he is not honeft: Yond’s that fame Knave 
That leads him to thefe Places; were I his Lady, 

I would poifon that vile Rafcal. 
Hel, Which is he? | 
Dia. That Jack-an-apes with Scarfs. Why is he melan- 


choly ¢ Hel, 
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Hel, Perchance he’s hurt i’th’ Battel, 

Par. Lofe our Drum! Well. 

Mar. He’s threwdly vex’d at fomething. Look he has 
{pied us. 

Wid. Marry hang you. | Exeunt Ber. and Par. ec. 

Mar. And your Courtefie, for a Ring-carrier. 

Wid. The Troop is paft: Come Pilgrim, I will bring 
You, where. you fhall hoft : Of injoyn’d Penitents 
There’s four or five, to great St. ‘Fagwes bound, 

Already at my Houfe. | 
Hel. 1 humbly thank you : 
Pleafe it this Matron, and this gentle Maid 
To eat with us to Night, the Charge and. Thanking 
Shall be for me; and to requite you further. 
IT will beftow fome Precepts on this Virgin, 
i Worthy the Note. 
Both. We'll take your offer kindly. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Bertram azd the two French Lords. 

1 Ld. Nay, good my Lord, put him to’r: Let him 
have his way. 

2 Ld. If your Lordfhip find him not a Hilding, hold 
me¢ no more in your Refpect, 

t Ld. On my Life, my Lord,:a Bubble. 

Ber. Do you think I am fo far 
Deceived in him ¢ 

1 Ld. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own dire& Know- 

| ledge, without any Malice, but to fpeak of him as my 
Kinfman; he’s a moft notable Coward, an infinite and 
endlefs Liar, an hourly Promife-breaker, the Owner of 

# no one good Quality worthy your Lordfhip’s Entertain- 
ment. 

2 Ld. It were fit you knew him, left repofing too far in 
his Virtue, which he hath not, he might at fome great and 
trufty Bufinefs, in a main Danger, fail you. 

Ber, 1 would I knew in what particular Aion to try 
him. 

2 Ld. None better than to let him fetchoff his Drum; 

. | which you hear him fo confidently undertake to do. 

1 Ld. I, with a Troop of Florentines, will {uddenly Sur- 
prize him; fuch I will have whom I am fure he knows not 
from the Enemy: We will bind and hood-wink him fo, 
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that he fhall fuppofe no other but that he is carried into 
the Leaguer of the Adverfaries, when we bring him to our 
own Tents; be but your Lordfhip prefent at his Exami- 
nation, if he do not for the promife of his Life, and in the 
higheft Compulfion of bafe Fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the Intelligence in his power againft you, and 
chat with the divine Forfeit upon his Soul upon Oath, never 
truft my Judgment in any thing. 

> Ld. O, for the love of Laughter, let him fetch his 
Drum; he fays he has a Stratagem for’t; when your Lord- 
fhip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in’t, and to what Metal 
this Counterfeit Lump of ours will be melted, if you give 
him not ‘fohn Drum’s Entertainment, your inclining cannot 
be removed. Here he comes. 

Enter Parolles. 

1 Ld. O, for the love of Laughter, hinder not the Ho- 
nour of his Defign, let him fetch off his Drum in any 
hand. 7 

Ber. How now Monfieur? This Drum fticks forely in 
your Difpofition. 

2 Ld. A Pox on't, let it go, ’tis but ¢ Drum. 

Par, Buta Drum! Ist but a Drum? A Drum fo loft! 
There was excellent Command! to charge him with our 
Horfe upon our own Wings, and to rend our own Sol 
diers. 

2 Ld. That was not to be blamed in the Command of 
the Service;- it was a Difafter of War, that Ce/ar himfelf 
could not have prevented, if he had been there to Com- 
mand. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our Succefs: 
Some Difhonour we had in the lofs of that Drum, but it 
it is not to be recover’d. 

Par. It might have been recoverd. 


Ber. It might, but it not is now. 
Par. It is to be recover’d, but that the Merit ef Service 


is feldom attributed to the true exa& Performer, I would 
have that Drum or another, or hic jacet. 

Ber. Why, if you have Stomach to’t, Monfieur; if 
you think your Myftery in Stratagem can bring this In- 
{trument of Honour again into his native Quarter, be mag- 
nanimous in the Enterprize and go on, I will grace the At- 

tempt 
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tempt for a worthy Exploit: If you {peed well in it, the 
Duke fhall both {peak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his Greatnefs, even to the utmoft Syllable of 


~ your Worthinefs. 


Par. By the hand of a Soldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But you muft not now flumber in it. 

Par. Vil about it this Evening, and I will prefently pen 
down my Dilemmaes, encourage my felf in my certainty, 
put my felf into my mortal Preparation ; and by Midnight 
look to hear further from me, 


Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are gone 
about it. 


Par. 1 know not what the Succefs will be, my Lord; 
but the Attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know th’art Valiant, 

And to the poflibility of thy Solderfhip, 
Will fubferibe for thee, Farewel. 

Par. I love not many Words. [ Exit. 

1 Ld. No more than a Fith loves Water. Is not this a 
ftrange Fellow, my Lord, that fo confidently feems to un- 
dertake this Bufinefs, which he knows is not to be done ; 
Damns himfelf to do’r, and dares better be damn’d thar to 
do’t. 

2 Ld. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do; cer- 
tain it is, that he will fteal himfelf into a Man’s Favour, 
and for a Weck efcape a great deal of difcoveries, but when 
you find him out, you have him ever after, 

Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at all of 
this, that fo ferioufly he does addrefs himfelf unto2 

2 Ld. None in the World, but return with an Inven- 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable Lies; but 
we have almoft imboft him, you fhall fee his Fallto Night ; 
for indeed he is not for your Lordfhip’s Refpe@. 

1 La. We'll make you fome Sport with the Fox eer 
we Cafe him. He was firft {moak’d by the old Lord Lafen; 
when his Difguife and he is parted, tell me what a Sprat 
you fhall find him, which you thall fee this very Night. — 

2 Ld. 1 mutt go and look my Twigs, 

He fhall be caught. 
Ber. Your Brother he fhall go along with me. 
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2 Ld. As’t pleafe your Lordfhip, I'll leave you. 

Ber. Now will I lead you to the Houfe, and thew you 
the Lafs 1 fpoke of. 

1 Cap. But you fay the’s honeft. 

Ber. That’s all the fault: I {poke with her but oncey 
‘And found her wondrous cold; but I fent to her, 
By this fame Coxcomb that we have rch’ wind, 
Tokens and Letters, which fhe did refend ; 
And this is all I have done: She’s a fair Creature, 
Will you go fee her 2 

1 Ld. With all my Heart, my Lord. | Exeunte 


Enter Helena and Widow. 


Hel, If you mifdoubt me that I am not fhe, 
I know not how I fhall affure you further, 
But I thall lofe the Grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Tho’ my Eftate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with thefe Bufinefles, 
And would not put my Reputation now 
In any ftaining Ad. 

Hell. Nor would 1 wifh you. 
Firft give me truft, the Count he is my Husband, 
And what to your fworn Counfel I have fpoken, 
Is fo from word to word ; and then you cannot, 
By the good, aid that I of you fhould borrow, 
Err in beftowing it. 

Wid. I fhould believe you, 
For you have fhew’d me that which well approves 
Y’are great in Fortune. 

Hel, Take this Purfe of Gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again 
When I have found ir. The Count he wooes your Daughters 
Lays down his wanton Siege before her Beauty, 
Refolves to carry her; let her in fine confent, 
As we'll dire& her how ’tis beft to bear it. 
Now this.importurate Blood will naught deny, 
That fhe’ll demand: A Ring the Count does wear 
That downward hath fucceeded in his Houfe 
From Son to Son, fome four or five Defcents, 

| Since 
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Since the firft Father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moft rich Choice: Yet in his idle Fire, 
To buy his Will, it would not feem too dear, 
How e’er repented after. 
Wid. Now I fee the Bottom of your Purpofe. 
Hel. Now fee it lawful then. It 1s no more; 
But that your Daughter, e’er fhe feems as won, 
Defires this Ring; appoints him an Encounters 
In fine, delivers me to fill the Time, 
Her {elf moft chaftly abfenr: After this 
To marry her, Pll add three thoufand Crowns 
To what is paft already. 
Wid. 1 have yielded: 
Inftrud& my Daughter how the fhall perfever, 
That Time and Place with this Deceit fo lawful, 
May prove coherent. Every Night he comes 
With Mufick of all forts, and Songs compos’d 
To her Unworthinefs: Ir nothing ftands us 
To chide him from our Eeves, for he perfifts, 
As if his Life lay on’t. 
Hel. Wiy then to Night 
Let us affay our Plot, which if it fpeed, 
Is wicked Meaning in a lawful Deed; 
And lawful Meaning in alawful AG, 
Where both not Sin, and yet a finful Fact. 
But let’s about it. | [ Exeunt. 
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Eater one of the French Lords, with five or fix Soldiers 
in Ambu fh. 


Lord. HE can come no other way but by this Hedge-~ 

Corner; when you fally upon him, fpeak what 
terrible Language you will, though you underftand it not 
your felves, no matter ; for we muft not feem to underftand 
him, unlefs fome one amongft us, whom we mult produce 
for an Interpreter. — 


+2 4 Sol. ‘ 
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Sol. Good Captain, let me be th’ Interpreter, 

Lord. Art not acquainted with him? Knowshe notthy 
Voice? | 

Sol, No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord. But what Linfie-woolfie haft thou to fpeak to us 
again 2 

Sol. Ev’n fuch as you {peak to me. | 

Lord. He muft think us fome Band of Strangers i’th’ Ad- 
verfaries Entertainment. Now he hath a Smack of all neigh- 
bouring Languages; therefore we muft every one be a Man 
of his own Fancy, not to know what we {peek one to ano- 
ther; fo we feem to know, 1s to know ftraight our Purpofe: 
Chough’s language, gabble enough, and good enough, As 
for you Interpreter, you mutt {eem very politick. But couch 
hoa; here he comes, to beguile two Hours in a Sleep, and 
then to return and {wear the Lies he forges. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Tena Clock; within thefe three Hours ’twill be time 
enough to go home. What fhall I fay I have done? It muft 
be a very plaufive Invention that carries it. They begin to 
fmoak me, and Difgraces have of late knock’d too often at my 
Door; I find my Tongue is too Fool-hardy, but my Heart 
hath the Fear of AZars before it, and of his Creatures, not 
daring the Reports of my Tongue, 

Lord, This is the firft that e’er thine own Tongue was 
guilty of. | Afides 

Par. What the Devil fhould move me to undertake the 
Recovery of this Drum, being not ignorant of the Impoffi- 
bility, and knowing I had no fuch Purpofe2? I muft give 
my felf fome Hurts, and fayI got themin Exploit; yer flight 
ones will not carry it. They will fay, came you off wi:hfo 
little? And great ones I dare not give; wherefore what’s 
the Inftance? Tongue, I mutt put you intoa Butterewoman’s 
Mouth, and buy my felf another of Bajazet’s Mules, if you 
prattle me into thefe Perils. 

Lord. Is it poflible he fhould know what he is, ard be 
that he is? 

Par. I would the cutting of my Garments would ferve 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spanifb Sword, 

Lord. We cannot afford you fo, 

Late 
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Par. Or the paring of my Beard, and to fay it was in il 
Stratagem. $5 i 
Lord. “Twould not do. 
Par. Or to drown my Cloaths, and fay I was {tript. 
Lord. Hardly ferve. 
Par. Though I {wore I leap’d from the Windew of the 

Cittadel. 

Lord. How deep? 

Par. Thirty Fathom. 

Lord. Three great Oaths would fcarce make that be be- 
lieved. 

Par. 1 would I had any Drum of the Enemies, I would 
{wear I recoverd it. 

Lord. You fhall hear one anon. 

Par. A Drum now of the Evemies. | Alarum within. 

Lord. Throco movoufus, Cargo, CAT ZO, CATL0. ; 

All, Cargo, cargo, villianao par corbo, cargo. 

Par. O Ranfom, Ranfom; 

Do not hide mine Eyes. [They feixe him and blindfold him, 
Inter. Baskes thromaldo beskos. 
Par. 1 know you are the Azuskos Regiment, 

And I fhall lofe my Life for want of Languages 

If there be here German or Dane, low Dutch, 

Italian, or French, \et him {peak to me, 

T’ll difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine. 

Inter. Baskos vauvado, 1 underftand thee, and can {peak 
thy Tongue Kerelybonro, Sir, betake thee to thy Faith, for 
feventeen Poniards are at thy Bofom. 

Par. Oh. 

Int, Obpray, pray, pray, 

Mancha revancha dulche. 

Lord. Ofceoribi dulchos volivorco. 

Int. The General is content to fpare thee yet, 
And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou may’ ft inform 
Something to fave thy Life. 

Par. O let me live, 

And all the Secrets of our Camp I'll thew ; 
Their Force, their Purpofes: Nay, I'll {peak that, 
Which you will wonder at. 


Int. But wilt thou faithfully ¢ 
Y 4 Par. 


eee! = 





ee PC IEER SEE «or aT 


i aS te ee 


Sa 


ee ee 





a ~ en 
Se? OR ee Se SS eee Sao a ee $ 
Sat em ae Pe een Be ST —————SESEE — 
a (en sa a ee ~ = 
— — ——— : 


a 


a a ea cee a ei 


ri 


4 } 
a! ae 
Tk 
4 
rae: 
a iy; 
ft a 
he i 
' 7 
NEN 
tidus 
’ Pale 
HED i 
' t 4 
| | a 
yh " 4 
‘ “ 
x 
4 4) 
’ 
; 


: age es ™ =< 
+”: ~ r _ Ta .* + 
ae am gas P ss —— 
——>-: z wes == -- yo eee: Sree eG Ee ese : te ne 
BF BSE = ae So Re os aa $ eT = a ee 


eS 


row 


ee - ne a een a ene ap = secon 
= ar a ree SS SS === a = == Soa a a = 
Sn as = BE Se EOS PLIST CSE ONE 





: SS SS ae 
ie gre RS 


. 26 2's 
SAT > 


PERRI Ms 


—— 


~—= 
= Dae vy 


792 All's well that Ends well. 


Par. If I do not, damn me. 
Int. Acordo linta. 
Come on; thou art granted fpace, | Exit. 
[4 fhort Alarum within. 
Lord. Go, tell the Count Roffillion and my Brother, 
We have caught the Woodcock, and will keep him mufled 
*Till we do hear from them. | 
Sol, Captain I will, 
Lord. He will betray us all unto our felves, 
Inform ’em thar. 
Sol. SoT will, Sir. 
Lord. Till then I'll keep him dark and fafely lockt. 
| Exeunt. 
Exter Bertram and Diana. 
Ber. They told me that your Name was Fontibell, 
Dia. No, my good Lord,’ Diana. 
Ber. Titled Goddefs, 
And worth it with Addition; but, fair Soul, 
in your fine Frame hath Love no Quality ? 
If the quick Fire of Youth light not your Mind, 
You are no Maiden, but a Monument: 
When you are dead you fhall be fuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ftern; 
And now you fhould be as your Mother was, 
When your fweet felf was got. . 
Dia, She then was honeft, 
_ Ber. So fhould you be, 
Dia. No, 
My Mother did but Duty, fuch, my Lord, 
As you owe to your Wife. 
Ber. No more o'that! 
¥ prethee do not ftrive againft my Vows: 
I was compell’d to her, but I love thee 
By Love’s own fweet Conftraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all Rights of Service. 
Dia. Ay; fo you ferve us 
‘Till we ferve you: But when you have our Rofes, 
You barely leave our ‘Thorns to prick our felves, 
And mock us with our Barenefs, 
Ber. How have I {worn! 


Dia. 





yitiy, 
at 
Nast 


3S ee a 


All's well that Ends well. 793 


Dia. Tis not the many Oaths that make the Truth, 
But the plain fingle Vow, that is vow d true; 
What is not Holy, that we fwear not by, 
But take the High’ft to witnefs: Then pray you tell me, 
If I thould {wear by Fove’s great Attribute, 
I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my Oaths, 
When I did love you ill? This has no holding 
To {wear by him whom I proteft to love, 
That I will work againft him, Therefore your Oaths 
Are Words and poor Conditions, but unfeal’d, 
At leaft in my Opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it: 


- Be not fo holy Cruel. Love is holy, 


And my Integrity ne’er knew the Crafts, 
That you do charge Men with: Stand no more off, 
But give thy felf unto my fick Defires, 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My Love, as it begins, fhall fo perfever. 

Dia. I fee that Men make Hopes in fuch Affairs, 
That we'll forfake our felves. » Give me that Ring. 

Ber. Uillend it thee, my Dear, but have no Power 
To give it from me. 

Dia. Will you not, my Lord? 

Ber. It is an Honour “longing to our Houfe, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, 
Which were the greateft Obloquy ith’ World 
In me to lofe. 

Dia. Mine Honour’s fuch a Ring, 
My Chaftity’s the Jewel of our Houfe, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, ; 
Which were the greateft Obloquy ith’ World 
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper Wifdom 
Brings in the Champion Honour on my Parts 
Againft your vain Affault. 

Ber. Here, take my Ring, 
My Houfe, my Honour, yea, my Life be thine, 
And I'll be bid by thee. 

Dia. When Midnight comes, knock at my Chamber 

Window ; 
I'll order take, my Mother fhall not hear; 
Now will I charge you in the Band of Truth, 
: | | When 
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When you have conquer’d my yet Maiden-Bed, 

Remain there but an Hour, nor fpeak to me : 

My Reafons are moft ftrong, and you fhall know them, 

W hen back again this Ring fhall be deliver’d; 

And on your Finger, in the Night, Pll put 

Another Ring, that, what in time proceeds, 

May token to the future, our paft Deeds. 

Adieu *till then, then fail not : You have won 

A Wife of me, though there my Hope be done. 
Ber. A Heav’non EarthI’ve won by wooing thee. { Exit. 
Dia. For which, live long to thank both Heav’n and me. 

You may fo in the end. 

My Mother told me juft how he would woo, 

As if fhe fate in’s Heart, She fays, all Men 

Have the like Oaths: He had {worn to marry me 

When his Wife’s dead: Therefore I'll lye with him 

When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are {fo braid, 

Marry that will, I'll live and die a Maid; 

Only in this Difguife, I think’t no Sin, 

To coufin him that would unjuftly win. [ Exit. 


Enter the two French Lords, and two or three Soldiers. 


1 Ld. You have not given him his Mother’s Letter 2 

2 Ld. I have deliver’d it an Hour fince; there is fome- 
thing in’t that flings his Nature, for on the reading it, he 
chang’d almoft into another Man, 

1 Ld. He has much worthy Blame laid upon him, for 
fhaking off fo good a Wife, and fo fweet a Lady. 

2 Ld. Efpecially, he hath incurred the everlafting Dif- 
pleafure of the King, who had ever tun’d his Bounty to 
fing Happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you 
fhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Ld. When you have fpoken it, ’tis dead, and I am the 
Grave of it. 

2 Ld. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman here in 
Florence, of a moft chaft Renown, and this Night he flethes 
his Will in the Spoil of her Honour; he hath given her his 
monumental Ring, and thinks himfelf made in the unchaft 
Compofition. 

1 Ld. Now God delay our Rebellion; as we are our 
felves, what things are we! ‘ | 
2 Lae 
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» Ld. Meerly our own Traitors; and as in the common 
Courfe of all Treafons, we {till fee them reveal themfelvess 
rill they attain to their abhorr’d Ends; fo he that in this 
A@Gioa contrives againft his own Nobility in his propet 
Stream, o’er-flows himfelf. 

1 Ld. Is it not meant damnable in us to be the Trum- 
peters of our unlawful Intents? We fhall not then have his 
Company to Night ¢ 

» Ld. Not till after Midnight; for he 1s dieted to his 
Hour. 

1 Ld. That approaches apace: I would gladly have him 
{ee his Company anatomiz’d, that he might take a Meafure 
of his own Judgments, wherein fo ferioufly he had fet his 
Counterfeit. 

> Ld. We will not meddle with him "til! he come; 
For his Prefence muft be the whip of the other. 

, Ld. Inthe mean time, what hear you of thofe Wars? 

> Ld. I hear there is an Overture of Peace. 

1 Ld. Nay; I affure you a Peace ts concluded. 

2 Ld. What will Count Rofillion do then? Will he travel 
higher, or return again into France? 

1 Ld. I perceive by this Demand, you are not altogether 
of his Counfel. 

>» Ld. Let it be forbid, Sir, fo fhould I be a great deal of 
this AG. 

1 Ld. Sir, his Wife fome two Months fince fled from 
his Houfe, her Pretence is a Pilgrimage to St. faques le 
grand; which holy Undertaking, with moft auftere Sancti- 
mony, fhe accomplifh’d ; and there refiding, the Tendernefs 
of her Nature became as a Prey to her Grief; in fine, made 
 Groan of her laft Breath, and now fhe fings in Heav’n. 

> Ld. How is this juftified? 

1 Ld. The ftronger Part of it by herown Letters, which 
makes her Story true, even to the Point of her Death; her 
Death it felf, which could not be her Office to fay, iscome, 
was faithfully confirm’d by the ReGor of the Place. 

' 5 Ld. Hath the Count all this Intelligence 4 

t Ld. Ay; and the particular Confirmations, point from 
point, to the full arming of the Verity. 

> Ld. I am heartily forry that he'll be glad of this. 


1 Ld. 
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1 Ld. How mightily fometimes we make us Comforts of 
our Loffes. 

2Ld. And how mightily fome other times we drown 
our Gain in Tears, the great Dignity that this Valour hath 
here requir’d from him, fhall at home be encountred with 
a Shame as ample. 

1 Ld. The Web of our Life is of 4 mingled Yarn good 
cite ill gibi ees Virtues would be proud, if our Faults 
whipt them not, and our Crimes would defpair if 
not cherifh’d by our Virtues. et ee 

Enter a Servant, 
How now? Where’s your Matter? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the Street, Sir, of whom 
he hath taken afolemnLeave: His Lordfhip will next Morn- 
ing for France. The. Duke hath offered him Letters of 
Commendations to the King, 

2 Ld. They fhall be no more than needful there, if they 
were more than they can commend. 

ts Enter Bertram. 

1 Ld. ey cannot be too fweet for the King’s Tart- 
nefs: Here’s his Lordfhip now. Ho is” 
not after Midnight? : yee lial 

Ber. I have to Night difpatch’d fixteen Bufineffes, a 
Months length a Piece, by an Abftra@ of Succcf: I have 
congied with the Duke, done my Adieu with his neareft 3 
buried a Wife, mourn’d for her; writ to my Lady Mother 
[am returning; entertain’d my Convoy, and between thefe 
main Parcels of difpatch, effected many nicer Needs; the 
laft was the greateft, but that I have not ended yet. 

2 Ld. If the Bufinefs be of any Difficulty, and this 
ai: your departure hence, it requires hafte of your Lord- 
hip. 

Ber. I mean the Bufinefs is not ended, as feari 
of it hereafter. But fhall: we have this Dislomic ewe 
Fool and the Soldier 2 Come, bring forth this counterfeit 
Module; ’has deceiv’d me, like a double meaning Prophe- 
fier. 3 

2 Ld. Bring him forth, h’as fate in the Stocks all Nicht, 
poor gallant Knave. ps 

Ber, No matter, his Heels have defery’d it. j i 
his Spurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf 2 — 
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1 Ld. I have told your Lordfhip already: The Stocks 
carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be under- 
ftood, he weeps like a Wench that had fhed her Milk, he 
hath confeft himfelf to A¢orgam, whom he fuppofes to be a 
Friar, from the time of his very Remembrance to this very 
‘nftant Difafter of his fetting ?th’ Stocks; and what think 


you he hath confeft ? 


Ber. Nothing of me, has a¢ 
> Ld. His Confeffion ts taken, and it fhall be read to his 


Face; if your Lordfhip be in’t, as I believe you are, you 
muft have the Patience to hear it, 
| Enter Parolles with his Interpreter. 
Ber. A Plague upon him, muffled! he can fay nothing 
of me; hufh. 
1 Ld. Hoodman comes: Portotartaroffa. 
Jut, He calls for the Tortures; what, will you fay with- 
out ‘em ¢ : 
Par. 1 will confefs what I know, without conftraint; 
If ye pinch me like a Pafty, I can fay no more. 

Int. Bosko Chimurcho. 

1 Ld. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. 

Tut. You area merciful General : Our General bids you 
anfwer to what I fhall ask you out of a Note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

Tut, Eirft demand of him, how many 
ftrong. What fay you to that? 

Par. Five or fix Thoufand, but very weak and unfervice- 
able; the Troops are all {catter'd, and the Commanders very 
poor Rogues, upon my Reputation and Credit, and as lL 
hope to live. 

Tut. Shall I fet down your Anfwer fo% 

Par. Do, I'll take the Sacrament ont, how and which 
way you will: All’s one to me. : 

Ber. What a paft-faving Slave is this2 
+ Ld. Y’are deceiv'd, my Lord, this is Monfieur Parolless 
the gallant Militarift, that was his own Phrafe, that had the 
whole Theory of War in the Knot of his Scarf, and the 
PraGtice in the Chap of his Dagger. 

s Ld. I will never truft a Man again for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every thing in him, 


by wearing his Apparel neatly. 


Horfe the Duke is 


Int. 
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Lnt. Well, that’s fet down. 

Par. Five or fix thoufand Horfe I faid,I will fay true, 
or thereabouts fet down, for I’ll {peak truth, 

1 Ld. He’s very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for’t in the Nature he de- 
livers it. 

Par. Poor Rogues, I pray you fay. 

dnt. Well, that’s fet down, 

Par. I humbly thank you, Sir, a Truth’ a Truth, the 
Rogues are marvellous poor. 

/nt. Demand of him of what Strength thty are a Foot, 
What fay you to that? 

Par. By my Troth, Sir, if I were to live this prefene 
Hour I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio 1 hundred and 
fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus fo many, Jaques fo ma- 
NY; Guiltian, Cofmo, Lodowick and Gratii, two hundred 
each; mine own Company, Chitopher, Vaumosd, Bentii, two 
hundred and fifty each, fo that the Mutter-file, rotten and 
found, upon my Life amounts not to fifteen thoufand Pole, 
half of the which dare not thake the Snow from off their 
Coffacks, left they fhake themfelves to Pieces, 

Ber. What thall be done to him 2 

1Z4, Nothing, but let him have thanks, Demand of 
him my Conditions, and. what Credit I hive. with the 
Duke. 

Int. Well, that’s fet down. You fhall demand of him, 
whether one Captain Dumain be ith? Camp, 1 Frenchman; 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, what his Valour, 
Honefty, and Expertnefs in Wars or whether he thinks it 
were not poflible with well weighing Sums of Gold to cor- 
rupt him to revolt, What fay you to this? What do you 
know of it? 

Par. 1 befeech you let me anfwer to the particular of the 
Interrogatories. Demand them fingly. 

‘nt. Do you know Captain Dumain 2 

Par. I know him, he was a Botcher’s Prentice in Paris, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Sheriff’s Fool 
with Child, dumb Innocent, that could not fay him nay. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your Hands, tho’ I know 
his Brains are forfeit to the next Tile that falls, 

Jat. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florence’s 
Camp? ; Par. 
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Par. Upon my Knowledge he is, and lowfie. 

1 Ld. Ney, look not fo upon me, we fhall hear of you 
Lord anon. 

Int. What is his Reputation with the Duke é 

Par. The Duke knows him forno other, but a poor Ofh- 
cer of mine, and writ to me the other Day to turn him out 
o’th’ Band. I think I have his Letter in my Pocket. 

Int. Marry we'll fearch. 

Par. In good Sadnefs I do not know, either it is there, 
or it is upon a File with the Duke's other Letters, in my 
Tent. 

Int. Here *tis, here’s a Paper, fhall I read it to yous 

Par. 1 do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our Interpreter do’s it well. 

1 Ld. Excellently. 

Int. Dian, the Count’s a Fool, and full of Gold. 

Par. Thatis not the Duke’s Letter, Sir; that is an Adver- 
tifement to a proper Maid in Florence, one Diana, to take 
heed of the Allurement of one Count Roffillion, a foolifh 
idle Boy, but for all that very ruttifh. 4 pray you, Sirs 
put it up again. 

Int. Nay, Pll read it firft, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in’t, I proteft, was very honeft in the 
behalf of the Maid; for I knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous and lafcivious Boy, who isa W hale to Virginity, 
and devours up all the Fry it finds. . 

Ber. Dzmnable! both fides Regue. 


Inter. Reads the Letter. 


When he [wears Oaths, bid him drop Gold, and take ite 

After he foores, he never pays the Score: 

Half won is Match well made, match and well make it; 

He ne er pays afier-Debts, take it before. 

And fay a Soldier (Dian) told thee this: 

Aden are 10 mell with, Boys are not to kif. 

For count of this, the Count’s a Fool, £ know ity 

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 
Thine, as he vow’d to thee in thine Ear, 

PAROLLES. 


Ber. 
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Ber. He fhall be whipt through the Army with this Rime 
in his Forehead. 

2 Ld. This is your devoted Friend, Sir, the manifold 
Linguift, and the Army-potent Soldier. 

Ber. 1 could endure any thing before, but a Cat, and 
he’s a Cat to me. 

Int. I perceive, Sir, by the General’s Looks, we fhall be 
fain to hang you. 

Par. My Life, Sir, in any cafe; not that I am afraid to 
die, but that my Offences being many, I would repent out 
the Remainder of Nature. Let me live, Sir, in a Dungeon, 
ith’ Stocks, any where, fo I may live. 

Int. We'll fee what may be done, fo you confefs freely; 
therefore once more to this Captain Dumain: You have an- 
{werd to his Reputation with the Duke, and to his Valour. 
What is his Honefty 2 

Par. He will fteal, Sir, an Egg out of a Cloifter: For 
Rapes and Ravifhments he parallels Weffzs. He profeffes not 
keeping of Oaths; breaking them he is ftronger than Her- 
cules, Hewilllie, Sir, with fuch volubility, that you would 
think Truth were a Fool: DrunkennefS is his béft Virtue, 
for he will be Swine-drunk, and in his Sleep he does’little 
harm, fave to his Bed-cloaths about him; but they know his 
Conditions, and Jay him in Straw. I have but little more 
to fay, Sir, of his Honefty, he has every thing that an ho- 
neft Man fhould not have ; what an honeft Man fhould 
have, he has nothing. 

1 Ld. I begin to love him for this. 

Ber. For this Defcription of thine Honefty # A Pox upon 
him for me, he’s more and more a’ Cat. 7 

Int. What fay you to his Expertnefs in War. 

Par. Faith, Sir, h’as led the Drum before the Englifh 
Tragedians: To belie him I will not, and more of his Sol- 
dierfhip I know not, except in that Country, he had the 
Honour to bethe Officer ata Place there call’d AZile-end, to 
inftruct for thedoubling of Files, I would do the Man what 
Honour I can, but of this I am not certain. 

Ld. He hath out-villan’d Villany fo far, thatthe Rarity 
redeems him. 

Ber.. A Pox on him, he’s a Cat ftill. 

Int. His Qualities being at this poor Price, I need not to 
ask you, if Gold. will corrupt him to revolt. Par. 
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Par. Sir, for a Cardecue he will fell the Fee-fimple of his 
Salvation, the Inheritance of it, and cut th’ Intail from all 
Remainders, and perpetual Succeffion for it perpetually. 

Int. What's his Brother, the other Captain Dumain2 

2 Ld. Why do’s he ask him of me? 

Int. What's he? 

Par. E’en a Crowo'th’ fame Neft; not altogether fo great 
as the firft in Goodnefs, but greater a great deal in Evil. 
He excells his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother is re- 
puted one of the beft that is. Ina Retreat he out-runs any 
Lackey; marry in coming on he has the Cramp. 

Int. If your Life be faved, will you undertake to betray 
the Florentine? 

Par. Ay, and the Captain of his Horfe, Count Roffillion. 

Int. Vii whifper with the General, and know his Plea- 
fure. 

Par. I’llno more drumming, a Plague of all Drums, on- 
ly to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the Suppofition 
of that lafcivious young Boy the Count, have I run into 
Danger; yet who would have fufpected an Ambufh where 
I was taken 2 

Jnt. There is no Remedy, Sir, but you muft die; the 
General fays, you that have fo traiteroufly difcovered the 

Secrets of your Army, and made fuch peftiferous Reports 
of Men very nobly held, can ferve the World for no ho« 
neft Ufe; therefore you muft die. Come, Heads-man, off 
with his Head. 

Par. O Lord, Sir, let me live, or let me fee my Death. 

Int. That fhall you, and take your leave of all your 
Friends: | Unblinding him, 

So look about you; know you any here? 

Count. Good Morrow, noble Captain. 

2 Ld. God blefs you, Captain Parolles. 

1 Ld. God fave you, noble Captain. 

2 Ld. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord La- 
few? Lam for France. 

1 Ld, Good Captain, will you give me a Copy of that 
fame Sonnet you writ to Diana in Behalf of the Count Ro/- 
fillion, and I were not a very Coward, I’d compel it of you; 
but fare you well. | Exennt. 

Vou. II. Zz Lute 
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Int. You are undone, Captain, all but your Scarf, that 
has a Knot on’t yet. 
Par. Who cannot be crufh’d with a Plot 
Int. If you could find out a Country where but Women 
were that had receiv’d fo much Shame, you might begin 
an impudent Nation. Fare ye well, Sir, Lam for France too, 
we fhall {peak of you there. [ Exit. 
Par. Yet amI thankful: If my Heart were great, 
*T would burft at this. Captain, I'll be no more; 
But I will eat and drink, and fleep as foft 
As Captain fhall. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live: Who knows himfelf a Braggart, 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pafs, 
That every Braggart fhall be found an Afs. 
Ruft Sword, cool Blufhes, and Parolles live 
Safeft in Shame; being fool’d, by Fool’ry thrive 5 
There’s Place and Means for every Man alive. 
Tl after them. [ Exit. 


Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive I have not wrong’d you, 
One of the greateft in the Chriftian World 
Shall be my Surety ; ‘fore whofe Throne’tis needful, 
E’er I can perfeét mine Intents, to kneel. 
Time was I did him a defired Offices 
Dear almoft as his Life, which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartars Bofom would peep forth, 
And anfwer Thanks. I duly am inform’d, 
His Grace is at AZar/ellies, to which Place 
We have convenient Convoy; you muft know 
I am fuppofed dead, the Army breaking, 
My Husband hieshim home, where Heav’n aiding, 
And by the Leave of my good Lord the King, 
W ell be before our Welcome. 
Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a Servant to whofe truft 
Your Bufinefs was more welcome. 
Hel. Nor you, Miftrefs, 
Ever a Friend, whofe Thoughts more truly labour 
To recompence your Love: Doubt not but Heav’n 
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Hath brought me upto be your Daughter’s Dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be my Motive | 
And helper to a Husband. But, O ftrange Men! 
That can fuch {weet Ufe make of what they hate, 
When fawcy trufting of the cozen’d Thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy Night, fo Luft doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You Diana, 
Under my poor Inftru@ions yet mutt fuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia, Let Death and Honefty 
Go with your Impofitions, I am yours 
Upon your Will to fuffer, 

Hei. Yet I pray you: 
But with the Word the Time will bring on Summer, 
When Briars fhall have Leaves as well 4s Thorns, 
And be as fweet as fharp: We muft away, 
Our Waggon is prepar’d, and Time revives us; 
All’s well that ends well, ftill, that finds the Crown: 
What e’er the Courfe, the End is the Renown, | Exeunt. 


Enter Counte[s, Lafeu, and Clown. 


Laf. No, no, no, your Son was mifs-led with a fnipt taf- 
fata Fellow there, whofe villanous Saffron would have made 
all the unbak’d and dow Youth of a Nation in his Colour, 
Your Daughter-in-law had been alive at this Hour, and your 
Son here at home, more advane’d by the King than by that 
red-tail’d Humble-Bee I {peak of. 

Count. 1 would I had not known him, it was the Death 
of the moft virtuous Gentlewoman; that ever Nature had 
Praife for Creating; if fhe had partaken of my Flefh, and 
coft me the deareft Groans of a Mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted /Love. 

Laf. *Twas a good Lady, ’twas a good Lady. Wemay 
pick a thoufand Sallets e’er we light on fuch another Herb. 

Clo, Indeed, Sir, fhe was the {weet Marjoram of the 
Sallet, or rather the Herb of Grace, \ 

Laf. They are not Sallet-Herbs, you Knave, they are 
Nofe-herbs. 

Clo. T am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, t havenot much 
Skill in Graffe. 

| ha 2 Laf, 
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Laf. Whether doft thou profefs thy felf, a Knave or @ 
Fool ¢ 

Clo. A Fool, Sir; at a Woman's Service, and a Knave ata 
Man’s. 

Laf. Your Diftinction 2 

Clo. 1 would cozen the Man of his Wife, and do his Ser- 
vice. 

Laf. So you were a Knave at his Service indeed. 

Clo. And I would give his Wife my Bauble, Sir, todo her 
Service. 

La. I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both Knave and 
Fool. 

Clo. At your Service. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo, Why, Sir, if I cannot ferve you, I can ferve as great 
a Prince as you are. 

Laf. Who's that, a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith, Sir,ahas an Englifh Name, butthis Phifnomy ts 
more hotter in France than here. ? 

Laf. What Prince is that? 

Clo, The black Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of Darknefs, 
alias the Devil. 

Laf. Hold thée, there’s my Purfe, I give thee not this 
fuggeft thee from thy Mafter thou talk’{t of, ferve him 

ill. 

Co. I am a woodland Fellow, Sir, that always lov’d a 
great Fire, and the Mafter I {peak of ever keeps a good Fire, 
but fure he is the Prince of the World, let his Nobility 
remain in’s Court. I am for the Houfe with the narrow 
Gate, which I take to be toolittle for Pomp to enter: Some 
that humble themfelves may, but the many will be too chill 
and tender, and they'll be for the fowry Way that leads to 
the broad Gate, and the great Fire. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of thee, and I 
tell thee fo before, becaufe I would not fall out with thee. 
Go thy ways, let my Horfes jbe well look’d to, without 
any Tricks. 

‘lo. If I put any Tricks upon ’em, they fhall be Jades 
Tricks, which are their own Right by the Law of Na- 
ture. | Exit. 

Laf. A threwd Knave, and unhappy. 

Count.’ 
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Count. So heis. My Lord, that’s gone, made himfelf much 
Sport out of him; by his Authority he remains here, which 
he thinks is a Patent for his Saucinefs, and indeed he has no 
Pace, but he runs where he will. 

Laf. I like him well, ’tis not amifs; and I was about to 
tell you, fince I heard of the good Lady’s Death, and that 
my Lord your Son was upon his Return home, I moy’d 
the King my Matter to {peak inthe Behalf of my Daughter ; 
which in the Minority of them both, his Majefty, out of 
a felf gracious Remembrance, did firft Propofe; his Highnefs 
hath promis’d me to do it, and to {top up the Difpleafure 
he hath conceiv’d againft your Son, there is no fitter Mat- 
ter. How do’s your Ladyhhip like it. 

Count. With very much Centent, my Lord, and I with 
it happily effeed. 

Laf. His Highnefs comes Poft from Marfellies, of asable 
a Body as when he numbred thirty, and will be here to 
Morrow ; or I am deceiv'd by him, that in fuch Intelligence 
hath feldom fail’d. 

Count. It rejoices me that I hope I thall fee hime’er I die. 
[ have Letters that my Son will be here to Night: I fhall 
befeech your Lordfhip to remain with me ‘till they meet 
together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what Manners I might 
fafely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable Privilege. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold Charter; but I 
thank my God it holds yer. 

Exter Clown, 

Clo, O Madam, yonders my Lord your Son with a Patch 
of Velvet on’s Face; whether there be a Scar under’tor not 
the Velvet knows, but ’tis a goodly Patch of Velvet; his 
left Cheek isa Cheek of two Pile and a half, but his righe 
Cheek is worn bare, 

Count. A Scar nobly got, 

Or a noble Scar, is a good Livery of Honour. 
So belike is thar. | 

Clo. But it is your carbinado’d Face, 

Laf. Let us go fee 3 
Your Son, I pray you? I long to talk 
With the young noble Soldier. 
Z 3 
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Clo. ’Faith there’s a dozen of em, with delicate fine Hats? 
and moft courteous Feathers, which bow the Head, and 
nod at every Man. [ Exeunt. 





AGEN SCENE 


Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants, 
Hel. FY UT this exceeding pofting Day and Night, 


o 


Muft wear your Spirits low, we cannot help it, . 
But fince you have made the Days and Nights as one, 


To wear your gentle Limbs in my Affairs, 

Be bold you do fo grow in my requital, 

As nothing can uproot you, In happy time. 

Exter-a Gentleman, 

This Man may help me to his Majefty’s Ear, 

If he would {pend his Power. God fave you, Sir, 
Gent. And you, S 
Hel, Sir, I have {een you inthe Court of France. 
Gent. I have been fometimes there. . 
Hel. Ido prefume, Sir, that you are not fallen 

From the Report that goes upon your Goodnefs; 

And therefore goaded with moft fharp Occafions, 

Which lay nice Manners by, I put you to —* 

The ufe of your own Virtues, for the which 

I fhall continue thankful. : 

Gent, What’s your Will? 
Hel. That it will pleafe you 

To give this poor Petition to the King, 

And aid me with that ftore of Power you have 

To come into his Prefence. | | 

_ Gent. The King’s not here, 
Hel, Not here, Sir 2 
_ Gent. Not indeed, 3 

He hence remov’d laft Night, and with more hafte 

Than is his ufe. | 

_ Wid. Lord, how we lofe our Pains. 

Hel. All’s well that Ends well yet, 
Tho’ Time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit: 
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I do befeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marry, as 1 take it, to Rofjilion, 
Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do befeech you, Sir, 

Since you are like to fee the King before me, 
Commend the Paper to his gracious Hand, 
Which, I prefume, fhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your Pains for it. 
I will come after you with what good {peed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent, This I'll do for you. 

Hel. And you fhall find your felf to be well thank’d, 
what ¢’er falls more. We muft to Horfe again. Go, go, 
provide. [ Exennt. 

Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par. Good Mr. Levatch, give my Lord Lafew this Let- 
ter; I have e’er now, Sir, been better known to you, when 
I have held familiarity with frefher Clothes; but I am 
now, Sir, muddied in Fortune’s Mood, and {mell fomewhat 
ftrong of her {trong Difpleafure. 

Clo. Truly, Fortune’s Difpleafure is but fluttifh, if it 
fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak’{t of : I will henceforth eat no 
Fifh of Fortune’s burt’ring. Prethee, allow the Wind. 

Par. Nay, you need not to ftop your Nofe, Sir; I {peak 
but a Metaphor, 

Clo. Indeed, Sir, if your Metaphor ftink, I will ftop my 
Nofe, or againft any Man’s Metaphor, Prethee get thee 
further. 

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this Paper, 

Clo. Foh! prethee ftand away; a Paper from Fortune’s 
Clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman, Look here he comes 
himfelf, 


= @ 


er ed eee 


wt 


Pn o 


4 
é 


a 
a ren 


ee ee eS ae ee ee ee ae 


- pa 
ae a 2 


Enter Lafeu, 

Clo. Here is a pur of Fortune’s, Sir, or of Fortune’s Cat, 
but not a Mufcat; that hath fall’n into the unclean Fifh- 
pond of her Difpleafure, and, as he fays, muddied withal, 
Pray you, Sir, ufe the Carp as you may, for he looks like 
a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolifh, rafcally Knave. I do 
pity his Diftrefs in my Smiles of Comfort, and leave him 
to your Lordfhip. 


oo 4 = 2 


Mi, 


“fe | 


ZL 4 Par. 


ED 


PsA 


o - eae al : ‘ - Sa = = 
— Lg ere a ES Se a Sis alge SL a ee a ee eee a 
ere IS ree en a = - = eS a ae ee *. 25 a a -— - ae 
ee eae SE SES Te er “oe SS, eee = a ee ee oe 4 Sd —S 

as Nye ty 7 * ee i= A li ie ee rx + Fee ea — : 
Fs ey = : op a “gah are ose! realli —— ee ee eee ’ : 

ve a ae ~e P i . ---—— a5 NS = — ~~~ - ~ —- =a 

= - — aad —— ——_—— . -—— — ——— 


= ata. a ee 
= a 
Se 





808 All's well that Ends well, 


Par. My Lord, I am a Man whom Fortune hath cruelly © 
{cratch’d. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do2 °Tis too 
late to pare her Nails now. Wherein have you play’d the 
Knave with Fortune, that the fhould {cratch you, who of 
her felf is a good Lady, and. would not have Knaves thrive 
long under her? There's a Cardecue for you: Let the Ju- 
{tices make you and Fortune Friends; I am for other Bu- 
finefs, 

Par. I befeech your Honour, to hear me one fingle 
word, | 

Laf. You beg a fingle Penny more: Come, you fhall 
ha’t, fave your word, 

far. My Name, my good Lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox my Pal- 
fion, give me your Hand: How does your Drum 2 

Par, O'my good Lord, you were the firft that found 
me. , 

Laf, WasI, infooth? And I was the firft that loft thee. 

Par. Itlyesin you, my Lord, to bring me in fome Grace, 
for you did bring me out. 

Laf, Out upon the Knave, doft thou put upon me at 
once, both the Office of God 4nd Devil; one brings thee 
in Grace, and the other brings thee out. The King’s com- 
ing, I know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, enquire further after 
me, I had talk of you laft Night; tho’ you are a Fool and 
a Knave, you fhall eat, goto, follow, 

Par. I praife God for you. | Exeunt, 


Flourifh. Enter King, Countefi, Lafeu, the two French 
Lords, with Attendants, 


Keng. We loft a Jewel of her and our Efteem 
Was made much poorer by it; but your Son, 
As mad in Folly, lack’d the Senfe to know 


Her Eftimation home. 


Count. ’Tis paft, my Liege; 
And I befeech your Majefty to make it 
Natural Rebellion, ‘done i’th’ blade of Youth, 
VWaen O1 and Fire, too {trong for Reafon’s force, 
Dears it, and burns on. . : 


King, 











All's well that Ends well 
King. My honour’d Lady, 


I have forgiven and forgotten all, 

Tho’ my Revenges. were high bent upon him, 
And watch’d the time to fhoor, 

Laf. This I mutt fay, 

But firft I beg my pardon; the young Lord 
Did to his Majefty, his Mother, and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty Note; but to himfelf 

The greateft wrong of all. He loft a Wife, 
Whofe Beauty did aftonifh the furvey 

Of richeft Eyes ; whofe Words all Ears took Captive; 
Whofe deep PerfeGtion, Hearts that fcorn’d to ferve, 
Humbly call’d Miftrefs, 

King. Praifing what is loft, 

Makes the Remembrance dear. Well——cal] him hither, 
We are reconcil’d, and the firft View thal! kil] 

All Repetition : Let him not ask our Pardon, 
The nature of his great Offence is dead, 
And deeper than Oblivion, we do bury 
Th’ incenfing Relicks of it. Let him approach 
A Stranger, no Offender ; and inform him 
So ‘tis our Will he fhould. 

Gent. I fhall, my Liege. 


King. What fays he to your Daughter? 
Have you fpoke? 


Laf. All that he is, hath reference to your Highnefs. 
King. Then fhall we have a Match. 
me, that fet him high in Fame, 
Enter Bertram. 
Laf. He looks well on’t. 
King. I am nota Day of Seafon, 
For thou maift fee a Sun-fhine, and a Hail 
In me at once; but to the brighteft Beams 
Diftracted Clouds give way, fo ftand thou forth, 
Lhe Time is fair again. 
Ber. My high repented Blames, 
Dear Sovereign, pardon me, 
King. All is whole, 
Not one word more of the confumed Time, 
Let's take the Inftant by the forward Top ; 
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For we are old, and on our quick’ft Decrees 
Tb’ inaudible and noifelefs Foot of Time 
Steals, e’er we can effe& them. You remember 
The Daughter of this Lord?2 

Bers Admiringly, my Liege. At firft 
I ftuck my Choice upon her, e’er my Heart 
Durft make too bold a Herald of my Tongue: 
Where the Impreflion of mine Eye enfixing, 
Contempt his fcornful Perfpective did lend me, 
Which warp’d the Line of every other Favour, 
Scorn’d a fair Colour, or exprefs’d it ftoll’n, 
Extended or contraéted all Proportions 
To amoft hideous Obje@. Thence it came, 
That fhe, whom all Men prais’d, and whom my felf, 
Since I have loft, have lov’d ; was in mine Eye 
The Duft that did offend it. ; 

King. Well excus’d: | 
That thou didf love her, ftrikes fome Sores away 
From the great "Compt; but Love that comes too late, 
Like a remorfeful Pardon flowly carried, 


‘To the great fender, turns a fowre Offence, 


Crying, that’s good that’s gone; Our rath Faults 
Make trivial Price of ferious Things we have, 
Not knowing them, until we know their Grave. 
Oft our Difpleafures to our felves unjuft, Te 
Deftroy our Friends, and after weep their Duft: 
Our own Love waking, cries to fee what’s done, 
While fhameful Hate fleeps out the Afternoon. 
Be this {weet Hellen’s Knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous Token for fair AZaudlin, 
The main Confents are had, and here we'll ftay — 
To fee our Widower’s fecond Marriage Day : 
Which better than the firft, O dear Heav'n blefs, 
Or, e’er they meet, in me, O Nature, ceafe. 

Laf. Come on my Son, in whom my Houfe’s Name 
Mutt be digefted: Give a Favour from you — 
To fparkle in the Spirits of my Daughter, 
That fhe may quickly come. By my old Beard, 
And every Hair that’s on’t, Hellen, that’s dead, — 
Was a {weet Creature: Such a Ring as this, 

The 
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The laft that e’er fhe took her leave at Court, 
I faw upon her Finger. 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

King.. Now pray you let me fee it. For mine Eye, 
While I was {peaking, oft was faften’d to’t : 
This Ring was mine, and when I gave it Hellen, 
I bad her, if her Fortunes ever ftood 
Neceffited to help, that by this Token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 
Of what fhould ftead her moft 2 

Ber. My gracious Sovereign, 
How e’er it pleafes you to take it fo, 
The Ring was never hers. 

Count. Son, on my Life, 
I have feen her wear it, and fhe reckond it 
At her Life’s rate. 

Laf. I am fure I faw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv’d, my Lord, fhe never faw it ; 
In Florence was it from a Cafement thrown me, 
Wrap’d in a Paper, which contain’d the Name 
©f her that threw it: Noble fhe was, and thought 
I ftood engag’d, but when I had fubfcrib’d 
To mine own Fortune, and inform’d her fully, 

I could not anfwer in that courfe of Honour ~ 
As fhe had made the Overture, fhe ceaft 
In heavy Satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 
King. Platus himfelf, 
That knows the Tin@ and multiplying Medicine, 
Hath not in Nature’s My{tery more Science, 
Than I have inthis Ring, *[was mine, *twas Hellen’s, 
Whoever gave it you: Then if you know 
That you are well acquainted with your felf, 
Confefs *twas hers, and by what rough Enforcement 
You got it from her. She call’d the Saints to furety, 
That fhe would never put it from her Finger, 
Wnlefs fhe gave it to your felf in Bed, 
(Where you have never come) or fént it us 
Upon her great Difafter, © =~ 
* Ber. She never faw it. | 
; | King. 


> 


. . 


0-0 0 OO 0 OEE EE 


ww 


& 


ae 


Mm tno —— 


- 


oe A a Oe, 


ia 
? 
mY 
I 
Bi? 
t 
L tl 
i Be 
‘é 
i} 
5 
., 
:\ 
i 
y 
f 
* 
t 
\ 
r 


= 


a a es 


= > 
nh EE E.G 


pm nea em » 
ps 


we ee | _ ee . — 

- zat <a sin 4 -- oe = " 
a a — ; — gee : : ——" 
te ae ee ee ia. me = 
iad a io = ~ _ _ » a itn ae 

s ’ a . € < p< 


2 = 





S62 Bay moll thie Beds at 


King. Thou fpeak’ft it fallly, as I love min : 
And mak’ft conjeCtural Fears di come into sae it 
Which I would fain thut out; if it fhould prove 
That thou art fo inhuman ewill not prove fo ——. 
And yet I know not thou didit hate her deadly . 
And fhe ts dead, which nothing but to clofe ‘ | 
Her Eyes my felf, could win me to believe, 7 
More than to fee this Ring. Take him away, vk 


| Guards feize Bert ‘ 
My fore-paft proofs, howe’er the matter fl, re 








, Shall tax my Fears of little Vanity, | 
Having vainly fear’d too little, Away with him, . 
We'll fift this Matter further. | 


Ber. If you fhall prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you fhall as cafie, 
Prove that I husbanded her Bed in Florence, | 
Where yet fhe never was. } | Exit Bertram Luarded. 
| Enter a Gentleman. | 


King. I am wrap‘d in difmal Thinking. 


Gent. Gracious Sovereign, { 
Whether I have been to blame or no, I know not, i 
Flere’s a Petition from a Florentine, 
Who hath for four or five Removes come fhort, - j 


To tender it her felf. 1 undertook it, 
-Wanquifh’d thereto by the fair Grace and Speech 
Of the poor Suppliant, who by this I know 

Is here attending : her Bufinefs looks in her 

With an importing Vifage, and the told me 

In a fweet verbal Brief, it did concern 

Your Highnefs with her felf, 





The King reads a Letter, 


Upon his many Preteftations to marry me, when his Wife 
was dead, I blufh to fay it, he won me. Now is the Count 
Roffilion Widower, his Vows are forfcited to me, and my FHo- 
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| ki noxrs paid to him. He Stole from Florence, taking no leave, 
i i; and I follow his to this Country for Fuftices Grant it me, O 
hie King, in you it beft .lyes, otherwife a Seducer flourifbes, and a 
‘4 i poor Adaid is undone. | 
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Laf. I willbuy me a Son-in-Law in a Fair, and Toll him 
for this. I’ll none of him. 

King. The Heav’ns have thought well on thee, Lafen, 
To bring forth this difcov’ry. Seck the Sutors: 

Go {peedily, and bring again the Count. 
Enter Bertram. 

I am afraid the Life of Hellen (Lady) 

Was foully fnatch’d. 

Count, Now Juttice on the Doers. 

King. I wonder, Sir, Wives are fo monftrous to you, 
And that you fly them foon as you {wear them Lordhhip ; 
Yet you defire to marry, What Woman’s that | 

Enter Widow, and Diana, 

Dia. 1 am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capilet ; 
My Suit, as I do underftand, you know, 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Wid. I am her Mother, Sir, whofe Age and Honour 
Both fuffer under this Complaint we bring, 

And both fhall ceafe without your remedy, 


King. Come hither, Count, do you know thefe Women? 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them; do they charge me further? 
Dia. Why do you look fo ftrange upon your Wife 2 
Ber. She’s none of mine, my Lord. 
Dia. If you thall marry 
You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
ou give away Heav’ns Vows, and thofe are mine ; 
You give away my felf, which is. known mine ; 
For I by Vow am fo embodied yours, 
That the which marries you, 
Either both or none. 


Laf. Your Reputation comes too fhort for my Daughter, 
you are no Husband for her, | Zo Bertram. 
Ler, My Lord, this is a fond and defperate Creature, 
Whom fometime I have laugh’d with: Let your Highnefs 

Lay a more noble Thought upon mine Honour, 
‘Than for to think that I would fink it here. 


King, Sir, for my Thoughts, you have them il] to friend, 


"Till your Deeds gain them fairer: Prove your Honour, 
Then in my Thought it lyes. 


muft marry me, 


Dia. 
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Dian. Good my Lord, 
Ask him upon his Oath, if he does think | 
He had not my Virginity. 7 
King. What fay’ft thou to her? ! 
Ber. She’s Impudent, my Lord, ' | 
And was a common Gamefter to the Camp. 
Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if I were fo, 
He might have bought me at a common Price, 
Do not believe him. © behold this Ring, 
Whofe high Refpect and rich Validity 
Did lack a Parallel: Yet -for all that 
He gave it to a Commoner o’th’ Camp, 
If I be one. | 
Count. He bluthes, and ’tis hit : 
Of fix preceeding Anceftors, that Jem 
Confer’d by Teftament to th’ fequent Iffue 
Hath it been ow’d and worn. This is his Wife, 
That Ring’s a thoufand Proofs. 
King. Methought you faid | 
You faw one here in Court could witnefs it. 
Dia. 1 did, my Lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an Inftrument; his Name’s Parolles. 
Laf. 1 faw the Man to day, if Man he be. 
King. Find him, and bring him hither. 
Ber. What of him? 
He’s quoted for a moft perfidious Slave, 
With allthe Spots o’th’ World, tax’d and deboith’d, 
Which Nature fickens with: but to {peak truth, 
Am I, or that or this, for what he’ll utter, 
That will {peak any thing2 
King. She hath that Ring of yours. 
Ber. I think fhe has; certain it is I lik’d her, 
And boarded her i’th’ wanton way of Youth : 
She knew her diftance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint, 
As all Impediments in Fancy’s courfe 
Are Motives of more Fancy, and in fine, 
Her Infuit coming with her modern Grace; 
Subdu’d me to her rate; fhe got the Ring, 
And I had that which any Inferior might 
At Market Price have bought. 
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Dia. I muft be patient : 

You that have turn’d off a firft fo noble Wife, 
May juftly Diet me. I pray you yet, 

Since you lack Virtue, I will lofe a Husband, 
Send for your Ring, I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What Ring was yours, I pray you? 

Dia. Sir, much like the fame upon your-Finger : 

King. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 

King. The Story then goes falfe, you threw it him 
Out of a Cafement. 

Enter Parolles. 

Ber. My Lord, I do confefs the Ring was hers. 

King. You boggle fhrewdly, every Feather ftarts you: 
Is this the Man you fpeak of 2 

Dia. It is, my Lord. 

King. Tell me, Sirrah, but tell me true, I charge you, 
Not fearing the Difpleafure of your Matter ; 

Which on your juft Proceeding I’ll keep off, 
By him, and by this Woman here, what know you? 

Par. So pleafe your Majefty, my Mafter hath been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, which 
Gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpofe; Did he love this 
Woman ? 

Par. Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how ! 

King. How, I pray you? 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves a Wo- 
man. 

King. How is that? 

Par. He lov’d her, Sir, and lov’d her not. 

King. As thou art a Knave, and no Knave; what an equi- 
vocal Companion is this 2 

Par. Iam a poor Man, and at your Majefty’s Command. 

Laf. He’s a good Drum, my Lord, but a naughty O- 
rator. 

Dia. Do you know he promis’d me Marriage? 

Par. ’Faith, I know more than I'll fpeak. 

King. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know’ft2 


ES 


Par. 
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Par. Yes, fo pleafe your Majefty. I did go between 
them, as I faid; but more than that, he lov’d her: For, 
indeed, he was mad for her, and talk’d of Sathan, and 
of Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what ; yet 

Twas in that Credit with them at that time, that I knew 
of their going to Bed, and of other Motions, as promifing 
her Marriage, and things that would derive me ill will to 
{peak of ; therefore I will not fpeak what I know. 

King. ‘Thou haft fpoken all already, unlefs thou canft fay 
they are married; but thou art too fine in thy Evidence ; 
therefore ftand afide. This Ring, you fay, was yours? 

Dia. Ay, my good Lord. 

King. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you? 

Dia, It was not given me, ner did I buy it. 

King. Who lent it you? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then 2 
_ Dia. I found it not. 

King. If it were yours by none of all thefe ways, 

How could you give it him. 

Dia, 1 never gave it him. 

Laf. This Woman’s an eafie Glove, my Lord, the goes 
off and on at pleafure. 

King, This Ring was mine, I gave it his fir Wife. 

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for ought I know. 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now, 

To Prifon with her: And away with him. 

Unlefs thou tell’ft me where thou hadft this R ing, 

Thou dieft within this Hour. 

Dia. I'll never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. Vl put in Bail, my Liege. 

King. I think thee now fome comamon Cuftomer. 
Dia. By Fove, if ever E knew Man, ’twas you. 

King. Wherefore haft thou accus’d him all this while 2 
Dia. Becaufe he’s guilty, and he is not guilty; 

He knows I am no Maid, and he’ll {wear to’t; 

Pil {wear I am aMaid, and he knows not. 

Great King, I am no Strumpet, by my Life; 

Tam either Maid ,or elfe this old Man’s Wite.'| Pointing to Laf. 

Kings 
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King. She does abufe our Ears, to Prifon with her. 
Dia. Good Mother, fetch my Bail. Stays Royal, Sir, 
The Jeweller that owes the Ring is fent for, 
And he fhall furety me. But for this Lord, | Te Bere. 
Who hath abus’d me, as he knows himfelf, 
Tho’ yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him, 
He knows himfelf my Bed he hath defil’d, 
And at that time he got his Wife with Child ; 
Dead tho’ fhe be, the feels her young one kick: 
So there’s my Riddle, one that’s dead is quick, 


And now behold the meaning. 
Enter Helena and Widow. 
King. Is there no Exorcift 
Beguiles the truer Office of mine Eyes? 
Is’t real that I fee 2 
Hel. No, my good Lord, 
“Tis but the fhadow of a Wife you fee, 
The Name, and not the Thing. 
Ber, Both, both, O pardon 


fel. Ob, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
I found you wondrous kind, there is your Ring, 
And look you, here’s your Letter: This it fays, 
When from my Finger you can Let this Ring, 
And are by me with Child, &c. This is done, 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won 2 

Ber. If the, my Liege, canmake me know this cl 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly, 
fel. Uf it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly Divorce ftep between me and you. 
O, my dear Mother, do I fee you living 2 [Zo the Counte/i. 

Laf. Mine Eyes {mell Onions, I thal] Weep anon: 
Good Tom Drum, lend mea Handkerchief. | To Parolles, 
So, I thank thee, wait on me home, I’ll make Sport with 
thee : Let thy Courtefies alone, they are {curvy ones, 

King. Let us from point to point this Story know, 
To make the even Truth in pleafure fow : 
If thou beeft yet a freth uncropped Flower, [To Diana, 
Chufe thou thy Husband, and [I] pay thy Dower, 
For I can guefs, that by thy honeft aid, 


Thou keep’ft a Wife her {elf, thy felf a Maid. 
Aa 
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Of that and all the Progrefs more and lefs, 

Refolvedly mete leifure fhall exprefs : 

Ail yet feems well, and if it end fo meet, 

The bitter paft, more welcome is the {weet. [ Exennt. 


EPILOGUE. 


HIE King's a Beggar, now the Play is done: 
All is well enaea, if his Suit be won, 
That you expre/s Content; which we will PAY, m,, 
With frrife to pleale you, day exceeding day ; 
Ours be your Patience then, and yours our Parts, 
Your gentle Hands lend us, and take our Hearts. 
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Dramatis Perfons. 


Rfino, Duke of Illyria. 
’ Sebaftian, @ young Gentleman, Brother to 
Viola. 


Antonio, @ Sea-Captain, Friend to Sebaftian. 


Valentine, ) , 
Curio. Gentlemen attending on the Duke. 


dir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia. 


| gue-cheek, a foolifh Knicht. preten- 
ding to Olivia. if 2.9 P 


44 Sea-Captain, Friend to. Viola. 
Fabian, Servant to Olivia. 


Malvolio, a fantaftical Steward to Olivia, 
Clown, Servant to Olivia. 


Olivia, 2 Lady of creat Beauty and Fortuy 
lov'd by the Duke, inc 


Viola, in love with the Duke. 
Maria, Confident to Olivia. 


Preefi, Sailors, Officers, aud other Attendants, 


SCENE a City on the Coaft of 
Illyria. 


TWELFTH. 
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A OTE SE Mak ook 
SCENE I. The Palace. 


Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords. 
BF K-E:- 


Mufick be the Food of Love, play on, 
Give me excefs of it; that furfeiting 
The Appetite may ficken, and fo die. 

hat Strain again, it had a dying Fall: 

O, it came o’er my Ear, like the {weet Wind 
That breathes upon a Bank of Violets, 
Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, no more; 

“Tis not fo fweet now, as it was before. 

O Spirit of Love, how quick and frefh art thou! 

That notwithftanding thy Capacity, 

Receiveth as the Sea; Nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch fo e’er, 

But falls into Abatement, and low Price, 

Even in a Minute; fo full of Shapes is Fancy, 





That it alone is high fantaftical. 


Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord2 
Duke. What, Curio? 
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Cur. The Hart. 
Duke. Why fo I do, the nobleft that I have: 
© when mine Eyes did fee Olivia firft, 
-Methought fhe purg’d the Air of Peftilence; 
That Inftane was I turn’d into a Hart, 
And my Defires, like fell and cruel Hounds, 
E’er fince purfue me. How now, what News from her? 
Enter Valentine. 
Val. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her Hand-maid do return this Anfwer: 
The Element it felf, ’till feven Years hear, 
Shall not behold her Face at ample View; 
But like a Cloyftrefs the will vailed walk, 
And water once a Day her Chambers round 
With Eye-offending Brine: All this to feafon 
A Brother’sdead Love, which fhe would keep freth 
And lafting in her fad Remembrance. 
Deke. © the that hath a Heart of this fine Frame, 
To pay this Debt of Love but to a Brother, 
How will fhe love, when the rich golden Shaft 
Hath kill’d the Flock of all Affections elfe 
That live in her! When Liver, Brain, and Heart, 
Thefe foveraign Thrones, are all fupply’d, and fill’d 
Her fweet PerfeCtions with one felf-fame King: 
Away before me, to {weet Beds of Flowers, 
Love Thoughts lye rich, when canopy’d with. Bowers. 
| Exennt, 





S CEN E Il. The Street. 


Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors, 
Vio, What Country, Friends, is this? 
Cap. This is Illyria, Lady. 
Vio. And what fhould I do in Wyria2 

My Brother he is in Eliziam. 

Perchance he is not drown’d; what think you, Sailors? 
Cap. It is perchance that you your felf were fav'd. 
Vio. O my poor Brother! And fo perchance may he be, 
Cap. True, Madam; and to comfort you with Chance, 

Affure your felf, after our Ship did fplit, 

When you, and thofe poor Number faved with you, 

Hung 
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Hung on your driving Boat: 1 faw your Brother, 
Moft provident in Peril, bind himfelf, 
Courage and Hope both teaching him the Practice, 
Toa ftrong Maft thar liv’d upon the Sea, 
Where like Orion on the Dolphin’s Back, 
I faw him hold Acquaintance with the Waves, 
So long as I could fee. 
Vio. For faying fo, there’s Gold: 
Mine own Elcape unfoldeth to my Hope, 
Whereto thy Speech ferves for Authority, 
The like of him. Know’ft thou this Country 2 

Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three Hours Travel from this very Place. 

Vio. Who governs here? 

Cap. A noble Duke in Nature, as in Name. 

Vio. What is his Name? 

Cap. Orfino. 

Vio. Orfino! I have heard my Father-Name him. 
He was a Batchellor then. 

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late; 

For but a Month ago J went from hence, 

And then ’twas frefh in Murmur, as you know 
What great ones do, the Icfs will prartle of, 
That he did feek the Love of fair Olivia. 

Vio, What's the? 

Cap. A virtuous Maid, the Daughter of a Count, 
That dy’d fome twelve Months fince, then leaving her 
In the Protection of his Son, her Brother, 

Who fhortly a'fo dy’d; for whofe dear Love, 
They fay, fhe had abjur’d the Sight 
And Company of Men. 

Vio. O that I ferv’d that Lady, 
And might not be deliver’d to the World, 
"Till I had made mine own Occafion mellow 
What my Eftate ts, 

Cap. That were hard to compafs, 
Becaufe fhe will admit no kind of Suit, 
No, not the Duke’s, 

Vio. Vhere is a fair Behavior in thee, Captain ; 
And tho’ that Nature, with a beauteous Wall 

Doth oft clofe in Pollution; yet of thee, 
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I will believe thou haft a Mind that fuits 
With this thy fair and outward Chara@er, 
I prethee, and I'll pay thee bounteoufly, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my Aid, 
For fuch Difguife as haply thall become 
The Form of my Intent. Ill ferye this Duke, 
Thou fhalt prefent me as an Eunuch to him, 
ft may be worth thy Pains; for I can fing, 
And {peak to him ir many forts of Mufick, 
That will allow me very worth his Service. 
What elfe may hap, to Time [ wil] commit, 
Only thape thou thy Silence to my Wit, : 
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute I'll be, : 
When my Tongue blabs, then let mine Eyes not fee, 
¥s0. I thank thee; lead me on, [Exeum. 


SCENE Ill. Olivia's Honfe 


Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 


Sir To. What a Plague means my Neece totakethe Death 
of her Brother thus? I am fare Care’s an Enemy to Life, 

44ar. By my Troth, Sir Toby, you muft come in earlier 
a Nights; your Coufin, my Lady, takes great Exceptions to 
your ill Hours, 

Sir To. Why let her except, before excepted, 

Mar, Ay, but youmutft confine your {elf within the moe 
deft Limits of Order. 

SirTo, Confine2 J] confine my felf no finer than I am; 
thefe Clothes are good enough to drink in, and fo be thefe 
Boots too; and they be not, let them hang themfelves in their | 
Own Straps. 

Adar. That quafling and drinking will undo you; I heard 
my Lady talk of it Yelterday, and of a foolith Knight that 
you brought in one Night here, to he her Wooer ? 

SirTo. Who, Sir Andrew <Ague-cheek 2 

Adar, Ay, he. 

Sir To. He’s as talla Manas any’s in L/lyria, 

Adar, What's that to th’ Purpofe2 

SirTo. Why, he has three thoufand Ducats a Year, 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a Year in all thefe Ducats: 
Fes a very Fool, and a Prodigal, : af 
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Sir To. Fie, that you'll fay fo: He plays:o’th’ Viol-de- 
Gambo, and fpcaks three or four Languages Word for 
Word without Book, and hath all the good Gifts of Na- 
ture. 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoft natural; for befides that 
he’s a Fool, he’s a great Quarreller; and but that he hath theGift 
of a Coward to allay the Guft he hath in Quarrelling, ’tis 
thought among the Prudent, he would quickly have the Gift 
of a Grave. 

Sir To. By this Hand they are Scoundrels and Subftractors 
that fay fo of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he’s drunk nightly in 
your Company. 

Sir To. With drinking Healths to my Neece: I'll drink 
to her as long as there is a Paflage in my Throat, and 
Drink in J/lyria. He's a Coward and a Coyftril that will 
not drink to my Neece ’till his Brains turn o’th’ Toe hkea 
Parifh Top. What Wench ? Caftiliano vulgo ; for here comes 
Sir Andrew Ague-face. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! How now, Sir Toby Belch? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Blefs you, fair Shrew. 

Adar, And you too, Sir. 

SirTo. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accolt. 

Sir And. What's that ? 

Sir To. My Neece’s Chamber-maid. 

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Accoft, I defire better Acquain- 
tance, — 

Mar, My Name is Mary, Sir. 

Sir And, Good Miftrefs AZary accoft, 

Siy To. You miftake, Knight: Accoft is, front her, board 
her, woe her, affail her. 

Sir And. By my Troth, I would not undertake her in 
this Company. Is that the Meaning of Accoft? 

Mar. Fare you well, Gentlemen. 

SirTo. Andthou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, would thou 
migh’ft never draw Sword again. 

Sir 4nd. And you part fo, Miftrefs, I would I might ne- 


ver draw Sword again. Fair Lady, do you think you have 
Fools in Hand? : 
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Mfar. Sir, T have not you by th’ Hand. 

Sir And, Marry but you fhali have, and here’s my Hand, 

‘Mar, Now, Sir, Tho ight is free: | pray you bring your 
Hand to th? Buttery Bar, and let it drink. 

Sir _And, Wherefore, fweer Heart? What's your Meta- 
Phor £ 

Adar. It’s dry, Sir, 

Sir And. Why, [ think fo: Iam not fuch an Als, but T 
can keep my Hand dry. But what’s your Jeft 2 

Mar. A dry Jett, Sir, 

Sir And, Are you full/of theme 

Mfar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my Finger Ends: Marry, 
now I let go your Hand, I am barren, [ Exit Maria, 

SirTo. O Koight, thou lack’ a Cup of Canary: Wien 
did I fee thee put down? 

Sir And. Never in your Life, I think, unlefs you fee Ca. 
Nary put down: Methinks, fometimes I have no more Wit 
than a Chriftian, or an ordinary Man has; but I am a great 
Eater of Beef, and I believe that do’s harm to my Wit. 

SirTo. No Qicition, 

Sir And. And I thought that I’d-forfwear ir. U'll ride 
home, to Morrow, Sir Toby, 

Sirlo. Pur. quey, my dear Koighr 2 

Sir Aud. What is pur-quoy? Do, or not do2 JT would [ 
had beftowed thar time 10 the Tongues, that I have In Fen-~ 
cing, Dancing, and Bear-baiting : O had I bur follow’d 
the Arts, 

Sir To. Then had thoy had an excellent Head of Hair, 
Sir And, Why, would that have mended my Haire 
Sir To. Patt Queftion, for thou feeft it will not cool my 
Nature, 
Sir dnd, But it becomes me wel] enough, does’t not2 
Sir To. Excellent, it hangs like Flax on a Diftaff; and 
I hope to fee a Houfewife take thee between her Legs, and 
{pin it off, | 
Sir_And. Faith ’ilhome to Morrow, Sir Toby, your Neece 
will not be feen, or if the be, it’s four to one fhe’ll none of 
me: The Duke himfelf here hard by, wooes her, 
S.rTo. She'll none o’th’ Duke, the’ll not match above her 
Degree, neither in Eftate, Years, nor Wit; I have heard 
her fwear. Tut, there’s Life in’t Man. 
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Sir And. Vil {tay a Month longer.I am a Fellow o’th’ ftrangeft 
Mind ithe World: l delight in Masks and Revels fome- 
times altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at thefe Kick-fhaws, Knight? 

Sir And. As any Man inJlria, whatloever he be, under 
the Degree of my Betters, and yet 1 will not compare with 
an old Man. 

Sir To. What is thy Excellence ina Galliard, Knight ¢ 

Sir And, Faith, I can cut a Caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the Mutton to't. 

Sir And. And I think I have the Back-trick, fimply as 
{trong as any Man in Jilyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hid? Wherefore have 
thefe Gifts a Curtain before ‘em? Are. they like to take Duft, 
like Miftrefs A¢alls Pi@ture? Why doft thou not go to 
Church in aGalliard, and come home in a Carranto? My 
very Walk fhould be a Jig ! I would not fo much as make 
Water but ina Sink-a-pace: What doft thou mean ¢ Is it 
a World to hide Virtues ing I did not think, by the excel- 
lent Conftitution of thy Leg, it was form’d under the Star 

of a Galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, ’tis trong, and it does indifferent well in a 
dam’d-colour’d Stocken. Shall we fit about fome Revels? 

Sir To. What fhall we do elfe; were we not born under 
Taurus ? 

sir And. Taurus? That’s Sides and Heart. 
SirTo. No, Sir, it is Legs and Thighs. Let me fee thee 

Caper, Ha, higher: Ha, ha, excellent. [ Exennt. 


SCENE IV.: The Palace. 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in Adan's Attire. 


val. If the Duke continue thefe Favours towards you, 
Cefario, you are like to be much advance’d; he hath known 
you but three Days, and already you are no Stranger. 

Vio. You either fear his Humour, or my Negligence, 
that you call in queftion the Continuance of his Love. Is 
he inconftant, Sir, in his Favours 2 

Val. No, believe me. 
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poe ae ag Curio, and Attendants. 

‘ Ou: Here 
mn Who faw Cefario, ‘atip ein enn, 
Sat your Attendance, my Lord, he 

e tert avi while aloof. Cofarse se 
~ nO Iels, but all: I h afp’ 
Ga the Book even of my ieceet Sead 
rey 800d Youth, addrefs thy Gate unto her, 
 ) 


Be not deny’d 
ab yah tte Accefs, ftand at her Doors, 


Till thon there thy fixed Foot thall £tow 


Vi0. Sure, my noble L 
re the be fo abandon’d as 
Sit is {poke, the never will admit 
#ke. Be clamorous, and es 
ae than make unprofited Return 
fertg 2 I do {peak with her, my Lord, what h 
— ; : then, unfold the Paffion of m ‘Le oa 
4 rP Ze her with Difcourfe of m d f 
tal] become thee well to a& fee, ei 
She will attend it better in th Yc “ 
han in a Nuncio’s of m gare 


Yio. I think not fo, a ai cp 
Dake. Dear Lad, believe it: 


For they fhall yer hel; 

yet belie thy h 
That fay thou art a Man ge ee 
Is not more {mooth, and ry iP 


ubious: i 
: é the Maiden’s Organ, thtill and 2 vag “Pe 
Nd all is femblative 4 Woman’s Part Eg 


I know thy Conftellation jc : 
Kno | ation is riche 
For this Affair: Some four or cys pate hi 


“stale ads for I my felf am beft 
on ieait 1n Company, Profper well in th; 
And thou thalt | oo 


ive as fi 
To call his Fortunes sisae gee a 


Vio. I'll do my beft 


To woo your Lady: 
oy Ys yet a barful Strife 
Who-e’er F woo, my {elf would be his ak 


e 
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SCENE V.. Olivia’s Houje. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haft been, or I 
willnot open my Lips fo wide as a Briftle may enter in way of 
thy Excufe; my Lady will hang thee for thy Abfence. 

Clo, Let her hang me; he that is well hang’d in this 
World needs fear no Colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He fhall fee none to fear. 

Mar. A good Lenten Anfwer: I can tell thee where that 
faying was born, of I fear no Colours. 

Clo. Where, good Miftrefs Azary? 

Mar. \n the Wars, and that may you be bold to fay in 
your Foolery, 

Clo. Well, God give them Wifdom that have it ; and thofe 
that are Fools, let them ufe their Talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang’d for being fo long abfentr, 
or be turn’d away, is not this as good as a hanging to 
you? 

Clo. Many a good Hanging prevents a bad Marriage; and 
for turning away, let Summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are refolute then 2 

Clo. Not fo neither, but I am refolv'd on two Points, 

Mar. That if one break the other will hold; or, if both 
break, your Gaskings fall. 

Clo. Apt in good Faith, very apt: Well, go thy way, if 
Sir Zoby would leave Drinking, thou. wert as witty a Piece 

of Eve’s Fleth, as any Jilyria. 

Mar. Peace, you Rogue, no more o’that: Here comes my 
Lady; make your Excufe wifely you were belt. 


Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

Clo. Wit, and’t be thy will, put me into good Fooling; 
thofe Wits that think they have thee, do very oft prove 
Fools; and I that am fure I lack thee, may pals for a wife yt 
Man, For what fays Oxinapalus, Better a witty Fool than ba 
a foolifh Wit. God blefs thee, Lady. 

Oli. Take the Fool away. 

Cle. Do you not hear, Fellows, take away the Lady. 
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Oli. Go to, yare a dry Fool; [J] no more of you; pe. 
fides you grow difhoneft, 

Clo. Two Faults, Mtadona, that Drink and good Counfe] 
will amend; for give the dry Fool Drink, then is the Fool 
not dry. Bid the difhoneft Man mend himfelf; if he mend, he is 
ho longer difhoneft, if he cannot, Jet the Botcher mend him, 
Any thing that’s mended is but Patch’d: Virtue that tran{- 
Srefles is but patch’d with; Sin, and Sia thar amends is but 
patch’d with Virtue. If that, this fimple Sillogifm will ferve, 
10; if it will not, what Remedy ? Asthereis no true Cuckold 
but Calamity, fo Beauty’s a Flower: The Lady bad take 3. 
way the Fool, therefore | fay again, take her away. 

Oli, Sir, I bad them take away you, 

Clo. Mifprifion in the higheft Degree, Lady, Cucullus non 
facit monachum; that as much as to fay, as I were not mot- 
ley in my Brain: Good Madona, give me leave to prove 
you a Fool, 

Ol. Can you do it2 

Cfo. Dexterouf] Y, g00d ALadona, 

Ol. Make your Proof 


Clo. 1 muft catechize you for it, AZadona, Good my Moufe 
of Virtue an{wer, 


Od. Well, Sir, for want of other Idlenefs, 1°]] bide your 
roof, 

Clo. Good Madona, why mourn’ft thou 2 

Ol, Good Fool, for my Brother’s Death. 

Clo. I think his Sou] Is in Hell, Madona, 

Ol, I know his Soul is in Heaven, Fool. 

Clo. The more Foo} YOu, AZadona, to mourn for your 
Brother’s Soy] being in Heaven: Take away the Fool, Gen- 
tlemen, 

O4, What think you of this Fool, “Malvolio, doth he not 
mend 2 

Mal, Yes, and thal] do, ’till the Pangs of Death fhake 
him. Infirmity, that decays the Wife, doth eyer make the 
better Fool, 

Clo. God fend you, Sir, a {peedy Infirmity, for the better 
increafing your Folly: Sir Toby will be fworn that I am no 


Fox, but he will hot pafs his Word for two Pence that you 
are no Fool, 
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Oli. How fay you to that, AZalvolio? 

Mal. I maive' your Lacyfhip takes Delight in fucha bare 
ren Rafcal; 1 faw him put down the other Day with an or- 
dinary Fool, that has no more Brains than a Stone. Look 
you now, he’s out of his Guard already ; unle(s you laugh 
and minifter Occafion to him, he is gage’d. I proteft I take 
thefe wife Men that crow fo at thete fet kind of Fools, no 
better than the Fools Zauies. 

Oli. O you are fick of Se'f-love, AZalvolio, and tafte with 
a diftemper’d Appetite. To be generous, puiltiels, and of 
free Dilpofition, is to take thofe things for Bird-bolts that 
you deem Canon-Bullets: There is no Slander in an allow’d 
Fool, though he do nothing but rail ; nor no railing in a 
known difcreet Man, though he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo. Now Adercury indue thee with learning, for thou 
fpeak’{t well of Fools. 


Enter Maria. 


Mar. Madam, there is at the Gate a young Gentleman 
much defires to {pcak with you. 

Oli, From the Count Or/o is it? 

Mar. I know not; Madam, ’tis a fair young Man, and 
well attended. : 

Oli. Who of my People hold him in delay? 

Mar. Six Toby, Madam, your Kinfman. 

Oli. Fetch himoff I pray you, he {peaks nothing but Mad- 
mao: Fie on him. Go you, AZalwolio; if it be a Suir from 
the Count, I am fick, or not at home. What you will to 
difmifs it. | Exit Malvolio. 
ah fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and People dif 
like it. 

Clo, Thou hatt fpoke forus, AZadona, as if thy eldeft Son 
fhould be a Fool: whofe Scull Fove cram with Brains, for 
here he comes, 

Enter Sir Toby. 
One of thy Kin has a moft weak Pia mater. 

Oli. By mine Honour half drunk, What is he at the 
Gare, Coufin2 | 

SirTo, A Gentleman. 

Ol, A Gentleman ? What Gentleman? 
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SirTo. ’Tis a Gentlem cue 0” 
edeciae LB ote re here. A Plague o’thefe Pickle 
Clo. Good Sir Toby, 
Oli, Coufin, Cou 
eter in, how have you come fo early by this 
SirTo. Letche 
a ctchery, I defie Letchery : There’s one at the 
ig Baroy what is he 2 
wito Let him be the Devil 
Give me Faith, fay I. Well, ae pis ea Ps 
pi ies : drunken Man like, Foo] 2 a: 
2. Like a drown’d Man, a Fool, and : 
Draught above heat makes him a Fool the ey vie: 
and a third drowns him. Bie. 
Oli, Go thou and feek the Coron 1 
my Coz; for he’s inthe third Drink sels nie 
ele aie. ¢ third Degree of Drink; he s drown'd ; 
Clo, He is but r 
aca mad yet, AZadona, and the Bir thall look 
ages nro: Malvolio, iat 
“oa Madam, yond young Fellow fwears he wij 
ae» rot I told him you were fick, he Galey on kat i 
z erftand fo much, and therefore comes to {peak with yo : 
i ies i you were ae he feems to have 4 Fate kee 
ye OF that too, and therefore comes to {peak w; 
lea : ipeak with you, 
vii Be to be faid to him, Lady ? he’s fortified againit any 
es Tell him he fhall not {peak with me. 
‘ eet been told fo; and he fays he'll ftand at your 
oor like a Sheriff's Poft, and be the Supporter toaB ‘ 
but he’ll fpeak with you. i 
Oli, What kind o’Man is he ? 
Mal. Why, of Mankind. 
be or manner of Man ? 
al. OF very ill > he'll fj wi 
— y ut Manners; he'll {peak with you, will you 
Ol. Of what Perfonage and Years j 
ars 1s he, 
; 7 Not yet old enough for a Man, nor young enough 
. a | fd as a Squafh is before *tis Peafcod, or a Codlis 
. en “tis : moft an Apple : ‘tis with him in landing Water 
between Boy and Man. He is very well-favour’d, and he 
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{peaks very fhrewithly; one would think his Mother’s Milk 
| were fcarce out of him. 
ati by O&. Let him approach: Call in my Gentlewoman. 
Mal, Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. | Bir, 
One att Enter Maria. 


Oli, Give me my Vail: Come, throw it o’er my Face ; 
We'll once more hear Or/izo’s Embaffy. 


CAE typ: Enter Viola. 
[Evi Vio. The honourable Lady of the Houfe, which is fhe2 
Oli, Speak to me, I thall anfwer for her: Your Will? 
aN: On Vio. Molt radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable Beauty---[ 
ats hin, pray you tell me if this be the Lady of the Houfe, for I 
never faw her. I would be loath to caft away my Speech; 
nfo for befides that it is excellently well penn’d, I have taken 
own great Pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me fuftain no 
: Scorn; I am very Comptible, evento the leaft finifter Ulage. 
Hot Oli. Whence came you, Sir? 
al Vio. T can fay little more than I have ftudied, and that 
Queftion’s out of my Part. Good gentle one, give me mo- 
0 deft Affurance, if you be the Lady of the Houfe, that I 
tn may proceed in Speech. 
af Oli, Are you a Comedian 2 
ss Vio. No, my profound Heart; and yet, by the very Pangs 
: of Malice, I fwear, I am not that I play. Are you the La- 


dy of the Houfe?2 
/ Oli, If I do not ufurp my felf, I am. 


et am $a sae — 
ee —<vs — ~ z = 


Vio.. Moft certain, if you are fhe, you do ufurp your felf ; 
for what is yours to beftow, is not yours*to referve: But i 
this is from my Commiflion. I will on with my Speech in Mi 
your Praife, and then thew you the Heart of my Meflage. ie 

Oli, Come to what is important in’c: I forgive you the ie | 
Praife. eH 

Vio. Alas, I took great Pains to ftudy it, and ’tis Poe- hin 
tical. i 


Oli, It is the more like to be feign’d. I pray you keep 
it in. I heard you were fawcy at my Gates, and allow’d 
your Approach rather to wonder at you than to hear you, 
If you be not mad, be gone; if you have Reafon, be brief : 
tis not the time of the Moon with me, to make one in fo 
skipping a Dialogue. 

Vou, If, Bb Man. 
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Adar. Will you hoift Sail, Sir, here lyes your way. 

Vio. No, good Swabber, I am to hull here 2 little longer. 
Some mollification for your Giant, fweet Lady: Tell me 
A your Mind, I am a Meflenger, 
ayy Ol. Sure you have fome hideous Matter to deliver, when 
: the Curtefie of it is fo fearful. Speak your Office. 

Vie, It alone concerns your Ear, I bring no Overture of 
War, no Taxations of Homage; I hold the Olive in my 
Hand: My Words are as full of Peace as Matter. 

Ol, Yet you began rudely. What are you? 

What would you? 

Vio. Ube Rudenefs that hath appear’d in me have I learn’d 
from my Entertainment. What I am, and what I would, are 
as fecret as a Maiden-head ; to your Ears, Divinity; to any 
others, Prophanation. 

Oli, Give us the Place alone. | Exit Maria. 
We will hear this Divinity. Now, Sir, what is your Text? 

Vio. Mott {weet Lady. 

Oli, A comfortable Doctrine, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lyes the Text2 

Vio. In Orfino’s Bofom. 

Oli. In his Bofom? In what Chapter of his Bofom? 

Vio. Toanfwer by the Method, inthe firft of his Heart. 

Oli. O, T have read it; it is Herefy. Have younomore 
to fay? 

Vio. Good Madam let me fee your Face. 

Oli, Have you any Commiffion from your Lord to nego- 
tiate with my Face? You are now out of your Text; but 
we will draw the Curtain, and fhew you the Pi@ure. Look 
you, Sir, fuch a one I was this prefent : Is’t not well 
done? [ Unveiling. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Ol. "Lis in grain, Sir, ’twill endure Wind and Wea- 
ther. 

Vio. *Tis Beauty truly blent, whofe red and white, 
Nature’s own fweet and cunning Hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell’ft She alive, 
If you will lead thefe Graces to the Grave, 
And leave the World no Copy. 

Oli, O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted: I will give 
out divers Schedules of my Beauty. It fhall be inventoried, 
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and every Particle and Utenfil labell’d to my Will. As, 
Liem, two Lips indifferent red. Ltem, two erey Eyes, with 
Lids to them. Item, One Neck, one Chin, and fo forth, 
Were you fent hither to praife me? 
Vio. fee you what you are, you are too proud; 
But if you were the Devil, you are fair. 
My Lord and Mafter loves you: O fuch Love 
Could be but recompenc’d, tho’ you were crown’d 
The Non-pareil of Beauty. 
Oli. How does he love me? 
Vie. With Adorations, fertile Tears, 
With Groans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire, 
Ol. Your Lord: do’s know my Mind, I cannot love him : 
Yet I fuppofe kim Virtuous, know him Noble, 
Of great Eftate, of frefh and ftainlefs Youth; 
{n Voices well divulg’d, free, learn’d, and valiant, 
And in Dimenfion, and the Shape of Nature, 
A gracious Perfon; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his Anfwer. long ago. 
Vio. If 1 did love you in my Mafter’s Flame, 
With fuch a Suffring, fuch a deadly Life: 
In your Denial I would find no Senfe, 
I would not underftand it, 
Oli. Why, what would you do? 
Vio. Make me a Willow Cabin at your Gate, 
And call upon my Soul within the Houfe ; 
Write loyal Cantons of contemned Love, 
And fing them loud even inthe Dead of Night: 
Hollow your Name to the reverberate Hills, 
And make the babling Goffip of the Air 
Cry out, Olivia: O you fhould not reft 
Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 
But you fhould pity me. 
Ol. You might do much: 
What is your Parentage? 
_ Vio. Above my Fortunes, yet my State is well : 
I am a Gentleman. 
Olis Get you to your Lord; 
I cannot love him: Let him fend no more, 
Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again, 
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To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 

I thank you for your Pains; {pend this for me. 
Vio. I am no Fee’d-poft, Lady ; keep your Purfe: 

My Mafter, not my felf, lacks Recompence. 

Love make his Heart of Flint, that you fhall love, 

And let your Fervour like my Mafter’s be, 

Plac’d in Contempt: Farewel, fair Cruelty. | Exit. 
Olt. What is your Parentage? 

Above my Fortunes, yet my State is well: 

I ama Gentleman———I’Il be fworn thou art, 

Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limb, A@ions, and Spirit, 

Do give thee five-fold Blazon not too faft---.-foft. foft 

Unlefs the Mafter were the Man. How now2 es 

Even fo quickly may one catch the Placue2 

Methinks [ feei this Youth’s Perfetions, 

With an invifible and fubtil Stealth 

Lo creep in at mine Eyes. Well, let it bep————» 

What hoa, Azalvolio. 





Exter Malvolio. 


Mal. Here, Macam, at your Service. 
Oli, Run after that fame pecvith Meffenger, 
The Duke’s Man; he left this Ring behind him; 
Would I, or not: Tell him, I’ll none of it, 
Defire him not to flatrer with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with Hopes, f amnot for him: 
If that the Youth will come this way to Morrow 
I'll give him Reafon for’t by thee, AZalvolio, 
Aial, Madam, I. will. [ Exit. 
Oli, I do, I know not what, and fear to find 
Mine Eye too great a Flatterer for my Mind: 
Fate, fhew thy Force, our fe'ves we do not owe; 
What is decreed, muft be; and be this fo, | Exit. 
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Al Good lcs ee ee 7: 
SCENE the Street. 


4 Enter Antonio and Sebaftian. 
Ey | 


Ant. Witt you ftay no longer? Nor will you not that 
: I go with you? 

Seb, By your Patience, no: My Stars fhine darkly over 
me; the Malignancy of my Fate, might perhaps diflemper 
yours; therefore Icrave of you your leave, that I may bear 
my Evils alone. It were abad Recompence for your Love, 
to lay any of them on you. 

nt. Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No footh, Sir, my determinate Voyage is meer ex- 
travagancy: But I perceive in you fo excellent a Fouch of 
Modefty, that you will not extorr from me what I am 
willing to keep in, therefore it chargcs me in Manners the 
rather to exprefs my felf: You muft know of me then, 4y- 
tonio, my Name is Sebaftian, which I call’d Rodorigo, my 
Father was that Sebaftian of Aéeffaline, whom I know you 
have heard of. He left behind him, my felf, and a Sifter, 
both born in one Hour; if the Heavens had heen pleas d, 
would we had fo ended: But you, Sir, alter’d that, for fome 
Hours before you took me from the Breach of the Sea, was 
my Sifter drown’d. ; 

Ant. Alas the Day! 3 

Seb. A Lady, Sir, tho’ it was faid the much refembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho? I could 
not with fuch eftimable Wonder over-far believe that, yet 
thus far I will boldly publith her, the bore a Mind that En- 
vy could not but call fair: She is drown’d already, Sir, with 
falt Water, tho’ I feem to drown her Remembrance again 
with more. 

xt, Pardon me, Sir, your bad Entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your Trouble, 
< nt. Vf you will not murrher me for my Loye, let me 
be your Servant, 
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Seb, If you will not undo what you have done, that js, 
kill him whom you have recover’d, defire it not. Fare ye 
well at once, my Bofom is full of Kindnefs, and 1 am yet 
fo near the Manners of my Mother, that upon the leaft occa 
fion more, mine Eyes will tell Tales of me: Iam bound to 
the Duke Orfino’s Court ; farewel. | Exit. 

Ant. The gentlenefs of all the Gods go with thee. 

I have made Enemies in Orfizo’s Court, 

Elfe would I very fhortly fee thee there: 

But come what may, I do adore thee fo, 

That Danger fhall feem Sport, and I will £0, | Exit. 


S CUP UN-E. AE 


Exter Viola and Malvolio at feveral Doors. 


Mal, Were not you ¢’en now with the Countefs Olivia ? 

Vio. Even now, Sir; ona moderate pace, I have fince ar- 
riv'd but hither. 

Adal, She returns this Ring to you, Sir; you might 
have faved me my Pains, to have taken it away your felf. 
She adds moreover, that you fhould put your Lord in 4 
defperate affurance, fhe will none of him. © And one thing 
more, that you be never fo hardy to come again in his Ak 
fairs, unlefs it be to report your Lord’s taking of this: Re 
ceive it fo, 

Vio. She took the Ring of me, I'll none of it. 

Mal, Come, Sir, you peevifhly threw it to her, and her 
will is, it fhould be fo return’d : If it be worth ftooping 
for, there it lyes in your Eye; if not, be it his that finds 
it, 3 [ Exit. 

Vio. I left no Ring with her; what means this Lady? 
Fortune forbid my outfide have not charm’d her ! 

She made good view of me, indeed fo much, 
That fyre methought her Eyes had loft her Tongue, 
For the did {peak in ftarts diftra@ed] y: , 
She loves me fure, the cunning of her Paffion 
Invites me in this churlith Meffenger. 

None of my Lord’s Ring 2 Why, he fent her none. 
Tam the Man If it be fo as ’tis, 

Poor Lady, fhe were better love a Dream. 

Difguife, I fee thoy art a Wickednefs, 





Wherein 


rr ~ 


=<. « 


we ea 


SP 0-0 OS f- Be SPs we S-C- SS OSE Ot 


What you will. 839 


Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much. 

How eafie is it, for the proper falfe 

In Womens waxen Hearts to fet their Forms ! 

Alas, our Frailty is the caufe, not we, 

For fuch as we are, we are made, if fuch we be. _ 
How will this fadge? My Matter loves her dearly, 
And I, poor Monfter, fond as much on him; 

And the, miftaken, feems to dote on me: 

What will become of this? As I am a Man, 

My State is defperate for my Matfter’s Love; 

As I am a Woman, now alas the day, 

What thriftlefs Sighs fhail poor Olivia breathe ¢ 

O Time, thou muft untangle this, not I, 

It is too hard a Knot for me t unty. j 


SCENE II.  Olivia’s Honfe. 


Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Approach Sit Andrew : Not to be a-bed after 
Midnight, is to be up betimes, and Dilaculo fergere, thou 
know’ ft. 

Sir And. Nay, by mytroth, I know not : But I know, 
to be up late, 1s to be up late. 

Sir To. A falfe Conclufion : I hate it as an unfill’d Can; 
to be up after Midnight, and to goto Bed then, is early ; fo 
that to go to Bed after Midnight, is to go to Bed betimes. 
Does not our Lives confilt of the four Elements? 

Sir And, ’Faith fo they fay, but I think it rather confifts 
of Eating and Drinking. 

Sir To, Th’art a Scholar, let us therefore eat and drink. 
Marian V fay, a Stoop of Wine. 

Ester Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the Fool, ?faith. 

Clo. How now my Hearts; did you never fee the. Pi- 
cure of we three? 

Sir To. Welcome Afs, now let’s have a Catch. 

Sir And. By my. troth, the Fool has an excellent Breaft. 
I had rather than forty Shillings I had fucha Leg, and fo 
fweet a Breathto fing, as the Fool has. Infooth thou waft 
in very gracious fooling laft Night, when thou {pok’ft of 
Pigrogromitus, of the repre palling the Equinoétial of 

B 


4 Queubus; 


| Exit. 
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Quenbuss “twas very good i’faith: I fent thee fix Pence for 
thy Lemon, hadft ir2 

Clo. I did impeticos thy eratillity ; for ALalvelio’s Nofe 
is no Whip-ftock. My Lady has a white Hand, and the | 
Mirmidons are no Bottle- Ale-houfes.i 

Sir And. Excellent: Why this is the beft fooling, when 
all is done. Now a Song, 

Sir To. Come on, there 











is fix Pence for you. Let’s have 



























a Song, 
Sir sAnd. There’sa Teftrit of me too; if one Knight give : 

se a : 
Clo, Would you have a Love-fong, or a Song of good 

Life 2 


Sir To. A Love-fong, a Love-fong. 
Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good Life, 


Clown Sings. 


O Miftre/s mine, where are you roming ? 
O flay and hear, Jour true Love's coming, 
That caz fing both high and low, | 

Trip no further, pretty Sweeting, 
Journeys end in Lovers meeting, 
Every wife ALan’s Son doth, kno’. 


Sir And. Excellent good, “faith. 
Str To. Good, good, 


Clo. What is Love, ‘tis not hereafter, 
Prefent Adirth hath prefent Laughter : 
What's to come, is Still unfure, 
Ln delay there Les so plenty, 
Then come kifs me Sweet and twenty : 


Youth's a Stag will not endure. 


Sir dnd. A mellifluous Voice, as I am 4 

Sir To. A contagious Breath, 

Sir And. Very {weet and conta 

Sir To. To hear by the Nofe, 
But thall we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall we rouze | 
the Night-Ow] in 4 Catch, that wil} draw three Souls out | 
of one Weaver? Shal] we do that 2 


Sir Aud, And you love me, let’s dott: J am a Dog at a | 


af Ce Cla. 


true Knight, 


gious, faith, ~ 
it is Dulcet in Contagion, 
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Clo. Byr Lady, Sir, and fome Dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Mott certain: Let our Catch be, Thou Kuave. 

Clo, Hola thy peace, thou Knave, Knight. I fhall be con- 
{train’d in’r, to call thee Knave, Knight. 

Sir nd, "Tis not the firft time I have conftrain’d one to 
call me Knave. Begin, Fool; itbegins, Hold thy peace. 

Clo. I fhall never begin, if I hold my peace. 

Sir And, Good “ifaith: Come, begin. [| They fing a Catch. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a Catterwalling do you keep here? If my 
Lady have not call’d up her Steward, AZalvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of Doors, never truft me. 

Sir To. My Lady’s a Catayan, we are Politicians, AZal- 
yolio’s a Peg-a-Ramfey, and Three merry Aten be we. Am 
not I Confanguinious ¢ Am not I of her Blood! Tilly Valley, 
Lady! There, dwelt a Man in Babylon, Lady, Lady. [ Singing. 

Clo. Befhrew me, the Knight’s in admirable Fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be difpos’d, and 
fo do I too: he does it with a better Grace, but I do it 
more natural, 

Sir To. O Twelfth Day of December. 

Mar, For the love o God, peace. 

Exter Malvolio. 

Mal. My Matters, are you mad? Or what are you? 
Have you no Wit, Manners, nor Honefty, but to gabble like 
Tinkers at this time of Night? Do ye make an Ale-houfe 
of my Lady’s Houfe, that-ye fqueak out your Ccziers 
Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of Voice? Is 
there no refpeC of Place, Perfons, norTime in you? 

SirTo. We did keep time, Sir, in our Catches. Sneck up. 

Mal, Sir Toby, I muft be round with you. My Lady 
bade me tell you, that fhe harbours you as her Kinfman, 
fhe’s nothing ally’d to your Diforders. If you can feparate 
your felf and your -Mifdemeanors, you are welccme to the 
Houfe : If not, and it would pleafe youto take leave of her, 
fhe is very willing to bid you farewel. 

SirZo. Farewel, dear Heart, fince I muft necds be gone. 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Cle, His Eyes do fhew his Days are almoft done. 

Mal, Is't even fo 2 

Sir Jo, But I will never dye, 
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Cio. Sir Toby, there you lie. 
Mal, This is much Credit to you. 
Sir To. Shall 1 bid him go? [ Singing. 
Clo. What and if you do ? 
Sir To. Shall I bid him £0, and {pare not 2 
Clo. O no, no, n0, yOu Aare not. 
Sir To. Outo’tune, Sir, ye lie: 
a Steward? Doft thou think, becaufe 
thall be no more Cakes and Ale 2 
Clo. Yes, by Saint Ane; and Ginger fhall be hot ith’ 
Mouth too. 
Sir To, Thou’rt ith’ right. Go, Sir, rub your Chain with 
Crums. A Stoop of Wine, AZaria. 
Mal. Miftrets A¢ary, if you priz’d my Lady’s Favour at 
any thing more than Contempt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil Rule; the hall know of it, by this Hand, 


[ Exit. 


Art thou any more than 
thou art virtuous, there 


Mar. Go thake your Ears. 


Sir dnd. “Twereas good a deed as to drink when a Man’s 
a hungry, to challenge him the Field; and then to break 
Promife with him, and make a Fool of him. 

SirTe, Do’t, Knight, I'll write thee a Challenge : or I'll 
deliver thy Indignation to him by word of Mouth. 

Mar. Sweet, Sir Toby, be patient for to Night ; fince 
the Youth of the Duke’s was to day with my Lady, the is 
much out of quiet. For Monfieur Malvolio, let me alone 
with him: If f do not gull him into a nayword, and make 
him a common Recreation, do not think I have wit enough 
to lye ftraight in my Bed: I know I can do It. 

Sir To. Poflefs us, poffefs us, tell us fomething of him. 

Mar. Marry, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a Puritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I’d beat him like a Dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan? thy exquifite R eafon, 
dear Knight. 

Sir And. 1 have no exquifite Reafon for’t, but I have 
Reafon good enough. 

Mar. The Devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
{tantly but a Time-pleafer, an affe@ion’d Afs, that Cons 
State without Book, and utters it by great fwarths. The 
beft perfuaded of himfelf- So cram‘d, as he thinks, with 
Excellencies, that it is his Stound of Faith, that all that look 
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en him, love him; and on that Vice in him will my Re- 
venge find notable Caufe to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do 3 

Mar. I will drop in his way fome obfcure Epiftles of 
Love, wherein, by the colour of his Beard, the fhape of his 
Leg, the manner of his Gate, the expreflure of his Eye, 
Forehead, and Complexion, he fhall find himfelf moft feel- 
ingly perfonated. I can write very like my Lady your 
Neice, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make diftin- 
&tion of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I {mell a Device. 

Sir And. 1 have’t in my Nofe too. 

Sir To. He fhall think by the Letters that thou wilt drop, 
that they come from my Neice, and that fhe is in Love 
with him. 

Mar. My purpofe is indeed a Horfe of that Colour, 

Sir And. And your Horfe now would make him an Afs. 

Mar. Afs; I doubt not. 

Sir And. © ’twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know my Phyfick 
will work with him. I will plant you two, and let the 
Fool make a third, where he fhall find the Letter: Obferve 
his ConftruGtion of it: For this Night to Bed, and dream 
onthe Event. Farewel. | Exit. 

SirTo. Good Night, Peuthifilea. : 

Sir And. Before me, the’sa good Wench. 

Sir To. She’s a Beagle, true bred, and one that adores 
me; whato'that 2 

Sir And. 1 was ador’d once too. 

Sir To. Let’s to Bed, Knight ; Thou hadft need fend for 
more Mony. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your Neice, I am a foul 
way out. 

Sir To. Send for Mony, Knight; if thou haft her not i’th’ 
end, call me Cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truft me, take it how you 
will. 7 

Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn fome Sack, *tis too late 
to go to Bed now: Come, Knight, come, Knight. 

[ Excunt. 
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5 Cee NE ay The Palace. 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 


Duke. Give me fome J 
Friends ; 
Now good, Cefario, 
That old and antick 
Methought it did re 
More than light Airs 


Of thefe m 

Come, but 
Cur. He 

fing it. 


Olivia’s Far} 
Houfe, 


lufick ; now good morrow, 


but that piece of Song, 
Song we heard laft Night ; 
lieve my Paflion much, 
» and recolle@ed Terms 


oft brisk and giddy-pac’d Times. 


one Verfe, 


is not here, fo pleafe your Lordthip, that thould 


Duke. Who was it 2 
Cur. Feffe the Jefter, my Lord 


1er took much delight in. 


Duke. Seck him out, and play th 


Come hither, Boy, if ev 


In the fweet 


For fuch as I am, all true Lovers are, 
Unitaid and skittith in all Morj 


Savein the conftant Image of 


That is beloy 


Vio. It givesa very Ecchot 
Where Love js thron’d, 


Duke. Tho 


My Life, upon’t, 
Hath ftaid upon 
Hath it not, Boy 2 


Pangs of it, remember 


er thou fhale Love, 


» @ Fool that the Lady 
He is about *the 


e Tune the while. 
| Mujick 


me ; 


ons elfe, 
the Creature 


‘d. How doft thou like this Tune? 


u doft {peak matterly. 


Vi0. A little, by your Favour. 


Duke. What 
Vio. OF you 


kind of Woman is’t2 
r Complexion. 


Dake. She is not worth thee then. 
Vio. About your Years, my Lord. 


Duke. Tooo 
An elder than h 


ld, by Heav’n; Let fti 
er felf, fo wears the to 


So {ways fhe level in her Husband’s He 


For, Boy, however we do praife our 


o the Sear 


young tho’ thou art,: thine Eye 
fome Favour that it loves - 


What Years, Vfaithe 


ll the Woman take 
him ; 


art. 
{elves, 
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Our Fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn, 
Than Womens are. 
Vio. I think it well, my Lord. 
Duke. Then let thy Love be younger than thy {elf, 
Or thy Affe@ion cannot hold the bent: 
For Women are as Rofes, whofe fair Flower 
Being once difplaid, doth fall the very hour. 
Vio. And fo they are: Alas, that they are fo. 
To dye, even when they to Perfection grow. 
Enter Curio and Clown. 
Duke. O Fellow come, the Song we had laft night. 
Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain; 
The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free Maids that weave their Thread with Bones, 
Do ufe to chante it: it is filly footh, 
And dallies with the Innocence of Love, 
Like the old Age. 
Clo. Are you ready, Siré : 
Duke. I prethee fing. | Mujicks 


>s ONG, 


Come away, come away, Death, 
And in fad Cyprefs let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away, Breath, 
I am flain by a fair Cruel Maid. 
My Shrowd of white, ftuck all with Yew, O prepare it. 
My part of Death no one fo true dia fhare tt. 


lot a Flower, not a Flower frweet, 

On my black Coffin let there be ftrown : 
Not a Friend, not 4 Friend greet 

My poor Corps, where my Bones fhall be thrown. 
A thonfand thoufand Sighs to fave, lay me O where 
Sad true Lover never find my Grave, to weep there. 


Duke. There’s for thy Pains. 

Clo. No Pains, Sir, I take pleafure in finging, Sir. 

Duke. I'll pay thy Pleafure then. 

= Truly, Sir, and Pleafure will be paid one time, or 
other. 


Dukes 
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Duke. Give mie now leave, to leave thee; | 
Go. Now the melancholly God protect thee, and the 
Taylor make thy Doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
Mind is a very @pal. I would have Men of fuch Conftan- 
cy put toSea, that their Bufinefs might be every thing, and 
their intent every where; for that’s it that always makes a 
good Voyage ofnothing. Farewel. [ Exit. 
Duke. Let all the reft give place: Once more, Ce/ario, 
Get thee to yond fame fovereign Cruelty : 
Tell her my Love, more noble than the World; 
Prizes not quantity of dirty Lands, 
The Parts that Fortune hath beftow’d upon her; 
Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune : 
But ’tis that Miracle, and Queen of Jems 
That'Nature pranks her in, attra@s my Soul; 
Vio. But if the cannot love you, Sir. 
Duke. It cannot be fo anfwer’d, 
Vio. Sooth but you muft. 
Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there iss 
Ffath for your Love as great a pang of Heart 
As you have for Olivia: You cannot love her : 
You tell her fo; Muft the not then be anfwer'’d2 
Duke. There is no Woman’s Sides 
Can bide the beating of fo ftrong a Paffion, 
As Love doth give my Heart : No Woman’s Heart 
So big, to hold fo much, they lack retention. 
Alas, their Love may be call’d Appetite : 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, 
That fuffers Surfeit, Cloyment, and Revolt ; 
But mineis all as hungry as the Sea, 
And can digeft.as much; make no compare 
Between that Love a Woman can bear me, 
And that I owe Olivia. 
Vio. Ay but I know—— 
Duke. What doft thou know 2 
Vio. Too well what love Women to Men do owe: 
In faith they are as true of Heart, as we. 
My Father had a Daughter lov’d 2 Man 
As it might be, perhaps, were I 4 Woman, 
I fhould your Lordfhip. 
Duke. And what’s her Hiftory 2 
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Vio. A blank, my Lord: She never told her Love, a 
But let Concealment, like a Worm i’th’ Bud, 1 
Feed on her damask Cheek: She pin’d in thought, 
And with a green and yellow Melancholy, 

She fate like Patience on a Monument, 

Smiling at Grief. Was not this Love indeed 2 
We Men may fay more, fwear more, but indeed 
Our fhews are more than will; for ftill we prove 
Much in eur Vows, but little in our Love. 

Duke. But dy’d thy Sifter of her Love, my Boy 2 

Vio. I am all the Daughters of my Father’s Houfe, 
And all the Brothers too and yet I know not 
Sir, fhall I to this Lady? i 

Duke. Ay, that’s the Theam. iD 
To her in hafte; give her this Jewel: Say, He 
My. Love can give no place, bid no denay. [ Exeunt. a 


9G By Nok. 2-¥, 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 
Fab, Nay, Illcome; if I lofe a {cruple of this Sport, let 
me be boil’d to Death with Melancholy. 
Sir To. Would’ft thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
ra{cally Sheep-biter, come by fome notable Shame? 
Fab. I would exult, Man; you know he brought me out 
of Favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here. 
Sir To. To anger him we’ll have the Bear again, and we 
will foo] him black and blue, fhall we not, Sir Andrew 2 
Sir And. And we do not’tis pity of our Lives. 
Exter Maria. ae 
Sir To. Here comes the little Villain: How now, my ym 
Nettle of Judia ? ita 
Mar. Get ye all three into the Box-tree; A4alvolio’s co- Y 
ming down this Walk, he has been yonder i’th’ Sun pra@i- 
fing Behaviour to his own Shadow this half hour : Obferve 
him for the love of Mockery; for I know this Letter will 
make a Contemplative Ideot of him. Clofe, in the Name of 


Jetting, lye thou there; for here comes the Trout that muft 
be caught with tickling. [ Exit. 
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Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. *Tis but Fortune, allis Fortune. Jfaria once told 
me fhe did affe& me, and I have heard her felf come thus 
near, that fhould fhe fancy, it fhould be one of my Com 
plexion. Befides, the ufes me with a more exalted Re- 
{pect, than any one elfe that follows her. What fhould I 
think on’¢2 

Sir To. Here’s an over-weaning Rogue, 

Fab, Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey. 
Cock of him; how he jets under his advanc’d Plumes, 

Sir And. *Slife, I could fo beat the Rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I fay. 

Mal. To be Count Afalyolio. 

Sir To. Ah Rogue. 

Sir And. Piftol him, Piftol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Mal, There is Example fort: The Lady of the Strachy 
married the Yeoman of the Wardrobe, 

Sir And. Fie on him, Fezebel. 

Fab. O peace, now he’s deeply in; look how Imagination 
blows him. 

“fal. Having been three Months married to her, fitting 
in my State. 

Sir To. O for aStone-bow to hit him in the Eye. 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch’d Vel- 
vet Gown; having come froma Day-bed, whereI have left 
Olivia (leeping. 

SirTo. Fire and Brimftone. 

Fab. O peace, peace. 

“Val. And then to have the Humour of State; and after 
a demure Travel of Regard, telling them I know my place, 
as I would they thould do theirs—-—To ask for my Kinfé 
man Toby —— 

Sir To. Bolts and Shackles, 

Fab. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

Mal, Seven of my People with an obedient Start make 
out for him: I frown the while, and perchance wind up 
my Watch, or play with fome rich Jewel. Toby approaches, 
Courtfies there to me. 

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live 2 

Fab 





>>. Oe oa C—O 0S OS Sa a i ee. ne 


What you will. 849 


Fab. Tho’ our filence be drawn from us with Cares, yet 
eace. 

: Mfal. I extend my hand to him thus; quenching my fa-~ 
miliar Smile with an auftere regard of Controul. 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow on the Lips 
then 2 

Mal. Saying, Coufin Toby, my Fortunes having caft me 
on your Neice, give me this Prerogative of Speech—_—. 

SirTo. What, what? 

Mal, You muft amend your Drunkennefs. 

Sir To. Out, Scab. 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the Sinews of our Plot, 

Mal, Belides, you wafte the Treafure of your Time, 

with a foolifh Knight 
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 
Mal. One Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. | knew *twas I, for many do call me Fool. 
Mal, What Employment have we here? | Taking up a 
Fab, Now is the Woodcock near the Gin, Letter. 
Sir To. Oh peace! Now the Spirit of Humours intimate 
reading aloud to him. 
Mal, By my Life this ismy Lady’s hand: Thefe be her 
very C's, her©’s, and her 7’s, and thus makes the her great 
P's. Itis in Contempt of queftion her Hand. 
Sir And. Her C’s, her U's, and her 7’s; why that? 
Mal, To the unknown belov'’d, this, aud my good Wifhes ; 
Her very Phrafes: By your leave, Wax. Soft! and the Im- 
preflure her Lucrece, with which the ufes to feal 
Lady: To whom fhould this be2 
Fab. This wins him, Liver and all, 
Mal. Jove knows I Love, but who, Lips do not move, ne 
Man muft know. No Man mutt knaow——What follows? The 
Numbers alter’d———No Man muft know 
If this fhould be thee, AZalwvolio 2 
Sir To. Marry hang thee, Brock. 
Mal. I may command where I adore, but Silence, like a 
Lutre/s Knife, 

With boldne/s ftroke my Heart doth gore, M.Q. A. I. doth 
Sway my Life. 

Fab. A Fuftian Riddle. 


Sir To. Excellent Wench, fay I. 
Vor. IL, Cc 


3 
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Mal. A1.0. A. I. doth fway my Life Nay, but 
firft let me fee———let me fee 

Fab. What a dith of Poifon has the drefs’d him 2 

Sir To. And with what Wing the Stallion checks at it2 

Mal. I may command, where I adore. Why the may 
command me: I ferve her, fhe is my Lady. Why this is 
evident to any formal Capacity. There is no obftru@ion in 
this and the end what fhould that Alphabetical 
pofition portend. If I could make that refemble fomething 
in me? Softly M.O. A. Lf. 

SirZo. O. J. make up that, he is now at a cold Scent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon’t for all this, tho’ it be as rank 
asa Fox, 

Mal. M. Malvolio M. why that begins 
my Name. 

Fab. Did not I fay he would work it out, the Curisex- 
cellent at Faults. 

Mal, 44, But then there is no confonancy in the Sequel; 
that fuffers under Probation: .4 fhould follow, but O 
does. 

Fab, And O fhall end, I hope. 

Sir To, Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him cry O. 

Méal. And then J. comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, and you had any Eye behind you, you might 
fee more detraction at your Heels, than Fortunes before 

ou. 
f Mal, Af.0. A. I. This Simulation is not as the for- 
mer And yet to cruth this a little, it would bew to me, 
for every one of thefe Letters are in my name. Soft, here 
follows Profe Lf this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my 
Stars I am above thee, bur be not afraid of Greatne{s; fome 
are born Great, fome atchieve Greatne/s, and Some have Great- 
nels put upen them. Thy Fates open their Hands, let thy 
Blood and Spirit embrace them; and to inure thy felf to what 
thou art like to be, caft thy humble Slough, and appear fre fb. 
Be oppofite with a Kinfman, furly with Servants: Let thy 
Tongue tang Arguments of State; put thy felf into the Trick 
of Singularity. She thus advifes thee, that Sighs for thee. 
Remember who commended thy yellow Stockings, and wifh'd 
to fee thee ever crofs-garter'd. J fay remember, £0 to, thou 
art made, if thon defireft to be fo: Lf not, let me fee thee a 
Steward 
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Steward flill, the Fellow of Servants, and not worthy to 
touch Fortune's fingers, Farewel, She that would alter Ser- 
vices with thee, Lhe fortunate and happy Day-light and 
Champian difcovers not more: This is open. I will be 
proud, I will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, 
I will wath off grofs Acquaintance, I will be point deviie, 
the very Man. I do now fool my felf, to let Imagination 
jade me ; for every Reafon excites to this, that my Lady 
lovesme, She did commend my yellow Stockings of late, 
the did praife my Leg, being crofs-garter’d, and in this the 
manifefts her felf to my Love, and with a kind of Con- 
junction drives me to thefe Habits of her liking. I thank 
my Stars, I am happy: I will be {trange, ftout, in yellow 
Stockings and crofs-garter’d, even with the fwiftnefs of puts 
ting on. “fove, and my Stars be praifed. Here is yet a Poft- 
fcript. Thou cant not chufe to know who I am; if thou en- 
tertaine/t my Love, let it appear in thy {miling, thy Smiles be- 
come thee well. Therefore in my Prefence fill {mile, Dear 
my Sweet, I prethee. “Fove, I thank thee, I will {mile, I 
will do every thing that thou wilt have me. | Exit. 

Fab. 1 will not give my part of this Sport for a Penfion 
of Thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this Wench for this Device. 

Sir And. So could I too, 


Sir To. And ask no other Dowry with her, but fuch ano- 
ther Jeft. 


Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble Gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou fet thy Foot o’my Neck? 

Sir And. Or o’mine either? 

Sir Te. Shall I play my Freedom at Tray-trip, and be- 
come thy Bond-flave 2 

Sir And. Pfaith, or I either 2 

Sir To. Why, thou haft put him in fuch a Dream, that 
when the Image of it leaves him, he muft run mad. 

Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like Agua-vite with a Midwife. 

Mar. If you will then fee the Fruits of the Sport, mark 
his firft approach before my Lady: He will come to her in 
yellow Stockings, and ’tis a Colour fhe abhors ; and crofs- 


Cec2 garterd, 
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852 Twelfth-Night ; or, 


garter’d, a Fathion fhe detefts: And he will fmile upon 

her, which will now be fo unfuitable to her Difpofition 

being addicted to Melancholy, as fhe is, that it cannot but 

turn him into a notable Contempt: If you will fee it, fol- 

low me. 

7 di To the Gates, Tartar, thou moft excellent Devil 
Sir And. Vl make one too. [ Excunt. 


APC TT hE oS EN Eee 
SCENE A Garden. 


Enter Viola and Chia: 


Pio. AVE thee, Friend, and thy MuGck: 
live by the Tabor 2 . rei 
Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church. 
re i thou a Churchman 2 
% No fuch matter, Sir, I do live by the Ch 
ee ; y the Church: For 
tees: at my Houfe, and my Houfe doth ftand by the 
Vie. So thou may’ft fay the King lyes by a B i 
Beggar dwell near him: Or the Church fands the Te 
Bee if thy ie ffand by the Church es 
_ Cle. You have faid, Sir: To fee this A e! A 
is but a chev’ril Glove to 4 good Wir; ee ducer ae 
wt fide may be turn’d outward. e 
10. Nay, that’s certain; they that dally 7; 
Mea may ee make them Witton. Se ee 
o 4 would therefore my Sifter h i 
Vio. Why, Man? LS et ee 
Clo, Why, Sir, her Name’s a word, and ] 
. ? c 
that word, might make my Sifter wanton : pe an 
Words are very Rafcals, fince Bonds difgrac’d them a 
Pp mo Reafon, Man 2 
fo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none with ; 
ee € without Words 
pd iberke are grown {fo falfe, I am loath to prove Reafon 


Fie. 
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Vso. 1 warrant thou art a merry Fellow, and careft for 


nothing. 

Clo. Not fo, Sir, I do care for fomething ; but, in my 
Conf{cience, Sir, Ido not care for you: If that be to care 
for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you invifible. 

Yio, Art not thou the Lady Ofivia’s Fool? 

Clo. No indeed, Sir, the Lady Olivia has no Folly, fhe 
will keep no Fool, Sir, ’till fhe be married; and Fools are 
as-like Husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Husband’s 
the bigger : I am indeed not her Fool, but her corrupter of 
Words. 

Vio. I faw thee late at the Duke Or/no’s. 

Clo. Foolery, Sir, he does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun, it fhines every where. I would be forry, Sir, but the 
Fool fhould be as oft with your Matter, as with my Miftrefs: 
f think I faw your Wifdom there. 

Vie. Nay, and thou pafs upon me, I'll no more with thee. 
Hold, there’s Expences for thee. 

Clo. Now Fove, in his next Commodity of Hair, fend 
thee a Beard. 

Vie. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almoft fick for one, 
though I would not have it grow on my Chin. Isthy Lady 
within? 

Clo, Would not a pair of thefe have bred, Sir 2 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe. 


Cle. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, to bring 
a Creffida to this Troylus. 


Vio. Y underftand you, Sir, *tis well bege’d. 

Clo, The matter I hope is not great, Sir; begging, but a 
Beggar : Creffida was a Beggar. My Lady is within, Sir. 
I will confter to them whence you come, who you are, and 
what you would is out of my Welkin, I might fay, Ele- 
ment, but the word is over-worn. | Exit, 

Vio. This Fellow is wife enough to play the Fool, 
And to do that well craves a kind of Wit: 

Fle muft obferve their Mood on whom he Jefts, 
The Quality of the Perfons, and the Time ; 
And'like the Haggard, check at every Feather 
That comes before his Eye. This is a practice 
As full of Labour as a Wife-man’s Art: 


Cc3 For 
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For Folly that he wifely thews, is fit; 
But wife Mens Folly fall’n, quite taint their Wit, 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Save you, Gentleman. 

Vio. And you, Sir, 

Sir And, Dieu vous guard Monfieur. 

Vio. Et vous aufi, voftre fervitur. 

Sir And. \ hope, Sir, youare, and I am yours. 

Sir To. Will you encounter the Houfe, my Neice is de- 
firous you fhould enter, if your Trade be to her, 

Y40. I am bound to your Neice, Sir; I mean, fhe is the 
Lift of my Voyage. 

SirTo. Tafte your Legs, Sir, putthem to motion. 

Vio. My Legsdo better underftand me, Sir, than I under- 
ffand what you mean by bidding me tafte my Legs, 

Sir To, I mean to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vv. I will anfwer you with Gate and Entrance, but we 
are prevented, 


Enter Olivia awd Maria. 
Mott excellent accomplith’d Lady, the Heav’ns rain Odours 


on you. 

Sir And. That Youth’s a rare Courtier! rain Odours! 
well. 

Via. My Matter hath no Voice, Lady, but to your own 
moft pregnant and vouch{afed Ear. 

Sir And, Odours, pregnant aod youchfafed : I'll get "em 
all three ready, 

Oli. Let the Garden Door be fhut, and Ieave me to my 
Give me your Hand, Sir. 
hearing, | Exeunt Sir Toby Sir Andrew, and Maria. 

Vio, My Duty, Madam, and moft humble Service. 

Oli, What is your Name 2 

Vio, Cefario is your Servant’s Name, fair Princefy. 

Oli, My Servant, Sir? *Twas never merry World, 
Since lowly feigning was call’d Complement: 
Y’are Servant ‘to the Duke Orfino, Youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours: 
Your Servant’s Servant is your Servant, Madam. 

O&. For him I think not on him: For his Thoughts, 
Would they were Blanks, rather than fill’d with me. 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle Thoughts 

On his behalf, $ | OL, 
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Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never {peak again of him. 
But would you undertake another Suit, 
[Thad rather hear you to foilicit that; 
Than Mufick from the Spheres. 
Vio. Dear Lady. 
Oli. Giveme leave, Lbefeech you: I did fend, 
After the laft Enchantment you did hear, 
A Ring in Chafe of you. So did I abute 
My felf, my Servant, andI fear me, yous 
Under your hard Conftruction muft I fit, 
To force that on you in a fhameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 
Have you not fet mine Honour at the Stake, 
And baited it with all th’°unmuzzled Thoughts 
That tyrannous Heart can think? To one of your receiving 
Enough is fhewn, a Cyprefs, not a Boiom, 
Hides my poor Heart. So let me hear you {peak. 
Vio. I pity you. 


<“———e 
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° 


@/ ty § 
Oli. That’s a degree to Love. i 
Vio. No not a grice: For ’tis a vulgar Proof ee 
, ‘ ‘ Bi li 
That very oft we pity Enemies. ie 


Oli. Why then methinks ’tis time to {mile again ; 
O World, how apt the poor are to be proud? 
If one fhould be a prey, how much better 
To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf; 


mS tet. 


[Clock ftrikes. 
The Clock upbraids me with the wafte of Time. 
Be not afraid, good Youth, I will not have you ; 
And yet when Wit and Youth is come to harveft, 

Your Wife is like to reap a proper Man: ay 
There lyes your way, due Welt. Cad 
Vio. Then Weftward hoe : | 

Grace and good Difpofition attend your Ladyfhip. 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me¢ 
Oli. Stay; I prethee tell me what thou think’ft of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 1 
Oli. If think fo, I think the fame of you. hi 
Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am. | 
Oli. I would you were, as I would have you be. 
Cc Vi06 


“~ 
A Oe, 


: 
. 
3 
, S, 
t 
, } 

bd 
) 
t 
nS 

v 
: \ 

% 
, 
4 


—“-— at MO 0, Ke 


“ee 





856 Twelfth “Night; or, 


Vio. Would it be better, Madam, than I am2 
I with it might, for now I am your Fool. 
Oli, O what a deal of Scorn looks beautife) 
In the Contempt and Anger of his Lip! 
A murderous Guilt thews nor it felf more foon, 
han Love that would feem hid: Loye’s Night is Noon, 
Cefario, by the Rofec of the Spring. 
By Maid-hood, Honour, Truth, and every 
I love thee fo, that maugre all thy Pride, 
Nor Wit, nor Reafon, can my Paffion hide, 
Do not extort thy Reafons from this Claufe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haft no Caufe: 
But rather reafen thus with reafon fetter; 
Love fought, is good; but given unfought, is better, 
Vio, By Innocence J fwear, and by my Youth, 
I have one Heart, ‘one Bofom, and one Truth, 
And that no Woman has, nor never none 
Shall Miftrefs be of It; fave I alone. 
And fo adieu, g00d Madam, never more, 
Will I my Maftey’s Tears to you deplore, 


Yet come again; for thou perhaps may’ft move 
That Heart, which now abhorsto like his Love. 
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[ Exeunr, 
IT, Olivia’s Foy é. 


Exter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Sir And. No faith, I'l not flay 
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a jot longer, 

Sir To, Thy Reafon, dear Venom, give thy Reafon, 

Fab. You muft needs yield your Reafon, ‘Sir 

Sir And, Marry, I faw your Neiee do mo 
the Duke’ §-man, than ey 
I faw’t i’ch’ Orchard, 

Sir To, Did the {ee thee the while, 
that 2 . 
Sir Aud. As Plain as I fee 


you now, 
Fab, This was 4 great Argument of Love in her toward 
you. | 


Sir dnd. "Slight s wil] you make an AfS o’me 2 


fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir 1 on the Oath 
mene and Reafon, a ee BOR the 0 Sof Judg- 
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SirTo. And they have been grand Jury-men, fince before 
Noah was a Sailor. 

Fab. She did fhew Favour to the Youth in your Sight, 
only to exafperate you, to awake your dormoufe Valour, to 
put Fire in your Heart, and Brimitone in your Liver. You 
fhould then have accofted her, and with fome excellent Jets, 
fire-new from the Mint, you fhould have bang’dthe Youth 
into Dumbnefs. This was look’d for at your Hand, and 
this was baulkt. The double gilt of this Opportunity you 
let Time wafh off, and you are now fail’d into the North 
of my Lady’s Opinion, where you will hang like an Ifickle 
on a Dutchman’s Beard, unlefs you do redeem it by fome 
Attempt, either of Walour or Policy.’ 

Sir And. And’t be any way, it muft be with Valour, for 
Policy I hate: I had as lief be a Brownift,'as a Politician. 

Sir To. Why then build me thy Fortunes upon the Bafis 
of Valour. Challenge me the Duke’s Youth to fight with 
him, hurt him in eleven Places, my Neice fhall take Note 
of it, and affure thy felf, there is no Love-broker in the 
World can more prevail in MensCommendation with Wc- 
men, than Report of Valour. 

Fab, There is no way but this, Sir Avdrew. 

Sir An, Will either of you bear me a Challenge to 
him? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial Hand, be curft and 
brief: it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and full 
of Invention; taunt him with the Licenfe of Ink; if thou 
thou’ft him fome thrice, it fhall not be amifs; and as many 
Lies as will lye in thy Sheet of Paper, although the Sheet 
were big enough for the Bed of Ware in England, fet ’em 
down, and go about it. Let there be Gall enough in thy 
Ink, tho’ thou write it with a Goofe-Pen, no matter: A- 
bout it. 

Sir An. Where fhall I find you? 

Sir Zo. We'll call thee at the Czbicule: Go. 

| Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir 7067. 

Sir To. 1 haye been dear to him, Lad, fome two thoufand 
ftrong, or fo. _ 

Fab. We fhall have a rare Letter from him; but you'll 
not deliver’t, poe ee 

Pe Sir To. 
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858 T'welfth-Night; or, 
Sir To. Never truft me then; and b 


Youth to an Anfwer. I think Oxen and Wain-ropes can. 
not hale them together, Foy Andrew, if he were open’d, 
and you find fo much Blood in his Liver as wil] clog the 
Foot of a Flea, Ill eat the reft of th’ Anatomy, 
Fab. And his Oppofite the Youth bears in ‘his Vilage no 
Steat Prefage of Cruelty, 
Enter Maria. 
Sir To. Look where the youngeft Wr 
Mar. If you defire the Spleen, 
{elves into Stitches, follow me; 


ed Heathen, a very Renegado; for there is no Chriftian that 
means to be fav'd by believing rightly, can ever believe 
uch impofiible Paflages of Groffhels, He’s in yellow Stock- 
ings, 

Sir To. And Crofs-parter’d 2 


Mar. Mott villanoufly; like a Pedant that keeps a School 
rth’ Church: TI have dog’d him like his Murtherer, He 
does obey every Point of the Letter that I dropt to be- | 
tray him; he does {mile his Face into more Lines than Is in | 
the new Map, with the Augmentation of the Ladies; you 
have not feen fuch 4 thing as *tis; I can hardly forbear hur- 
ling things athim. I know my Lady will ftrike him; j 
do, he'll {mile, and tak’t for a Sreat Favour. 

SirTe. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 









y all means ftir on the 














en of mine comes, 
and will laugh your 
yond gull Azalvolio is turn. 





























| Exeunt. 
SCENE lll, we Street. 
Enter Sebaftian and Anthonio, 
Seb. Y would not by my Will have troubled you, 
But fince you make your Pleafure of your Pains, 


f will no further chide you. 
Ant. T could not {tay behind you; 
More fharp than filed Steel, did {pur me forth, 
And not all Love to fee you; tho’ fo much 
As might have drawn one to 4 longer Voyage, 
But Jealoufie, what might befal] your Travel, 
Being skillefs in thefe Parts; which to a Stranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 


my Defire, 


Rough 
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Rough and unhofpitable. My willing Love, 

The rather by thefe Arguments of Fear 

Set forth in your Purfuit. 

Seb. My kind Axthonio, 

I can no’other Anfwer make, but Thanks: 

But were my Worth, asis my Confcience firm, 

You fhould find better Dealing: What's to do? 

Shall we go fee the Relicks of this ‘Lown? 

Ant, To Morrow, Sir, beft firit go fee your Lodging. 

Seb. I am not weary, and ‘tis long to Night, : 
I pray you let us fatistie our Eyes 
With the Memorials, and the Things of Fame 
That do renown this City. 

Ant. Would you'ld pardon me: 

I do not without Danger walk thefe Streets. 

Once in a Sea-fight ’gainft the Duke his Gallies, 

I did fome Service, of fuch Note indeed, 

That were I ta’en here,it would f{carce be anfwer’d. 
Seb, Belike you flew great Number of his People. 
Ant. Th Offence is not of fuch a bloody Nature, 

Albeit the Quality of Time, and Quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody Argument: 

It might have fince been anfwer’d in repaying 

What we took from them, which for Traflick’s fake 

Moft of our City did. Only my felf ftood out, 

For which if I be lapfed in this place 

I fhall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me: Hold, Sir, here’smy Purfe. 
In the South Suburbs at the Elephant 
Is beft to lodge: I will befpeak our Diet, 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your Knowlege 

With viewing of the Town, there fhall you have me. 
Seb, Why I your Purfe? 

Ant. Haply your Eye fhall light upon fome Toy 
You have defire to purchafe; and your Store 
Lthink is not for idle Markets, Sir. 

Seb. I'll be your Purfe-bearer, and leave you 
For an Hour. 

Ant. Toth Elephant. 


Seb. I do remember, [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE ly. Olivia’s Houfe. 


Exter Olivia and Maria. 


Oli. T have fent after him; he fays he'll come. 
Flow fhall I feaft him 2 What beftow of hime 


For Youth is bought more oft, than bege’d, or borrow’d, 


I {peak too loud; where’s Malvolio, he is {ad and civil, 
And fuits well fora Sery 


ant with my Fortunes. 
Where is Afalvolig 2 
Mar. He’s coming, Madam: 


But in very ftrange manner,’ He’ jg fure poffeft, Madam. 

Oli, Why, what's the Matter, ddes he rave 2 

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but {mile; your L3. 
dythip were bet to have fome £uard about you, if hecome, 
for fure the Man js tainted in’s Wits. 

O44. Go, call him hither, 

Enter Malvolio. 

I am as mad as he, 


If fad and merry MadnefS equal be, 
How now, Atalvolio? 


Mal, Sweet Lady, ha, ha. 


| Smile fantaftically, 
Of. Smil’R thou? I fent for t 


hee upon a fad Occafion. 
* _ Mal. Sad Lady, I could be fad; 


Is does make fome ObftruGion in the Blood ; 
is crols-partering, but what of that 2 
If it pleafe the Eye of one, it is With me as the very true 
Sonnet is: Pleafe one, and pleafe all, ’ 
OL. Why? How do’ft thou Man 2 
hat is the matter with thee2 
Mal. Not black in my Mind, though yellow in m 
Legs: It did come to his Hands, and Commands fhall 
© executed. Ithink we do know the fweer Roman Hand. 
Ol, Wilt thou 8° to Bed, ALalyoljo2 
Mal. ToBed2 ay, {weet Heart; and Pll come to thee. 
Ol. God comfort thee; why doft thou {mile fo, and kifz 
thy Hand fo oft 2 


Mar. How do YOu, ALalvolio2 
Mal. At your Requeft ! 


Yes, Nightingales anfwer Daws, 
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Mar, Why appear you with this ridiculous Boldnefs be 
fore my Lady? 

Mal. Be not afraid of Greatnefs;.’*twas well writ. 

Oli, What meaneft thou by that, AZalwolio? 

Mal, Some are born great——— 

Oli, Ha? 

Mal. Some atchieve Greatnefs-—— 

Oli. What fay’ft thou? 

Mal, And fome have Greatuefs thruft upon them-——— 

Oli. Heav’n reftore thee. 

Mal.;Remember who commended thy yellow Stockings--. 

Oli. Thy yellow Steckings? 

Mal, With'd to fee thee crofs-garter’>d 

Oli. Crofs-garter’d 2 

Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defir'ft to be fo———— 

Oli. Am I made? 

Mal. If not, let me fee thee a Servant ftill. 

Oli. Why this is very Midfummer Madnefs, 


Exter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the' young Gentleman of the Duke Orfi- 
wos is return’d, I could hardly entreat him back; he attends 
your Ladyfhip’s Pleafure. 

Oli, I'll come to him. 

Good Maria, let this Fellow be look’d to. Where’s my 
Coufin 7oby? let fome of my People have a {pecial Care of 
him, I would not have him mifcarry for the Half of my 
Dowry. [ Exit. 

Mal, Oh, ho, do you come near me now? No worfe 
Man than Sir Toby to look to me! This concurs dire@ly 
with the Letter, fhe fends him on purpofe that I may ap- 
pear ftubborn to him; for fhe incites me to-that in the Let- 
ter. Caft thy humble Slough, fays fhe; be oppofite with 
a Kinfman, furly with Servants, let thy Tongue tang with 
Arguments of State, put thy felf into the Trick of Singu- 
larity, and confequently fets down the manner how: as a 
fad Face, a reverend Carriage, a flow Tongue, in the Habit 
of fome Sir of Note, and fo forth. I have lim’d her, but 
it 1s “Fove's doing, and Fove make me thankful; and when 
fhe went away now, let this Fellow be look’d to: Fellow / 
Not Aalvolio, nor after my Degree, but Fellow. Why 
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every thing adheres together, that no Dram of a Scruple, no 
Scruple of a Scruple; no Obftacle: no incredulous or unfafe 
Circumftance——What can be faid ? N othing that canbe, can 
come between me, and the full Profpet of my Hopes, 
Well Fove, not I, is the Doer of this, and he is to be 
thanked. 

Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria. 

SirTo. Which way is he, inthe Name of Sanctity? If all 
the Devils in Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himfelf 
pofleft him, yer I'll {peak to him, 

Fab. Here heis, here he is; how is’t with you, Sir? How 
ist with you, Man 

Mal. Go off, I difcard you; let me enjoy my privacy: 
Go off. 

Adar. Lo, how hollow the Fiend {peaks within him; did 
not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to have aCare 
of him. 

44al, Ah ha, does the {o2 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we mult deal gently 
with him; let him alone. How do you do, Malvolio? How 
ist with you? What Man, defie the Devil; confider he’s an 
Enemy to Mankind, 

Mal. Do you know what you fay 2 

Mar, La you! and you {peck ill of the Devil, how he 
takes it at Heart. Pray God he be not bewitch’d. 

Fab. Carry his Water to th’ wife Woman. 

“Mar. Marry and it thal! be done to Morrow Morning if 
[ live. My Lady would not lofe him for more than Ill 
fay. 
"Mal How now, Miftrefs2 
Mar. O Lord. 
Sir To. Prethee hold thy Peace, that is not the way: Do 
you not fee you move him? 
Fab. No way but Gentlenef, gently, gently; theFiend is 
rough, and will not be roughly us’d, 
SirT 0. why how now, myHavock ? How doft thou,Chuck2 
A4al. Sir. 
SirTo. Ay Biddy, come with me. What Man, *tis not for 
ae to play at Cherry-pit With Satan. Hang him foul 
ollier. 


Mar, 
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Mar. Get him to fay his Prayers, good Sir Toby, gethim 
to pray. 

Mal. My Prayers, Minx! 

Mar. No, 1 warrant you, he will not hear of Godli- 
nefs. 

Mal. Go, hang your felves all; you are idle fhallow 
Things, I am not of your Element, you fhall know more 
hereafter. | Exit. 

Sir To. Is’t poffible? 

Fab. If this were plaid upon a Stage now, I could con- 
demn it as an unprofitable Fiction. 

Sir To. His very Genius hath taken the Infection of the 
Device, Man. 

Mar. Nay, purfue him now, left the Device take Air, 
and taint. 

Fab. Why we fhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The Houfe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark Room and bound. 
My Neece is already in the Belief that he’s mad ; we may 
carry it thus for our Pleafure and his Penance, ’till our very 
Paftime tired out of Breath, prompt us to have Mercy on 
him; at which Time we will bring the Device to the Bar, 
and crown thee for a Finder of Madmen; but fee, but 
fee. 


To 


Enter Sir Andrew. 

Fab. More Matter fora day Morning. 

Sir And. Here’s the Challenge, read it: I warrant there’s 
Vinegar and Pepper in’t. 

Fab. Is't fo fawcy ? 

Sir And, Ay, ist? I warrant him: Do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [ Sir Toby reads. 
Youth, whatfoever thow art, thow art but a {curvy Fellow. 

Fab, Good and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire in thy Mind why I do call 
thee fo, for I will fhew thee no Reafon fort. 

Fab. A very good Note, that keeps you from the Blow of 
the Law. 

Sir To. Thon com’ ft to the Lady Olivia, and in my Sight fhe 
ufes thee kindly; but thou lieft in thy Throat, that is not the 
matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good Senfe-lefs. 3 

Sir [0. 
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Hy) Sir To. I oyilf way-lay thee LZoing home, where if it be thy 
ti Chance to Rill me 


Fab. Good. 


SirTo. Thox RE me like a Rogue and a Villain, 

Fab. Still you keep o'th’ windy Side of the Law:Good. 

SirTo. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon our Souls ; 
he may have mercy upon mine, byp my Elope is better, and fo 
look to thy felf. Lhy Friend as thoy wef him, and thy fivern 
Enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek, 
wi sir To. If this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot: 
i Pll give’t him. 

Mar. You may have very fit Occafion for’t: He is now in 
fome Commerce with my Lady, and will by and by depart. 
ihe Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, {cout me for him at the Corner 
Bey, of the Orchard like 3 Bum-Baily; fo foon as ever thou feeft 

one him, draw; and as thou draw’ft, fwear horribly ; for it comes 
Dre to pals oft, that a terrible Oath, with a {waggering Accent 
tharply twang’d off, gives Manhood more Approbation than 
Si ever Proof it felf would have earn’d him. Away. 
Ata Sir dnd. Nay, let me alone for {wearing, [ Exit, 
fig h, Sir To. Now will not [I deliver this Letters for the Be- 
ef haviour of the young Gentleman gives him out to be of 
good Capacity and Breeding ; his Sy amet between his 
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ay I, Lord and my Neece, confirms no lefs; therefore, this Lets 
Pa a tet! ‘ P . ey . 
Se ti, ter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no Terror in 
aa the Youth; he will find that it comes from a Clod-pole, 


But, Sir, I will deliver his Challenge by Word of] Mouth; 
fet upon gue-cheek a notable Report of Valour, and 


Ni drive the Gentleman, as I know his Youth will aptly re. 
ite ceive it, into a moft hideous Opinion of his Rage, Skill, 

Rati Fury, and Impetuofity. This will {o fright them both, 

iho A | that they will kill one another by the Look, like Cockatrices, 


Hip - Enter Olivia and Viola, 


Fab. Here he comes with’ your Neece, give them way 


NM ‘till he take leave, and Prefently after him. 
ra Sir To. I will meditate the while upon fome horrid Mef- 
NE fage for a Challenge, | Exesnt, 
it ith Oli. I have faid too much unto a Heart of Stone, 


And laid mine Honour too unchar 


Aor y on’r, 
There's fomething in m 


€ that reproves my Faule ; 


But 
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But fuch a head-{trong potent Fault it is, 
That it but mocks Reproof. 
Vio, With the fame haviour that your Paffion bears, 
Goes on my Matfter’s Grief. 
Oli. Here, wear this Jewel for me, ’tis my Pigure; 
Refufe it not, it hath no Tongue to vex you: 
And I befeech you come again to Morrow. 
What fhall you ask of me that I'll deny, 
That, Honour fav’d, may upon asking give? 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true Love for my Mafter. 
Oli. Haw with mine Honour may I give him thar, 
Which I have given to you? 
Vio. I will acquit you. 
Oli. Well, come again to Morrow: Fare thee well, 
A Fiend like thee might bear my Soul to Hell. | Exit. 


Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman; God fave thee. 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That Defence thou haft, betake thee to’t; of what 
Nature the Wrongs are thou haft done him, I know not; but 
thy Intercepter full of Defpight, bloody as the Hunter, at- 
tends thee at the Orchard End; difmount thy Tuck, be 
yare inthy Preparation, for thy A ffailant is quick, skilful, 
and deadly. 

Vio. You miftake, Sir, I am fure no Man hath any Quar- 
rel to me; my Remembrance is very free and clear from any 
Image of Offence done to any Man. 

SirTo. You'll find it otherwife, I affure you; therefore, if 
you hold your Life at any Price, betake you to your Guard, 
for your Oppofite hath in him, what Youth, Strength, Skall, 
and Wrath can furnifh a Man withal. 

Vie. I pray you, Sir, what is he?2 

Sir To. He is Knightdubb’d with unhatch’d Rapier, and 
on Carpet Confideration, but he is a Devil in private 
Brawl ; Souls and Bodies hath he divorc’d three; and his 
Incenfement at this Moment is foimplacable, that Satisfa@ti- 
on can be none but by Pangs of Death and Sepulcher: Hob, 
nob, is his Word; give’t or tak’t. 

Vio. 1 will return again into the Houfe, and defire fome 
ConduG& of the Lady. I am no fighter. I have heard of 

Vor. II, Dd fom: 
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t 7 ‘I fome kind of Men, that put Quarrels purpofely on others 


to tafte their Valour: Belike this isa Man of that Quirk, 

Sir To. Sir, no: His Indignation drives it felf out of a 
very competent Injury, therefore get you on, and give him 
his Defire. Back you fhall not tothe Houfe, unlefs you under- 
take that with me, which with as much fafety you might 
anfwer him; therefore on, or {trip your Sword ftark naked; 
for meddle you muft, that’s certain, or forfwear to wear 
Iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil as ftrange. I befeech you do me 
this courteous Office, as to know of the Knight what my 
Offence to him is: It is fomething of my Negligence, no- 
thing of my Purpofe. 

sir Io I willdo fo, Signior Fabian, ftay you by this Gen- 
tleman ’till my Return. | Exit Sir Toby. 

Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter 2 

Fab. | know the Koight is incens’d againft you, even to 
a mortal Arbitrement, but nothing of the Circumftance more. 

Vio. \befeech you what manner of Man is he? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful Promife to read him by 
his Form, as you are like to find him in the Proof of his 
Valour. He is indeed, Sir, the moft skilful, bloody, and fa- 
tal Oppofite that you could poffibly have found in any part 
of Illyria: Will you walk towards him 2 I will make your 
Peace with him if I can. 

Vid. I fhall be much bound to you for’t: I am one that 
had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight: I care not 
who kaows fo much of my _Mertle, [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew, 


SirTo, Why Man, he’s a very Devil, I have not {een 
fuch a Virago: I hada Pafs with him, Rapier, Scabbard and 
all; and he gives me the Stack in with fuch a mortal Mo- 
tion, that it is inevitable; and onithe Anfwer, he pays you 
as furely as your Feet hit the Ground they ftep on. They 
fay, he has been Fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on’t, Vil not meddie with him, 

SirTo. Ay, but he will not now be pacified, 

Fabian can {carce hold him. 

Sir And. Plague on’t, and I thought he had been vali- 

ant, and fo cunning in Fence, I'd have feen him damn’d e’er 


I'd 
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I'd have challeng’d him. Let him let the matter flip, and 

I'll give him my Horfe, grey Capilet, 

Sir To. V'll make the Motion; ftand here, make a good 
Shew on’t, this fhall end without the Perdition of Souls; 
marry I'll ride your Horfe as well as I ride you. 

Enter Fabian and Viola. 
I have his. Horfe to take up the Quarrel, I have perfuaded 
him the Youth’s a Devil, [Zo Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; and Pants and 
looks pale, as if a Bear were at his Heels, 

Sir To. There’s no Remedy, Sir, he will fight with you 
for’s Oath fake: Marry he hath better bethought him of his 
Quarrel, and he finds that now fearce to be worthtalking of ; 
therefore draw for the Supportance of his Vow, he protefts 
he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me; 4 little thing would make me 
tell them how much I Jack of a Man. 

Fab, Give Ground if you fee him furious, 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there’s no Remedy ; the Gen- 
tleman will for his Honour’s fake have one bout with you; 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it; but he has promis'd me, 
as he is a Gentleman and a Soldier, he will not hurt you. 
Come on, to’t, | They draw. 

sir nd. Pray God he keep his Oath. 

| Enter Antonio. 

Vie. I do affure you ’tis againft my Will. 

Ant. Put up your Sword; if this young Gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the Fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defie you. 

Sir To. You, Sir2 Why, wh 

Ant. One; Sir, that for his Love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will, 

SirTo. Nay, if you be anUndertaker, I am for you.| Draws, 

Enter Officers. 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the Officers, 

SirTo, I'll be with you anon, 

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your Sword up if you pleafe, 


| 70 Sir Andrew, 
f promis’d you 
€ will bear you eafily, and 


| Drawing, 
at are you 2 


Sir And, Marry will I, Sir; and for that 


’ll be as good as my Word. H 
reins well, 
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1 Of. This is the Man, do thy Office. 

2 Off. Anthonio, 1 arreit thee at the Suit of Duke Or/fne. 

Ant. You milteke me, Sir. 

1 Of. No, Sir, no Jot; I know your Favour well; 
Tho’ now you have no Sea-eap on your Head. 
Take him away, he knows I know him well. 

nt. I muft obey. This comes with fecking you; 
But there’s no Remedy. I fha!l anfwer it. 

What will you do? Now my Neceffity 

Makes. me to ask you for my Purfe. It grieves me 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 

Than what befals my felf: You fland amaz'd, 

But be of Comfort. 

2 Of. Come, Sir, away. 

“int. I muft intreat of you fome of that Mony. 

Vio. What Mony, Sir? 
For the fair Kindnefs you have fhew’d me here, 
And part being prompted by your prefent Trouble, 
Ort of my lean and low Abilicy 
Fil lend you fomething ; my having is not much, 
I'll make Divifion of my Prefent with you: 
Hold, there’s half my Coffer. 

nt. Will you deny me now? 
Is't poffible, that my Deferts to you 
Can lack Perfuafion? Do rot tempt my Mifery, 
Lett that it make me fo unfound a Man, 
As to upbraid you with thofe Kindncfles 
‘That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by Voice, or any Feature, 
I hate Ingraticude more in a Man, 
Than Lying, Vainnefs, Babling Drunkennefs, 
Or any Taint of Vice, whofe ftrong Corruption 
Inhabits our frail Blood. 

int. Oh Heav’ns themfelyes ! 

2 Of. Come, Sir, I pray you go. 

“dnt. Letme {peak alittle. This Youth'that you fee here, 
J fnarcht one Half our of the Jaws of Death, 
Reliev’d him with fuch Sanctiry of Love, 

And to his Image, which methought did promife 
Mott venerable Wor:h, did I Devotion. 
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1 Off. What's that to us, the Time goes by; away. 

Ant. But oh, how vild an Idol proves this God! 
Thou haft, Sebaftian, done good Feature fhame, 
In Nature there’s no Blemifh but the Mind: 
None can be call’d Deform’d but the Urkind. 
Virtue is Beauty, but the beauteous Evil 
Are empty Trunks, o’er-flourifh’d by the Devil. 

1 Of. The Man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, Sir. ! 

Ant. Lead me on, [ Exit. 

Vio. Methinks his Words do from fuch Paffion fly, 
That he believes himfelf, fo do not I: 
Prove true Imagination, oh prove true, 
That I, dear Brother, be now ta’en for you. 

Sir To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian; we ll 
whifper o’er a Couplet or two of moft fage Saws. 

Vio. He nam'd Sebaftian; I my Brother know 
Yet living in my Glais; even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in this Fafhion, Colour, Ornament, 
For him [ imitate: Oh if it prove, 
Tempetts are kind, and fa't Waves frefh in Love. [ Exxit. 

SirTo. Avery difhoneft paltry Boy, and more a Coward 
than a Hare; his Difhonefty appears in leaving his Friend 
here in Neceflity, and denying him; and for his Coward- 
fhip ask Fabian. 

Fab. A Coward, a moft devout Coward, religious in 
it. 

Sir And, ’Slid I'll after him again, and beat him. 

Sir To. Do, cuff him foundly, but never thy Sword. 

Sir And And I do not. 

Fab. Come, let’s fee the Event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any Mony ’twill be nothing yet. 


[£ xeunt. 


Dd 3 ACT 
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870 Twelfth-Night ; or, 


A CeEAaV. S$ CE NARS 
SCENE ¢he Street. 


Enter Sebaftian and Clown. 


Clo. We you make me believe that I am not fent for 
you ¢ 

Seb, Go to, go to, thou art a foolith Fellow, 

Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo, Well held out i’faith: No, I do not know you, nor 
I am not fentto you by my Lady, to bid you come {peak 
with her; nor your Name is not Mafter Ce/zrio, nor this 
1s hot my Nofe neither; nothing that is fo, is fo. 

Seb, I prethee vent thy Folly fomewhere elfe, thouknow’ft 
not me. 

Clo. Vent my Folly! He has heard that Word of fome 
reat Man, and now applies it toa Fool Vent my Folly! I 
am afraid this great Lubber the World will prove a Cock- 
ney: I prethee now ungird thy Strangenefs, and tell me what 
I fhall vent to my Lady; fhall I vent to her that thou art 
coming? 

Seb. I prethee foolith Greek depart from me, there’s Mony 
for thee. If you tarry longer I fhall give worfe Pay- 
ment. 

Clo. By my Troth thou haft an open Hand; thefe wif 
Men that give Fools Mony, get themfelves a o- Rage 

after fourteen Years Purchaiee i 


Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fic, 


Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again? There’s for 
you, | Striking Sebalti 

Seb, Why there’s for thee, and there, cif Rly ee 
wae mad 2 : | Beating Sir Andrew, 
be ff @, Hold, Sir, or Vl throw your Dagger o’er the 

Co, This will I tell my Lady ftraight: I would not be 


in fome of your Coats for two pence Exit G 
| ACC, low, 
Sir To, Come on, Sir, hold, [elding Sebattian. 
Sir And, 
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Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way to work 
with him; TP’ have an Action of Battery againft him, if 
there be any Law in Jilyria; tho’ I {truck him firft, 

Yet it’s no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy Hand. 

Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come my 
young Soldier, put up your Iron; you are well ficth’d: 
Come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What would’ thou.now ¢ 
If thou dar’ft tempt me further, draw thy Sword. 

Sir To. What, what? Nay then I muft have an Ounce or 
two of this malapert Blood from you. | They draw and fight. 

Enter Olivia, 

Oli. Hold, Toby, on thy Life I charge thee hold. 

Sir To. Madam. 

Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungractous Wretch, 

Fit for the Mountains and the barbarous Caves, 
Where Manners ne’er were preach’d: Out of my Sight. 
Be not offended, dear Ce/ario. 
Rudesby be gone. -I prethee, gentle Friend, 
[| Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 
Let thy fair W:fdom, nor thy Paffion {way 
In this uncivil and unjuft Extent 
Againft thy Peace, Go with me to my Houfe, 
And hear ‘thou there, how many fruitlefs Pranks 
This Ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
May’{t fmile at this: Thou fhalt not chufe but go: 
Do not deny, befhrew his Soul for me, 
He ftarted one poor Heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What Relith is in thts? How runs the Stream? 

Or I am mad, or elfe this-is a Dream. 
Let Fancy {till my Senfe in Lethe fteep, 
If it be thus to dream, {till let me fleep. 

Oli. Nay comeI prethee, would thoud’ft be rul’d by me. 

Seb, Madam, I will. 

Oli, O fay fo, and fo be. | Exeunt. 


S CEN E Il. Olivia’s Houfe. 


Enter Maria and Clown. 
Mar. Nay, 1 prethee put on this Gown and this Beard ; 
make him believethou art Sir Topas the Curate; do it quickly. 
I'll call Sir Toby the whilft. Dd 4 3 Clo. 
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Clo. Well, Vi put iton, and I will diffemble my felf in’t; 
and I would I were the firft that ever diffembled in fuch a 
Gown, I am not tall enough to become the Fun@ion well, 
nor lean enough to be thought a good Student; but to be 
faid an honeft Man, and a good Houfckeeper, goes as fairly 
as to fay, a careful Man and a great Scholar.. The Compe- 
titors enter, 

Exter Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Fove blefs thee, Mr. Parfon, 

Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as theold Hermit of Prague, 
that never faw Pen and Ink, very wittily faid to a Neece of 
King Gorbodack, that thatis, is: fo ] being Mr. Parfon, am 
Mr. Parfon; for what is thit, but that 2 and is, but is ? 

SiTo. To him, Sir Topas. 

Clo. What hoa, I fay, Peace in this Prifon. 

Sir To. The Knave counterfeits well; a good Knave. 

. | Malvolio within, 

Mal. Who calls there ? 

Cie, Sit Topas the Curate, who comes to vifit AAalvolio the 
Lunatick, 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas go to my Lady. 

Clo, Out-hyperbolical Fierd, how vexeft thou this Man? 
T lkeft thou nothing but of Ladies? 

Sir To. Well faid, Mr. Parfon. 

Mal. Sir Topas, never was Man thus wrong’d, good Sir 
Topas do not think T am mad ; they have laid me here in 
hideous Darknef. 

Clo. Fie, thou dithone#t Sathan; I call thee by the moft 
modeft Terms, for I am one of thofe gentle ones that will 
ule the Devil himfelf with Curtefie: Say {t thou that Houfe 
Is dark 2 

Mal. As Hell, Sir Topas. 

Clo, Why it hath bay Windows tranfparent as Barica- 
does, and the clear Stones towards the South Noith, are as 
luftrous as Ebony; and yet complaineft thou of Obftru@ion 2 
a Tam not mad, Sir Topas, I fay to you this Houfe 
is dark, 

Clo.” Mzd-man, thou erreft; | fay there is no Darknefs 
but fgnorance, in which thou art more puzzel’d than the 
Egyptians in their Fogg, 

. Mal, 
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Mal. I fay this Houfe is as dark as Ignorance, though 
Ignorance were as dark as Hell; and I fay there was never 
Man thus abus’d, Iam no more mad than you are, make 
the trial of it in any conftant Queftion. 

Clo. What is the Opinion of Pyrhagoras, concerning 
Wild-foul ¢ 

Mal, That the Soul of our Grandam might happily in- 
habit a Bird. 

Clo. What think’{t thou of his Opinion? , 

Mal. 1 think nobly of the Soul, and no way approve his 
@ pinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well: Remain thou ftill in Darknefs, thou 
fhalt hold th’Opinion of Pythagoras, e’er I will allow of thy 
Wits, and fear to kill a Woodcock, left thou difpoffefs the 
Houle of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal, Sir Topas, Sir Topas. 

Sir To. My molt exquifite Sir Topas, 

Clo. Nay, I am for all Waters. 

Mar, hou might'it have done this without thy Beard 
and Gown, he fees thee nor. 

Sir To. ‘Yo him 1n thine own Voice, and bring me word 
how thou find’{t him: I would we were all rid of this Knave- 
ry. If he may be conveniently deliver’d, I would he were, 
for I am now fo far in offence with my Neice, that I can- 
not purfue with any Satety this Sport to the upfhor. Come 


by and by to my Chamber. | Exit. 
Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how thy Lady daes. 
| Singing. 
Mal. Fool. 


Clo. Ay Lady is unkind, perdie. 
Mal. Fool. 
. Clo. Alas, why is fhe fo? 

Mal. Fool, I fay. 

Clo. She loves another Who calls, ha? 

Mal. Good Fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at my 
hand, help meto a Candle, and Pen, Ink, and Paper ; as I 
am a Gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee for’t. 

Clo. Mr. ALalvolio! 

Mal, Ay, good Fool. 

Clo, Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five Wits? 

Mal. Fool, there was never Man fo notorioufly abus’d; 
f am as well in my Wits, Fool, as thou art. Col, 
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Clo. But as well! then you are mad indeed, if you be no 
better in your Wits than a Fool. 

Mal. They have here propertied me ; keep me in dark. 
nefs, fend Minifters to me, Affes, and do all they can to 
face me out of my Wits. 

Glo. Advife you what you fay: The Minifter is here. 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy Wits the Heav’ns reftore « Endea- 
vour thy felf to fleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble, 

Mal. Sir Topas, 

Clo. Maintain no Words with him, good Fellow. 

Who I, Sir, not I, Sir. God buy you, good Sir Topas : 
Marry Amen. I will, Sir, I will, Sir. 

Mal. Fool, Fool, Fool, I fay. 

Clo. Alas, Sir, bepatient. What fay you, Sir, Tam thent 
for {peaking to you, | 

“4al. Good Fool, help me to fome Light, and fome 
Paper; I tell thee Iam as well in my Wits, as any Manin 
Lllyria. 

Clo, Well-a-day that you were, Sir. 

Mal. By this Hand I am: Good Fool, fome Ink, Paper 
and Light; and convey what I will fet down to my Lady: 
It oe advantage thee more, than ever the bearing of Let- 
ter did. 

Clo. I will help you to’t. But tell me true, are you not 
mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit? 3 

Mal. Believe me, I am not, I tell thee true, 

Clo, Nay, T'll ne’er believea Mad-man’till I fee his Brains. 
Twill fetch you Light, and Paper, and Ink, 

Mal. Fool, Vil requite it in the higheft degree ; 

I prethee be gone. 
Clo. Lam Lene, Sir, and anon, Sir, [ Singing. 
L'll be with jou again 
Ln a trice, like to the old Vice, 
Your Need to fiftain, 
Who with Dagger of Lath, in-his Rage and his Wrath. 
Cries ah, ah, to the Devil: 

Likea mad Lad, pair thy Nails, Dad, 

Adieu, good Man Devil. | Exit. 
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S Ge BON ces TIT. 


Enter Sebaftian. 


Seb. This isthe Air, that is the glorious Sun, 
This Pearl fhe gave me, I do feel’t and fee't. 
And though ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet ’tis not madnefs, Where’s Anthenio then 2 
I could not find him at the Elephant, 
Yet there he was, and there I found this Credit, 
That he did range the Town to feek me out, 
His Counfel now might do me golden Service, 
For tho’ my Soul difputes well with my Senfe, 
That this may be fome Error, but no Madnefs, 
Yet doth this Accident and Flood of Fortune, 
So far exceed all Inftance, all Difcourfe, 
That I am ready to diftruft mine Eyes, 
And wrangle with my Reafon that perfuades me 
To any other Truft, but that I am mad, 
Or elfe the Lady’s mad; yet if *twere fo, 
She could not fway her Houfe, command her Followers, 
Take, and give back Affairs, and their difpatch, 
With fuch afmooth, difcreet, and {table-bearing 
As I perceive fhe does; There’s fomething in’t 
That 1s deceivable, But here the Lady comes. 

Enter Olivia and Prie/?. 

Oli. Blame not this hafte of mine: If you mean well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy Man 
Into the Chantry by ; there before him, 
And underneath that confecrated Roof, 
Plight me the full aflurance of your Faith, 
That my moft jealous and too doubtful Soul 
May live at Peace. He fhall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note, 
What time we will our Celebration keep 
According to my Birth. What do you fay 2 

Seb. V'll follow this good Man, and go with you, 
And having fworn Truth, ever will be true. 

Oli. Then leadthe way, good Father, and Heav’n fo thine, 
That they may fairly note this A& of mine, [ Exeunt. 
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OV. SCEN FFT 


Enter Clown and Fabian. 


Fab. OW, as thou lov’ft me, let me fee this Letter, 
Clo. Good Mr, Fabian, grant me another Requeft, 
fab. Any thine. 
Clo. Do not defire to fee this Letter, 
Fab. This is to give a Dog, and in recompence deéfire 
my Dog again. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords, 
Duke. Belong you to the Lacy Olivia, Friends 
Clo, Ay, Sir, we are fome of her Trappings, 
Duke. I know thee well; how doft thou, my good 
Fellow 2 | 
Cl. Truly, Sir, the better for my Foes, and the worfe 
for my Friends. 
Duke. Jult the contrary; the better for thy Friends. 
Clo. No, Sir, the worfe. 
Duke. How can that be 2 
Clo. Marry, Sir, they praifé me, and make an Af of me; 
now my Foes tell me plainly, Iam an Afs: So that by my 
Foes, Sir, I profit in the Knowledge of my felf, and by my 
Friends I am abufed: Sothat Conclufions to be as Kiffes, 1f 
your four Negatives make your two A ffirmatives, why then 
the worfe for my Friends, and the better for my Foes. 
Dake. Why this is Excellent, 
Clo. By my troth, Sir, nos tho’ it pleafe you to be one 
of my Friends, 
Duke. Thou thalt not be the worfe for me, there’s Gold, 
C/o. But that it would be double-dealing, Sir, I would 
could make it another. 
Duke. O you give me ill Counfel. 
Clo, Put your Grace in your Pocket, Sir, for this once, 
and let your Fleth and Blood obey it. 
Duke. Well, I will be fo much q Sinner to be a double- 
dealer: There’s another, 
Clo. Primo, Secundo, Tertio, is a good Play, and the old 
faying is, the third pays for all: The triplex, Sir, is a good 
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tripping Meafure, or the Bells of St. Bennet, Sit, may put 
fou in mind, one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more Mony out of me at this 
throw : If you will let your Lady know I am here to fpeak 
with her, and bring her along with you, it may awake my 
Bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your Bounty ‘till I come a- 
gain. I go, Sir, but I would not have you 'to think, that 
my defire of having is the fin of Covetoufnefs; but,’ as you 
fay, Sir, let your Bounty take a Nap, I will awake it anon. 

| Exit Clown. 
Exter Antonio and Officers. 
Vio. Here comes the Man, Sir, that did refcue me. 
Duke. ‘That Bace of his I do remember well; 
Yet when [ faw it laft, it was befmear’d 
As black as Vulcan, in the fmoak of War: 
A bawbling Veffel was he Captain of, 
For fhallow Draught and Bulk unprizable, 
With which fuch fcathful Grapple did he make, 
With the moft noble Bottom of our Fleet, 
That very Envy, and the Tongue of Lofs 
Cry’d Fame and Honour on him. What’s the matter? 

1 Offic. Orfino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phanix and her Fraught from Candy, 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 

When your young Nephew Titus lott his Leg: 
Here in the Streets, defperate of Shame and State, 
In private Brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindnefs, Sir; drew on my fide, 

But in conclufion put ftrange Speech upon me, 
I know not what ’twas, but Diftraction. 

Duke. Notable Pirate, thou falt Water Thief, 
What foolifh Boldnefs brought thee to their Mercies, 
Whom thou in Terms fo bloody, and fo dear 
Haft made thine Enemies? 

Ant. Orfino: Noble, Sir, 

Be pleas’d, that I fhake off thefe Names you give me : 

Antonio never yet was Thief, or Pirate ; 

Though I confefs, on bafe and groud enough, 

Orfino’s Enemy. A Witchcraft drew me hither: 

That moft ungrateful Boy, there by your Side, 

From the rude Seas enrag’d and foamy Mouth 

Did 
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Did I redeem; a wrack palt Hope he was: 
His Life I pave him, and did thereto add 
My Love without Retention, or Reftraint; 
All this in Dedication, For his Sake, 
Did I expofe my felf (pure for his Love) 
{nto the Danger of this adverfe Town, 
Drew to defend him, when he was befet ; 
Where being apprehended, his falfe Cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in Danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his Acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty Years removed thing, 
While one would wink; deny’d me mine own Purfe, 
Which I had recommended to his ufe, 
Not half an Hour before. 
Vio. How can this be? 
Duke. When came he to thjs Town? 
Ant. To Day, my Lord; and for three Months before, 
No Juterim, not 4 minute’s Vacancy, 
Both Day and Night did we keep Company, 
Exter Olivia and Attendants. 
Duke. Here comes the Countefs; now Heav’n walks on 
Earth ; 
But for thee, Fellow: Fellow, thy Words are Madnefs, 
Three Months this Youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon, Take him afide. 
Oli, What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivig may feem ferviceablee 
Cefario, you do not keep Promife with me, 
Fito. Madam. 
Duke. Gracious Olivia, 
Oli, What do you fay, Cefario? Good my Lord——. 
Vio. My Lord would {peak, my Duty huthes me. 
Oli. If it be ought to the old Tune my Lord, 
It is as fat and fulfome to mine Ear, 
As howling after Mufick. 
Duke. Still fo cruel2 
Of. Still fo conftant, my Lord. 
Duke. What to perverfenefs? you uncivil Lady, 
To whofe ingrate, and unaufpicious Altars, 
My Soul the faithfulPp Offerings have breath’d out 
That eer Devotion tender'd, What fhall I doz 
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Oli. Even what it pleafe my Lord, that fhall become him. 
Duke. Why fhould I not, had I the Heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian Thief, at point of Death 
Kill what I love? a favage Jealoufie, 
That fometime favours nobly ; but hear me this : 
Since you to Non-Regardance caft my Faith, 
And that I partly know the Inftrument 
That {crews me from my true Place in your Favour: 
Live you the Marble-breafted Tyrant ftill. 
But this your Minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by Heav’n, I fwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his Mafter’s Spight. 
Come Boy with me, my Thoughts are ripe in Mifchief: 
I’ll facrifice the Lamb that I do love. 
To fpight a Raven’s Heart within a Dove. 
Vio. And I moft jecond, apt, and willingly, 
To do you Reft a thoufand Deaths would die. 
Oli, Where goes Cefario? 
Vio. After him I love, 
More than I love thefe Eyes, more than my Life, 
More by all mores, than e’er I fhall love Wife. 
If I do feign, you Witnefles above 
Punifh my Life, for tainting of my Love. 
Oli. Ay me, detefted, how am I beguil’d? 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli, Haft thou forgot thy felf? Is it fo long? 
Call forth the holy Father. 
Duke. Come, away. 
Oli. Whither, my Lord? Cefario, Husband, ftay. 
Duke. Husband 2 
Oli. Ay, Husband; can he that deny? 
Duke. Her Husband, Sirrah? 
Vio. No my Lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the Bafenefs of thy Fear, 
That makes thee ftrangle thy Propriety : 
Fear not Ce/ario, take thy Fortunes up, 
Be that thou know’ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ft, 


Enter 


~ 


MD ini a rr eee 
2 
om ew a — 
= 


Se ED 
ts ¥ 


— — =. = 


- “ _ = 
—— _ — s « = = = 


ee a — 
‘ 


ee 
cate — pe + — 
= 5 = ass 


= 
a 


a 
> 


7a res - 


> 
bec as 
a a 


7 
tf] 
4 
a 
uJ 
ii 
ni! 


od 


— 


— 


6 OE BRE 5 OOO eS. OE OO ae oe oe ee ee 


ee = ee ES 


ee eS 
Pee Fi 


= Se 
ee ~ 





%e 20° a 


a ae 


* -- He 


0 OR 65 Te ERE ET 4. OK 


= = ee ee 
= S a * ~~ 
2 a ete 
ns a a 
Fa « 


Poe 


a 


o-> 0—a> p- 2 ow ome 


e-S SA Oe 


— 


— 


3 Oo-S —S o-—. & 





¥ 
/ 
é, 
| 
Hf 
A al 
i 
vi 
4 7 
ae) f 


F 
1+ , 
ak 
{ " 
i] wre i 
- 4 , + 
; : ra} 
14 
+ : Me 
i : a at i 
4 A 
f ? 
{ : wa 
‘ bh ure da 
mt yt! v4 
f ¢ Al 
3 , . 
i : ik 1 
eh 
Fae 
Rink! 
i hey 
ret 
Syiiv f 
Hy 
af a) » " 
Ala __ 
hal 


ane -- - 


eed ot) = Soe = me y 

sai fA 2s 

ate ——— = > 
. ae Sa Bs 


ay aes 
eg 


mod 


= a 
a eee ek ee ee ee oe a a ee A> Ci aS SS ie 


880 Twelfth-Night ; or, 


Enter Prieff. 
© welcome, Father. 
Father, I charge thee by thy Reverence 
Here to unfold, tho’ lately we intended 
To keep in Darknefs, what oceafion now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe; what thou doft know 
Fath newly paft between this Youth and me. 

Pricft. A Contra& of eternal Bond of Love, 
Confirm’d by mutual joinder of your Hands, 
Attefted by the holy clofe of Lips, 

Strengthned by enterchangement of your Rings, 

And all the Ceremony ‘of this Compact 

Szal’d in my Fun@ion, by my T'eftimony: 

Since when, my Watch hath told me, toward my Grave 
I have travell’d but two Hours. 

Duke. O thou diffembling Cub; what wilt thou be 

When Time hath fow'd a erizzel on thy Cafe 2 
Or will not elfe thy Craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own Trip hall be thine overthrow 2 
Farewel, and take her, but dire@ thy Feet, 
Where thou and I, henceforth, may never meet. 

Vio. My Lord, I do proteft——. 

Oli. O do not fwear, 

How little Faith, tho’ thou haft too much Fear. 
Enver Sir Andrew with his Head broke. 

Sir And. For the Love of God a Surgeon, and one pre. 
fently to Sir Toby. 

Oli, What’s the matter 2 

Sir And. Has broke my Head a-crofs, and given Sir Toby 
a bloody Coxcomb too: For the Love of God your help, 
[ had rather than forty Pound I were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew 2 

Sir And. The Count’s Gentleman, one Ce/ario ; we took 
him for a Coward, but he’s the very Devil incarnate, 

Duke. My Gentleman Ce/ario ? 

Sir And, Od’s lifelings, here he is: You broke my Head 
for nothing, and that that I did, I was fet on to do’t by 
Sir Toby. 

Vie. Why do you fpeak to me, I never hurt you: 

You drew your Sword upon me without Caufe, 
But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not, 
Enter 
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Enter Sir ‘Yoby and Clown. 

Sir And. Vf a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
me: I think you fet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here 
comes Sir Toby halting, you fhall hear more; but if he had 
not been in drink, he would haye tickled you other-gates 
than he did. 

Duke. How now, Gentleman? how is’t with you? 

Sir To. That’s ail one, h’as hurt me, and there’s an end 
on’t; Sot, didft thou fee Dick Surgeon, Sot? 

Clo, O he’s drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; his Eyes 
were fet at eight ith’ Morning. 

S.rTo. Then he’s a Rogue after a pafly meafures Pavin: 
I hate a drunken Rogue. 

Ol, Away with him? Who hath made this havock with 
them 2 

Sir And. Vil help you, Sir Toby, becaufe we'll be dreft 
together. 

Sir To, Will you help an Afs-head, and aCoxcomb, anda 
Knave, a thin fac’d Knave, a Gull 2 | Exe.Clo. To. & And. 

Oli, Get him to Bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 

Enter Sebaftian. 

Seb. I am forry, Madam, I have hurt your Kinfman: 
But had it been the Brother of my Blood, 
{ muft have done no lefy with Wit and Safety. 
You throw a ftrange regard upon me, and by that 
[ do perceive it hath offended yon ; 
Pardon me, {weet one, even for the Vows 
We made each other, but fo late ago. 

Duke. One Face, one Voice, one Habit, andtwo Perfons, 
A natural Perfpective, that is, and is not. 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio! 
How have the hours rack’d and tortur’d me, 
Since I have loft thee 2 

Ant. Sebaftian are you 2 

Seb. Fear’{t thou that, Axtonio 2 

“Ant. How have you made Divifion of your felf, 
An Apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than thefe two Creatures. Which is Sebaftian ! 

Oli. Moft wonderful ! 

Seb. Do I ftand there? I never had a Brother : “= 
Nor can there be a Deity in my Nature 
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Of here and every where. I had a Sifter, 
Whom the blind Waves and Surges have devour’d : 
Of Charity, what kin are to you to me? [| 7o Viola, 
What Countryman? what Name? what Parentage 2 
Vio. OF Meffaline ; Sebaftian was my Father, 
Such a Seba/fian was my Brother too: 
So went he fuited to his watery Tomb: 
If Spirits can affume both Form and Suit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. A Spirit I am indeed, 
But am in that Dimenfion grofly clad, 
Which from the Womb I did participate. 
Were you a Woman, as the reft go even, 
I fhould my Tears let fall upon your Cheek, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Fiola. 
Vio. My Father had a Moal upon his Brow. 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
Vio. And dy’d that day when Hola from her Birth 
Had numbred thirteen Years. 
Seb, O that Record is lively in my Soul, 
He finifhed indeed his mortal A@ 
That day that made my Sifter thirteen Years. 
Vio. Lf nothing letts to make us happy both, 
But this my Mafculine ufurp’d Attire; 
Do not Embrace me, ’till each Circumftznce 
Of Place, Time, Fortune, do cohere and jump 
That I am Yiola; which to confirm, 
Pil bring you a Captain in this Town 
Where lye my Maiden Weeds; by whofe gentle help 
t was preferv’d to ferve this Noble Duke. 
All the Occurrence of my Fortune fince 
Fath been between this Lady, and this Lord. 
Seb. So comesit, Lady, you have been miftook: | To Oli. 
But Nature to her Bias drew in that. — 
You would have been contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my Life, deceiv’d, 
You are betroth’d both to a Maid and Man. 
Duke. Be not amaz‘d, right Noble is his Blood: 
If this be fo, as yet the Glafs feems true, 
I fhall have fhare in this moft happy Wreck, 


Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times, {70 Viola. 
Thou 
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Thou never fhould’ft love Woman like to me, 

Vio. And all thofe fayings will I over-fwear, 
And all thofe fwearings keep as true in Soul, 
As doth that orbed Continent, the Fire, 
That fevers Day from Night. 

Duke. Give me thy Hand, 
And let me fee thee in thy Woman’s Weeds. 

Vio. The Captain that did bring me firft on Shore, 
Hath my Maids Garments: He upon fome A@tion 
fs now in Durance, at Adalvolio’s Suit, 
A Gentleman and Follower of my Lady’s, 

Oli. He fhall enlarge him: Fetch AZalvolio hither. 
And yet alas, now I remember me, 

They fay, poor Genth man, he’s much diftra&. 
Enter the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian. 

A moft exacting Frenzy of mine own, 

From my remembrance clearly banifh’d his. 

How does he, Sirrah2 

Clo. Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebad at the Staves end 
as well as a Man in his Cafe may do: H’ashere writ a Letter 
to you, I fhould have given’t you to day Morning. But 
as a mad Man’s Epiftles are no Gofpels, fo it skills not much 
when they are deliver’d. 

Oli. Open’t and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edify’d, when the Fool deli- 
vers the Mad-min By the Lord, Madam. | Reads. 

Oli. How now, art thou mad 2 

Clo. No, Madam, I do but read MadnefS: And your 
Ladyfhip will have it as it ought to be, you muft allow 
VOX. 

Oli. Prethee read it ithy right Wits. 

Clo. So I do, Afadona; but to read his right Wits, is 
to read thus: Therefore perpend, my Princefs, and give 
ear. 

Oli. Read it you, Sirrah. [ 7o Fabian. 

Fab. | Reads.] By the Lord, Aladam, you wrong me, and 
the World fhall know it : Though you have put me into Dark- 
nefs, and given your drunken Coufm Rule over me, yet have IL 
benefit of my Senfes as well as your Ladyfhip. I have your 
own Letter, that induced me to the femblance I put on; with 
the which I doubt not, but to do my felf much Right, or you 
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884 Twelfth-Night 5 or, 


much Shame: Think of me as you pleafe; I leave my Duty a 
Little unthought of, and [peak ont of my Injury. 
The madly us’d AZalvolio. 

Oli, Did he write this 2 

Clo. Ay, Madam. 

Deke. This favours not much of DiftraGtion. 

Ol. See him deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither. 

My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further thought on, 
To think me as well a Sifter, as a Wife, 

One day fhall crown th’Alliance on’t, fo pleafe you; 
Flere at my Houfe, and at my proper Coft. 

Duxe. Madam, I am moft apt t’embrace your offer. 

Your Mafter quits you; and for your Service done him, 
So much againft the Metal of your Sex, | Zo Viola. 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding, 
And fince you call’d me Mafter, for fo long : 
Here is my Hand, you fhall from this time be 
Your Mafter’s Miftrefs. 

Ol. A Sifter, you are the. 

Enter Malvolio, 

Duke. Is this the mad Man? 

Ol, Ay, my Lord, thisfame: how now AZalvolio ? 

Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, 

Notorious wrong. 

Oli. Have I, AZalvolio? No. 

Mal, Lady you have, pray you perufe that Letter. 
You muft not now deny it is your Hand, 

Write from it if you can, in Hand or Phrafe, 
Or fay “tis not your Seal, nor your Invention; 
You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modefty of Honour, 

Why you have given me fuch clear lights of Favour, 
Bad me come fmiling, and crofs-garter’d to you, 
To put on yellow Stockings, and to frown 
Upon ‘Sir Toby, and the lighter People 2 

And acting this in an obedient Hope, 

Why have you fuffer’d me to be imprifon’d, 
Kept in a dark Houfe, vifited by the Prieft, 
And made the moft notorious Geck or Gull 
That e’er Invention plaid on? Tell me why? 


Oli. 
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Oli. Alas, AZalvolio, this is not my Writing, 
Tho’, I confefs, much like the CharaGer: 
But, out of queftion, “tis AZaria’s Hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was fhe 
Firft told me thou waft mad; then cam’ft in {miling, 
And in fuch Forms, which here were prefuppos’d 
Upon thee in the Letter: Prethee be content, 
This practice hath moft threwdly paft upon thee; 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of it, 
Thou fhalt be both the Plaintiff and the Judge 
Of thine own Canfe. 
Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak, 
And let no Quarrel, nor no Braw! to come, 
Taint the Condition of this prefent Hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it fhall not, 
Molt freely I confefs my felf and Toby 
Set this Device againft Azalvolio here, 
Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous Parts 
We had conceiv’d againft him. AZaria writ 
The Letter, at Sir Toby’s great importance, 
in recompence whercof he hath married her. 
How witha fportful Malice it was follow’d, 
May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge, 
If that the Injuries be juftly weigh’d 
That have on both fides paft. 
Oli, Alas, poor Foo]! how have they baffled thee 2 
Clo. Why fome are born Great, fome atchieve Greatnefs, 
and fome have Greatnefs thrown upon them. I was one, 
Sir, in this Interlude, one Sir Tepas, Sir, but that’s all one: 
By the Lord, Fool, I am not mad; but do you remember, 
Madam, why laugh you at fuch a barren Rafcal 2 And you 
{mile not he’s gage’d: And thus the Whirl-gigg of Time 
brings in his Revenges. 
Mal, \ilbe reveng’don the whole pack of you. | Exit. 
Ol, He hath been moft notorioufly abus’d. 
Deke. Purfue him, and entreat him to a Peace: 
Fie hath not told us of the Captain yer; 
When that is known, and golden Time convents, 
A folemn Combination fhall be made 
Of our dear Souls. Mean time, {weet Sifter, 
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We will not part from hence. Cefario come, 

(For fo you fhall be, while you area Man;) 

But when in other Habits you are feen, 

Orfino’s Miftrefs, and his Fancy’s Queen, [ Exeuut. 


Clown fings, 


When that I was and a little rine Bo 2 
With hey, ho, the Wind and the Rain: 
AA foolifh thing was but a Toy, 
For the Rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came to Atan’s Eftate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

'Gainft Knaves and Thieves Aden {hut their Gate, 
for the Rain, &c. 


But when I came at laft to Wive, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

By fwaggering could I never thrive, 
For the Rain, &c. 


But when I came unto my Beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

With Tofpots fill had avunken Heads, 
For the Rain, &c, 


A creat while ago the World begun, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
But that’s all one, our Play is done, 
And we'll ftrive to pleafe you every aay. 
[Exit. 
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ACT. SCE Nes 
SCENE 4J Palace. 


Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 
ARCHIDAMYVS. 


F you fhall chance, Camillo, to vifit Bobe- 
mia, on the like occafion whereon my Ser- 
vices are now. On foot, you fhall fee, as I 
have faid; great difference betwixt our Bo- 
hemia, and your Sicilia, 

Cam. I think, this common Summer, the 
King of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the Vifitation which 
he juftly owes him. 

4rch, Wherein our Entertainment fhall fhame us: We 
will be juftified in our Loves ; for indeed 

Cam. ’Befeech you 

Arch, Verily I {peak it in the freedom of my knowledge; 
we cannot with fuch Magnificence in fo rare I 
know not what to fay We will give you fleepy Drinks, 
that your Senfes (unintelligent of our infufficience) may, 
tho’ they cannot praife us, as little accufe us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what’s given 
freely. 

Arch, Believe me, I {peak as my Underftanding inftru@s 
me, and as mine Honefty puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot fhew himfelf over-kind to Bohemia: 
they were train’d together in their Childhoods; and there 
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890 The Winter's Tale. 


rooted betwixt them then fuch an Affection, which cannot 
chufe but branch now. Since their more mature Digni- 
ties, and Royal Neceflities, made feparation of their Society; 
their Encounters, though not perfonal, have been royally 
attornied with enterchange of Gifts, Letters, loving Em. 
bafhies, that they have feem’d to be together, thot abfent; 
fhook hands, as ovef a vaft Sea, and embrac’d as it were 
from the ends of oppofed Winds. The Heav'ns continue 
their Loves. 

4rch. I think there is not inthe World, either Malice or 
Matter to alterit. You havean un{peakable cemfort of your 
young Prince Adamillius; it is a Gentleman of the ereateft 
promife that ever came into my Note, 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
It is a gallant Child, one that, indeed, Phyficks the Subje&, 
makes old Hearts frefh: They that went on Crutches e’er he 
was born, defire yet their Life to fee him a Man, 

“rch, Would they elfe be content to die 2 

Cam. Yes, if there were no other excufe, why they fhould 
defire to live. 

rch. If the King had no Son, they would defire to live 
on Crutches ’till he had one, [Excunt. 


me EN CE -IL 


Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes, and Camillo. 


Pol. Nine changes of the watry Star hath been 
The Shepherd’s Note, fince we have left our Throne 
Without a Burthen, Time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my Brother, with our Thanks, 
And yet we thould, for Perpetuity, 
Go hence in Debt: And therefore, like 4 Cypher, 
Yet {tanding in rich place, I multiply 
With one, we thank you, many thoufands more, 
That go before it. 

Leo, Stay your Thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that’s to morrow : 

I am queftion’d by my Fears of what may chance; 
Or breed upon our abfence, that may blew 
No fneaping Winds at home, to make us fay, 
This 
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This is put forth too truly: Befides, I have ftay’d 
To tire your Royalty. 

Leo. We are tougher, Brother, 
Than you can put us to’t. 

Pol. No longer ftay. 

Leo. One fev’n night longer. 

Pol. Very footh, to morrow. 

Leo. We'll part the time between’s then: and in that Ill 
no gain-faying. 

Pol. Prefs me not, *befeech you, fo; 

There is no Tongue that moves; none, none ith’ World 
So foon as yours, could win me: fo it fhould now, 
Were there neceflity in your Requeft, altho’ 

*Twere needful I deny’d it. My Affairs 

Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder, 

Were, in your Love, a Whiptome; my ftay, 

To you a Charge and Trouble: To fave both, 
Farewel, our Brother. 

Leo. Tongue-ty’d, our Queen? {peak you. 

Her. 1 had thought, Sir, to have held my peace, until 
You had drawn Oaths from him, not to ftay: You, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are fure 
Allin Bohbemia’s well: ‘This Satisfaction 
The by-gone-day proclaim’d ; fay this to him, 

He’s beat from his beft Ward. 

Leo. Well faid, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to fee his Son, were ftrong ; 
But let him fay fo then, and let him go; 

But let him fwear fo, and he fhall not ftay, 

We'll thwack him hence with Dittafts, 

Yet of your Royal Prefence, I'll adventure | To Polixenes. 
The borrow of a Week. When at Bohemia 

You take my Lord, I'll give him my Commiffion, 

To let him there a Month, behind the Geft 

Prefix’d for’s parting: Yet, good heed, Leontes, 

1 love thee not a jar oth’ Clock behind 

What Lady fhe her Lord. You'll ftay? 

Pol. No, Madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will. 

Pol, I may not verily. 


Her. 
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fer, Verily 2 
iia Fa me off with limber Vows: but T 
® you would feek tunfphere th 'S 4 
Should yet fay, Sir, no going: Verily with Othe 
You fhall not go; a Lady’s verily is 
As potent asa Lord’s. Wil] you go yet ? 
Asie 2 ae you as a Prifoner, 
ot like a Gueft? So you thal] pa oO 
: u 
When you depart, and fave Joke Thanks ed f; 
My Prifoner? or my Gueft 2 by your dread nil Bee 
One of them you fhall be. bot 
Zo Your Gueft then, Madam : 
© be your Prifoner, thould im ort ; 
Which is for me lefs eafie to dosadias peoige 
Phan you to punith. 
A Her. Be be Goaler then, 
ut your kind Hoftefs; come, ['l] i 
Of my Lord’s Tricks and yours, ee Aut 
You were pretty Lordings then 2 , eee 
Pol. We were, fair Queen, 
Two Lads, that thought there 
But fuch a day to morrow, as aay epg 
And to be Boy eternal. 4 
Her, Was not my Lord 
The verier Wag o’th’ two 2 
Pol. We were as twin’d [I ambs id fi 
g DS, th “149 
And bleat the one at th’ other: Wheres — : a 
Was Innocence for Innocence; we knew a mB, 
The Doctrine of ill-doing, no nor dream’d te 
Phat any did: Had we purfu’d that Life 
And our weak Spirits ne’er been higher Seat 
“ab yee Fanon Ee fhould have anfwer'd Heay’ 
Oidly, Not Guilty; the Im 1 ; P 
Hereditary ours. : poltion clear d, 
Her, By this we gather 
You have tript fince, 
- Pol. O oy motft facred Lady 
emptations have fince then been bo , 
n oy 
In thofe unfledg’d days, was my Wife re 
Your precious felf had then not crofs'd the Ey 
Of my young Play-fellow, ae 


Sun, 


ff Her. 


] 
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Her, Grace to boot : 
Of this make no Conclufion, left you fay 
Your Queen and I are Devils. Yet go on, 
Th’ Offences we have made you do, we’ll anfwer, 


If you firft finn’d with us, and that with us 


You did continue Fault; and that you flipt not 
With any but with us, 
Leo. Is he won yet? 
Her. He'll ftay, my Lord. 
Leo. At my Requeft he would not: 
Hermione, my deareft, thou never fpok’ft 
To better Purpofe. 
Fler, Never 
Leo. Never, but once. 
Her. What? have I twice faid well? When was’t before? 
I prethee tell me; Cram’s with Praife, and make’s 
As fat as tame things: One good Deed, dying tonguelefs, 
Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon that. 
Our Praifes are our Wages. You may ride’s 
With one foft Kifs a thoufand Furlongs, e’er 
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th’Goal: 
My laft good Deed was to intreat his ftay; 
What was my firft 2 It has an elder Sifter, 
OrI miftake you: O, would her Name were Grace, 
But once before I fpake to th’ purpofe? when? 
Nay, let me have’t; I long. 
Leo. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed Months had fowr’d themfelves to Death, 
E’er I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clap thy felf, my Love; then didft thou utter, 
I am your’s for ever. 
Her. *Vis Grace indeed. 
Why lo-you now; I have fpoke to th’ purpofe twice ; 
The one for ever earn’d a Royal Husband; 
Th’ other, for fome while a Friend. 
Leo. Too hot, too hot 
To mingle Friendfhip far, is mingling Bloods. 
I have Tremor Cordis on me my Heart dances, 
But not for Joy not Joy This Entertainment 
May a free Face put on; derives a Liberty 
From Heartinefs, from Bounty, fertile Bofom, 





| Afide. 
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And we'll become the Agent; ‘tmay, I grant; 
But to be padling Palms, and pinching Fingers, 
As now they are, and making practis’d Smiles 
As 1n a Looking-Glafs and then to figh, as ’twere 
The Mort o’th’ Deer; oh, that is Entertainment 
My Bofom likes not, nor my Brows—— ALamillins, 
Art thou my Boy 2 
44am. Ay, my good Lord. 
Leo. I fecks! 
Why that’s my Bawcock; what 2 hast fmutch’d thy Nofe? 
They fay itis a Copy out of mine. Come, Captain, 
We muit be neat; not Neat, but cleanly, Captain, 
And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf, 
Are all call’d Neat. Still Virginalling [ Ob/erving Po- 
lixenes and Hermione. 
Upon his Palm——How now, you wanton Calf! 
Art thou my Calf 2 
Mam. Yes, if you will, my Lord. (have 
Leo. Thou want’ft a rough Path, and the Shoots that I 
To be full, like me. Yet they fay we are 
Almoft as like as Egos; Women fay fo, 
That will’ fay any thing; but were they falfe, 
As o’er-dy’d Blacks, as Wind, as Waters ; falfe 
As Dice are to be wifh’d, by one that fixes 
No born *twixt his and mine’; yet were it true, 
To fay this Boy were like me. Come, Sir Page, 
Look on me with your welkin Eye, {weet Villain. 
Moit deareft, my Collop—Can thy Dam2 may’t be——— 
Imagination ! thou doft ftab to th’ Center. 
Thou doft make poffible things not be fo held, 
Communicat’ft with Dreams——how can this be 2 
With what’s unreal, thou coactive art, 
And fellow’ft nothing. Then ’tis very credent, 
Thou may’ft co-join with fomething, and thou doft, 
And that beyond commiffion, and I find it, 
And that to the InfeGion of my Brains, 
And hardning of my Brows, 
Pole What means Sicilia 2 
4Zer. He fomething feems unfetled, 
Pol. How? my Lord? 
Leo. What cheer? how is it with you, my beft Brother 2 
Her. 
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Her. You look as if you held a brow of much diftra@ion. 
Are you moy'd, my Lord? 
Leo. No, in good earneft. 
How fometimes Nature will betray its Folly ! 
It’s Tendernefs! and make it felf a Paftime 
To harder Bofoms! Looking on the Lines 
Of my Boy’s Face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty three Years, and faw my felf unbreech’d, 
In my green Velvet Coat; my Dagger muzzel’d, 
Leit it fhould bite its Mafter, and fo prove, 
As Ornaments oft do, too dangerous ; 
How like, methought, I then was to this Kernel, 
This Squafh, this Gentleman. Mine horeft Friend, 
Will you take Eggs for Mony ? 
Mam. No, my Lord, I'll fight. 
Leo. You will! why happy Man be’s dole. My Brother, 
Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Do feem to be of ours 2 
Pol. If at home, Sir, 
He’s all Exercife, my Mirth, my Matter; 
Now my {worn Friend, and then mine Enemy ; 
My Parafite, my Soldier, States-man, all; 
He makes a Fuly’s day, fhort as December, 
And with his varying Childnefs, cures in me 
Thoughts, that fhould thick my Blood. 
Leo. So ftands this Squire 
Offic’d with me: We two will walk, my Lord, 
And leave you to your graver fteps. Hermione, 
How thou lov’ft us, fhew in our Brother’s welcome ; 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap: 
Next to thy felf, and my young Rover, he’s 
Apparent to my Heart. 
Her. If you would feek us, 
We are yours i’th’ Garden: fhall’s attend you there 2 
Leo. To your own bents difpofe you; you'd be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now, 
Tho’ you perceive me not how I give Line, 
Go to, go to. | Aide, obferving Her. 
How fhe holds up the Neb! the Bill to him! 
And arms her with the boldnefs of a Wife [ Exeunt Po- 
lix. Her. and Attendants, Adanent Leo. Mam, and wee 
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To her allowing Husband. Gone already ! 

Inch thick, Knee deep; o’er Head and Ears a fork’d one. 
Go play, Boy, play Thy Mother plays, and I 

Play too ; but fo difgrac’d a part, whofe [fue 

Will hifs me to my Grave: Contempt and Clamour 
Will be my Knell. Go play, Boy, play There have been, 
Or Iam much deceiv’d, Cuckolds #er now; 

And many a Man there is, even at this prefent, 

Now while I {peak this, holds his Wife by th’ Arm, 
That little thinks fhe has been fluic’d in his abfence, 

And his Pond fifh’d by his next Neighbour, by 

Sir Smile his Neighbour: Nay, there’s comfort in’t, 
Whiles other Men have Gates, and thofe Gates open’d, 
As mine, againft their Will. Should all defpair 

That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Would hang themfelves. Phyfick for’t, there’s none: 

It is a bawdy Planet, that will ftrike 

Where ’tis predominant; and ’tis powerful: think it. 
From Eaft, Weft, North and South, be it concluded, 








| No Barricado for a Belly. Know’t, 
' Te will let in and out the Enemy, 


With Bag and Baggage: Many a thoufand of’s 
Fave the Difeafe, and feel’t mot. How now, Boy 2 

Mam. 1 am like you, they fay. 

Leo. Why, that’s fome comfort. 
What? Camillo there? 

Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 

Leo, Go play, AZamillius, thou’rt an honeft Man: 

| Exit Mamillius. 

Camillo, this great Sir will yet {tay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his Anchor hold, 
When you caft out, it ftill came home, | 

Leo, Didit note it? 

Cam. He would not ftay at your Petitions, made 
His bufinefs more material. 

Leo. Didft perceive it 2 
They're here with me already; Whifp’ring, rounding ; 
Sicilia 1s a fo-forth ; ’tis far gone, 
When I fhall guft it laft. How came’t, Camille, 
That he did itay? = 


Cam. 
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Cam. At the good Queen’s Entreaty. 
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Leo. At the Queen’s be’t: Good fhould be pertinent ; 


But fo it is, it is not, Was this taken 
By any underftanding Pate but thine? 
For the Conceit is foaking, will draw in 
More than the common Blocks, not noted, is’t, 
But of the finer Natures? By fome Severals 
Of Head-piece extraordinary 2 Lower Meffes 
Perchance are to this Bufinefs purblind 2 Say. 
Cam. Bufinefs, my Lord? I think moft underftand 
Bohemia {tays here longer. 
Leo. Ha? 
Cam, Srays here longer. 
Leo. I, but why ? 
Cam. To fatisfie your Highnefs, and the Entreaties 
Of our moft gracious Miftrefs. 
Leo. Satisfie ? 
Th’ Entreaties of your Miftrefs ? Satisfie 2 
Let that fuflice. I have trufted thee, Camillo, 
With all the neareft things to my Heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein, Prieft like, thou 
Fait cleans’d my Bofom: I, from thee departed 
Thy Penitentreform’d; but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy Integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which feems fo. 
Cam. Be it forbid, my Lord. 
Leo. Yo bide upon’t; thou art not honeft; or, 
If thou inclin’ft that way, thou art a Coward, 
hich hoxes Honefty behind, reftraining 
From Courfe requir’d; orelfe thou muft be counted 
A Servant grafted in my ferious Truft, 
And therein negligent; or elfe a Fool, 
That feeft a Game plaid home, the rich Stake drawn, 
And tak’{t it all for Jeft. 
Cam. Ny gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, foolith and fearfu', 
In every one of thefe; no Man is free, 
But that his Negligence, his Folly, Fear, 
Amongft the infinite Doing of the World, 
Sometimes puts forth in your Affairs, my Lord. 
If ever I were wilful negligent, 
Vor. II, F f 
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It was my Folly; if induftrioufly 
I play’d the Fool, it was my Negligence, 
Not weighing wel H th ie End; if ever fearful 
To do athing, where I the Iffue doubted, 
Whereof the Execution did cry out 
Againtt the Non-performance, ‘twas a Fear 
Which oft infects the Wifeft: Thefe, my Lord; 
Are fuch allow’d Infirmities, that Honefty 
Is never free of. But befeech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me know my Trefpafs 
By its own Vifage; if I then deny it, 
*Tis none of mine. 

Leo. Ha’not you feen, Camillo? 
(But that’s paft Doubt ; you have, or your Eye-plafs 
Is thicker than a Cuckold’s Horn) or heard? 
(For toa Vifion fo apparent, Rumour 
Cannot be mute) or Thought? (for Cogitation 
Refides not in that Man, that do’s not think) 
My Wife is flippery ? If sisi wilt, confefs, 
Ox elfe be imr udently N ative, 
To have nor Eyes, nor E: ars, nor Thought, then fay 
My Wife’s a Hol ly Horfe, deferves a Name 
As val as any Flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her Troth-plight: Say't and juftify’t. 

Cam. 1 would not be a Stander-by, to hear 
My Ss oe Miuitrefs clouded fo, without 
My prefent Vengeance taken; *fhrew my Heart, 
You never {pok e what did become you lefs 
Than this, w! hich to reiterate, were Sin 
As deep as dae tho’ true. 

Leo. Is Waifpering nothing ? 
Is leaning Cheek to Check? Is meeting Nofes2 
Kifling with infide Lip? Stopping the Carreer 
Of Lauehter, with a Sigh ? A Note infallible 

Of breaking Honefty : hoi rfing Foot on Foot 2 
Skulking in Corners? withing Clocks more fwift 2 
Hours Minutes? The Noon Midnight ? and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and W at but theirs; theirs only, 
That would unfeen be wicked? Is this nothing ? 
Why then the World, iad all that’s in’t is nothing ; ; 
The covering Sky is nothing ig, Bohemia nothing, 


My 


je 
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My Wife is nothing, nor nothing have thefe Nothinzs, | 
on { 
If this be nothing. 


Cam. Good my Lord, be cur’d 
Of this difeas’d Opinion, and betimes; 
For ’tis moft dangerous, 

Leo. Say it be, ? tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my Lord. 

Leo. It is; you hie, you lie: 
I fay thou heft, Camille, and I hate thee, 
Pronounce hee a grofs Lowt, a mindlefs Slave, 
Or elfe a hovering “Temporize r, that 

Canft with thine Eyes at once fee Good and Evil, 
Inclining tothem both: Were my hens Liver. 
Infe@ed. 1, as her Life, fhe would not live 
The running of one Glafs. 

Cam. Who do’s infe& her 2? 

Leo, Why he that wears her like her Medal, hanging 
About his Neck, Bohemia ; who, if I 
Had Servants true about me, thar 1 bear Eyes 
Lo fee alike mine Honour, as their Profits, 
Their own particular Thrifts. — would do that, 
Which fhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His Cup-bearer,. whom I from meaner Form 
Have bench’d, and rear’d to worfhip, who may’ ft fee 
Plainly, as Heav’n fees Earth, and Bert th fees Heav'n, 
How I am gall’d, thou might’ft be- -{pice a Cup, 
To give mine Enem y a lafting Wink, 
Which Draught to me were Cordial, 

Cam. Sir, my Lord, 
I could do this, and that with no rath Potion; 
But with a lingring Dram, that fhould not work 
Malicioutly, like a Poifors but I cannot 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miftrefs, 
So foveraignly being honourable. 
I have lov’d thee. 

Leo. Make that thy Queftion, and go rot: 
Do’ft think I am fo muddy, fo unfetled, 
To appoint my felf in this Vexation?2 
Sully the Purity and Whitenefs of my Sheets, 
Which to preferve, is Sleep; which being fpotted, 
Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Walps ; : 

Ff 2 Give 
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Give Scafdal to the Blood o’th’ Prince, my Son, 
Wio I do think is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to’t? Would I do this? 
Could Man fo blenché 

Cum. 1 mult believe you, Sir, 
I do, and will fetch off Bohemia fort: 
Provided, that when he’s remov’d, your Highnefs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours-at fart, 
Even ‘for your ‘Son’s fake, and thereby for fealing 
The [Injury of ‘Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms 
Known and ally’d to yours. 

Leo. Thou doft advife me, 
Even fo as I mine own Courfe have fet down: 
V’ll give no Blemifh to her Honour, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 
Go then; and with a Countenance as clear 
As Eriendfhip wears at Feafts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your Queen: I am his Cup-bearer, 


| 


If from me he have wholefome Beveridge, 
Account me not your Servant. 

Leo. This is all. 
Do’t, and thou haft the one half of my Heart ; 
Do't not, thou fplit’ft thine own. 

Cam. V1 do’t, my Lord. 

Leo. 1 willfeem friendly, as thou haft advis'd me. | Exit. 

Cam. O miferable Lady: But for me! 
What Cafe ftand [I in? I muft be the Poifoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my Ground to dot, 
Ts the Obedience to a Matter, one, 
Wh» in Rebellion with himfelf, will have 
All thar are bis, fo too. To this Deed 
Promotion follows, If I could find Example 
Of Thoufands that had itruck anointed Kings, 
And flourifh’d after, Pid nor do’t: But fince 
Nor Brafs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one, 
Let Villany it felf forfwear’t. I mutt 
Forfake the Court: To do’t, or no, is certain 
To mea Break-neck.. Happy Star, reign now. 
Here comes Bobemiae 
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Enter Polixenes, 
Pol. This is ftrange: Methinks 
My Favour here beginsto warp. Not {peak2 
Good Day, Camillo. 
Cam. Hail, moft Royal Sir. 
Pol. What is the News ith’ Court2 
Cam. None rare, my Lord. 
Pol. The King hath on him fuch aCountenance, 
As had he loft fome Province, and a Region 
Lov’d, as he loves himfelf: Even now I met him 
With cuftomary Complement, when he 
Watfting his Eyes to th’ contrary, and falling 
A Lip of much Contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to confider what is Breeding, 
That changes thus his Manners. 
Cam. I dare not know; ny Lord. 
Pol. How, dare not? donot ? Do youknow, and darenot? 
Be intelligent ro me, ’tis thereabouts: 
For to your felf, what do you know, you muft, 
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang’d Complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which fhews me mine chane’d too; for I muft be 
A Party in this Alteration, finding 
My felf thus alter’d with’. 
Cam. There is a Sicknefs 
Which puts fome of us in diftemper; but 
{ cannot name the Difeafe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 
Pol. How caught of me? 
Make me not fighted like the Bafilisk. 
I have look’d on Thoufands, who have fped the better 
By my Regard, but kill’d none fo: Camillo, 
$ you are certainly a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like expediene’d, which no Iefs Adorns 
Our Gentry, than our Parents noble Names, 
In whofe Succefs we are gentle: I befeech you, 
If youknow ought which do’s behove my Knowledge 
T hereof to be inform’d, imprifon’t not 
In ignorant Concealment. 
Cam. I may not an{wer. 
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902 The Winter's Tale. 
Pol. A Sicknefs net of me, and yet I well? 
Y mutt be anfwerd. Dolt ‘tho yu hear, Camillo, 
I conjure thee by all the Parts of Man, 
Which Honour do’s ack ek ages whereet the leaft 
Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
Whar Incidency thou ‘doh eu ae of Harm 
Is creeping toward me; how far off, how near, 


Which way to be prevented, if to be; 
If not, how beft to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I \ will tell you, 
Since I am chare’d in H onour, a and by him 
That I think honourable; therefore mark mg Counfel, 
Which muft be ev’n as {wiftly follow’d a 
I mean to utter it; or both your felf and me, 
Cry loft, and fo good Night. 

Pol. On, good Camillo? 

Cam, Lam appointed to murder you. 

Pol. By whom, Camillo ? 

Cam. By th: King. 

Pol. For ¥ vhat? 
_ Cam, He thinks, nay with all Confidence he fwears, 
As he had feen’t, or been an Inftrument 
To vice you to't, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh then, my si Blood turn 
‘To an infected Gelly, and my 1 Name 
Be yoak’d with his he it_ did betray the beft : 
‘urn then my frefheft Riise to 
A Savour, that may ftrike the dulleft Noftril 
Where I arrive; and my Approach be fhun’d, 
Nay hated too, worfe than the great’ft InfeGtion 
That e’er was heard, or read. 

Cam. Swear his T hou ght over 
By each particular Star in Heav’n, and 
ey all their influences; i may as well 

Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon, 
As or by Oath remove, or Counfel hake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whofe Foundation 
Is pyl’d upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his Body. 

Pol. How fhould this stow? 
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Cam. \ know not; but I am fure ’tis fafer to 
Avoid what’s grown, than queftion how ’tis born, 
If therefore you dare truft my Honeity, 

That lyes inclofed in this Trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn’d, away to Night ; 
Your Followers I will whifper to the Bufinefs, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at feveral Pofterns, 
Clear them o’th’ City. For my felf, Pl put 
My Fortunes to your Service, which are here 
By this Difcovery loft. Be not uncertain, 
For by the Honour of my Parents, I 
Have utter’'d Truth; whichif you feek to prove, 
I dare not ftand by; nor fhall you be fafer 
Than one condemned by the King’s own Mouth : 
Thereon his Execution {worn. 
Pol. I do believe thee; 
I faw his Heart in’s Face. Give me thy Hand; 
Be Pilot to me, and thy Places fhall 
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My People did expect my hence departure 
Two Daysago. This Jealoufie 
Is for a precious Creature; as {he’s rare, 
Maft it be-great; and, as his Perfon’s mighty, 
Mutt it be violent; and, as he do’s conceive, 
He is difhonour’d by a Man, which ever 
Profefs'd to him; Why his Revenges mut 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o’er-fiades me: 
Good Expedition be my Friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queen, part of his Theam; but nothing 
Of his ill-tane Sufpicion. Come, Camillo, 
I will refpe& thee as a Father, if 
Thou bearft my Life off hence. Let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine Authority to command 
The Keys of all the Pofterns: Pleafe your Highnefs 
To take the urgent Hour. Come, Sir, away. [ Exeunt. 
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RASS el SC ENE 2 


Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies. 


Lis paft enduring. 

1 Lady, Come, my gracicus Lord, 
Shall 1 be your Play-fellow2 

Lidia. No, Til none of you. 

1 Lady. Why, my {weet Lord 

Mam. You'll kifs me hard, and {peak tome, as if 
I were a Baby ftill. I love you better. 

2 Lady. And why fo, my Lord? 

Liam. Not for becaufe 
Your Brows are blacker; yet black Brows, they fay, 
Become fome Women beft, fo that there be not 
Loo much Hair there, bur ina Semicircle, 
Ora Half-Moon made with a Pen. 

2 Lady. Who taucht you this 2 

Jam. (earn’d it out of Womens Faces : Pray now, 
What Colour be your Eye-brows? 

1 Lady. Blue, my Lord. 

44am. Nay, that’s a Mock: I have feen a Lady's Nofe 
That has been blue, but not her Eye-brows. 

I Lady. Hark ye, 
The Queen, your Mother, rounds apace: We fhall 
Prefent our Services to a fine new Prince 
One of thefe Days, and then you’ll wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 

2 Lady. She is {pread of late 
Into a goodly Bulk, good Time encounter her, 

Her, What Wifdom ftirs amongit you 2 Come, Sir, now 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us, 
And tell’s a Tale. 

iMam, Merry, or fad, fhal’t be ? 

fer. As merry as you will. 

Mam, A fad Tale’s beft for Winter, 
I have one of Sprights and Goblins, 

Her. Let’s have that, paod Sir, 


Her. AKE the Boy to you; he fo troubles me, 
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Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beft, 
To fright me with your Sprights: You're powerful at it, 
iam. There wasa Man. 
Her. Nay; come fit down; then on, 
Mam, Dwelt by a Church-yard: I will tell it foftly ; 
Yond Crickets fha!l not hear it. 
Her. Come on then, and giv't me in mine Ear. 


Exter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords, 


Leo, Was hemet there? his Train? Camillo with him 2 
Lord. Behind the Tuft of Pines I met them, never 
Saw I Men f{cowr fo on their way: Ley’d them 
Even to their Ships. 
Leo. How bleft am I 
In my juft Cenfure¢ In my true Opinion? 
Alack, for lefler Knowledge, how accurs’d, 
In being fo bleft? There may be in the + GNP 
A. Spi der fteep’d, and one may drink; depart, 
And yet partake no Venom; for his Knowiedge 
Is not infected; but if one prefent 
Th abhorr dIngred fent to his Eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his Sides 
With violent Hefts, I have dru nk, and feen the Spider, 
Camillo was his Help in this, his Pander: 
Thereis a Plot againft my Life, my Crown ; 
All’s true that is ‘miftrufted ; that falfe Villain, By, 
Whom I employ’d, was pre-employ ‘d by him; 4 
He hath difcover’ d my Defign, and I a" 
Remain a pinch’d Thing; yea, a very Trick Be a 
For them to play at will: How came the Pofterns 
So eafily open? 
Lord. By his great Authority, 
Which often have no lefs prevail’d, than fo 
On your Command. 
Leo. I know’t too well. 
Give me the Boy, [am glad you did not nurfe him, 
Though he do’s bear fome Signs of me, yet you 
Have too much Blood in him. 
Her. What ts this 2? Sport? 
Leo. Bear the Boy hence, he fhall not come about her, 
Away with him, and let her fport her felf 
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906 The Winter's Tale. 


With that flie’s big with, for *tis Polixenes 
Has made thee {well thus. 

Her. But U'ld fay he had not ; 
And I'll be fworn you would believe my Saying, 
How e’er you lean to th’ Nayward. 

Leo. You, my Lords, 
Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To fay the is a goodly Lady, and 
The Juftice of your Hearts will thereto add, 
Tis pity fhe’s not honeft: Honourable: 
Praife her but for this her without-door Form, 
Which on my Faith deferves high Speech, and ftraight 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, thefe Petty-brands 
That Calumny doth ufe: Oh I am out, 
That Mercy do’s, for Calumny will fear 
Virtue it feif, thefe Shrugs, thefe Hum’s, and Ha’s, 
When you have faid fhe’s goodly, come between 
E’er you can fay fhe’s honeft: But be’t known, 
From him that has moft Caufe to grieve it fhould be, 
She’s an Adultrefs. 

Her, Should a Villain fay fo, 
The moft replenifh’d Villain in the World, 
He were as much more Villain: You, my Lord, 
Do but miftake. 

Leo. You have miftook, my Lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Which [’ll not call a Creature of thy Place, 
Left Barbarifm, making me the Precedent, 
Should a like Language ufe to all Degrees, 
And mannerly Diftinguifhment leave out, 
Betwixt the Prince and Beggar. I have faid 
She’s an Adultrefs, I have faid with whom: 
More ; She’s a Traitor, and Camillo is 
A Federary with her, and one that knows 
What fhe fhould fhame to know her felf, 
But with her moft vild Principal; that the’s 
A. Bed Swarver, even as bad as thofe 
That Vulgar give bold’{t Titles; ay, and privy 
To this their late Efcape. 

Her. No, by my Life, 
Privy to none of this: How will this erieve you, 

When 
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When you fhall come to clearer Knowledge, that 
You thus have publifh’d me? Gentle, my Lord, 
You fcarce can right me throughly than to fay 
You did miftake. 
Leo. No, if I miftake 
In thofe Foundations which I build upon, 
The Center is not big enough to bear 
A School-boy’s Top. Away with her, to Prifon: 
He who fhall {peak of her, is afar off guilty, 
But that he fpeaks. 
Her, There’s fome ill Planet reigns ; 
I mult be patient, ’till the Heav’ns look 
With an Afpe& more favourable. Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping, as our Sex 
Commonly are, the want of which vain Dew 
Perchance fhall dry your Pities; butI have 
That honourable Grief lode’d here, which burns 
Worfe than Tears drown: ’Befeech you all; my Lords, 
With Thoughts fo qualified as your Charities 
Shall beft inftru@ you, meafure me; and fo 
The King’s Will be perform’d. 
Leo. Shall I be heard 2 
Her. Who is’t that goes with me? Befeech your Highnefs 
My Women may be with me, for you fee 
My Plight requires it. Do not weep, good Fools, 
There is no caufe; when you fhall know your Miftrefs 
Has deferv’d Prifon, then abound in Tears, 
As I come out; this Action I now go on, 
Is for my better Grace. Adieu, my Lord, 
I never wifh’d to fee you forry; now 
I truft I fhall. My Women come, you have leave. 
Leo. Go, do our bidding; hence. 
Lord. Befeech your Highnels call the Queen again, 
“nt. Be certain what you do, Sir, left your Juftice 
Prove Violence, in the which three great ones fuffer, 
Your felf, your Queen, your Son. 
Lord. For her, my Lord, 
I dare my Life lay down, and will do’r, Sir, 
Pleafe you t’ accept it, that the Queen is {potlefs 
Ith’ Eyes of Heav’n, and to you, I mean 
fn this which you accufe her, 
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Ant. If it prove 
She's otherwife, I'll keepmy Stable where 
I lodge my Wife, I’ll go in Couples with her = 
Then when I feel, and fee her, no further truft her ; 
For every Inch of Woman in the World, 
{, every Dram of Woman's Fleth is falfe, 
If fhe be. 

Leo. Hold your Peaces, 

Lord, Good my Lord. 

Ant. It 1s for youwe {peak, not for our felves: 
You are abufed by fome Putter on, 
That will be damn’d for’t; would knew the Villain, 
I would Land-damn him: Be the Honour-flaw’d, 
I have three Daughters; the Eldett is eleven; 
Phe fecond, andthe third, nine; and Sons five; 
ff this prove true, they'll pay for’r. By mine Honour 
Pil geld ’em all: Fourteen they fhall not fee 
To bring fa'fe Generations: They are Co-heirs, 
f had rather glib my felf, than they 
Should not produce fair IfMue. 

Leo. Ceafe, no more: 
You fmell this BufinefS with a Senfe as cold 
AS is a\dead Man’s Nofe; but I do fee’t, and feel’t, 
As you feel doing thus; and fee withal 
The Inftruments that fecl. 

Ant. If it be fo, 
We need no Grave to bury Honefty, 
There’s not a Grain of it, the Face to {weeten 
Of the whole dungy Earth. 

Lee, What? lack I credit 2 

Lord. I badrather you did lack than I, my Lord, 
Upon this Ground; and more it would content me 
To have her Honour true, than your Sufpicion; 
Be blam’d for’r how you might. 

Leo. Why what need we 
Commune with you for this? But rather follow 
Our forceful Inftigation 2 Our Prerogative 
Calls not your Counfels, but our natural Goodnefs 
imparts this; which, if you, or {tupified, 
Or fecming fo, in skill, cannot, or will not 
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Relifh a Truth, Jike us: Inform your felves, 
We need no more of your Advice: The Matter, 
The Lofs, the Gain, the ord’ring on’t, 
Is all properly ours. 

Am. And I with, my Liege, 
You had only in your filent Judgment try’d it, 
Without more Overture, 

Leo. How could that be? 
Either thou art molt ignorant by Age; 
Or thou wert born a Fool. Camillo’s Flight 
Added to their Familiarity, | 
(Which wes as grofs as ever touch’d Conjeture, 
That lack’d Sight only, nought for Approbation, 
But only feeing all other Circumftances 
Made up to th’ Deed) doth pufh on this Proceeding; 
Yet for a greater Confirmation, 
For in an Act of this Importance, "twere 
Moft pitious to be wild, I have difpatch’d in Poft, 
To facred Delphos, to Apollo’s Temple, 
Cleomines ind Deon, whom you know 
Of ftuffd Suthciency: Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whofe fpiritual Counfel had, 
Shall ftop, or fpur me. Have I done well? 

Lord. Well done, my Lord. 

Leo. Tho’ I am fatisfy’d, and need no more 
Thao what I know; yet fhall the Oracle 
Give reft to th’ Minds of others; fuch as he, 
Whofe ignorant Credulity will not 
Come up to th’ Truth. So we have thought it good 
From our free Perfon, fhe fhould be confin’d, 
Left that the Treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 
We are to fpeak in publick; for this Bufinefs 
Will raife us all. 

Ant. To Laughter, as I take it, 


If the good Truth were known. [ Exeunes 
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SE NE Ay. 


Exter Paulina aud a Gentleman. 


Paul. The Keeper of the Prifon, call to him: 
| Exit Gent. 
Let him have the Knowledge whom I am. Good Lady, 
No Court in Exrope is too good for thee; 
W hat doft thou then in Prifon? Now, good Sir, 
You know me, do you not 2 
| Re-enter Gentleman with the Goaler. 
Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much I honour. 
Pau. Pray you then, 
Condu& me to the Queen. 
Goa. I may not, Madam, 
To the contrary I have exprefs Commandment. 
Pan. Here’s a-do to lock up Honefty and Honour from 
Th’ Accefs of gentle Vifitors! Is’t lawful pray you 
To fee the Women? Any of them? Emilia2 
Goa. So pleafe you, Madam, 
To put a-part thefe your Attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 
Pax. I pray you now call her: 
Withdraw your felves. 
Goa. And, Madam, 
I mutt be prefent at your Conference. 
Pan. Well; be it fo: Prethee. 
Enter Emilia 
Here’s {uch a-do to make no Stain a Stain; 
As pafles colouring. Dear Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady? 
Emil, As well as one fo great, and fo forlorn 
May hold together; on her Frights and Griefs, 
Which never tender Lady hath born greater, 
She is, fomething before her Time, deliver’d. 
Pau. A Boy: 
Emil. A Daughter, and a goodly Babe; 
Lufty, and like to live: The Queen receives 
Much Comfort in’t. Says, my poor Prifoner, 
J am innocent as you. 
Pau. I dare be {worn: | Thefe 
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Thefe dangerous, unfafe Lunes i’th’ King, befhrew them, 
He mutft be told on’t, and thall; the Office 
Becomes a Woman beft, 17}! take it upon me, 
If I prove Honey-mouth’d, let my Tongue blifter ; 
And never to my red-look’d Anger be 
The Trumpet any more, Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my beft Obedience to the Queen, 
If fhe dares truft me with her little Babe, 
I'll fhew’t the King, and undertake to be 
Her Advocate to th’ loud’f{. We do not know 
How he may foften at the Sight o’th’ Child: , 
The Silence often of pure Innocence 
Perfuades, when Speaking fails. 
Emil. Mott worthy Madam, 
Your Honour and your Goodnefs is fo evident, 
That your free Undertaking cannot mifs 
A thriving Iffue: There is no Lady living 
So meet for this great Errand; pleafe your Ladythip 
To vifit the next Room, I’ll prefently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moft noble Offer, 
Who but to Day hammered of this Defign, 
But durft not tempt a Minifter of Honour, 
Left the fhould be deny’d. 
Pau. Tell her, Ezilia, 
Til ufe that Tongue I have; if Wit flow from’t, 
As boldnefs from my Bofom, let’t not be doubted 
I fhall do good. 
Emil. Now be you bleft for it : 
I'll to the Queen : Pleafe you come fomething nearer. 
Goa. Madam, if’t pleafe the Queen to fend the Babe, 
I know not what I fhall incur to pafs it, 
Having no Warrant, 
Paw. You need not fear it, Sir, 
The Child was Prifoner to the Womb, and is 
By Law and Procefs of great Nature, thence 
Free’d, and enfranchis’d, not a Party te 
The Anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the Trefpafs of the Queen. 
Goa. I do believe it. 
Pau. Do not you fear; upon mine Honour, I 
Will ftand betwixt you and Danger. | Exennt. 
SCENE 
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2) NOE AG. 


Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and other Attendants, 


Leo. Nor Night, nor Day, no reft; it is but Weaknefs 
To bear the Matter thus; mear Weaknefs, if 
The Caufe were not in Being; part o’th’ Caufe, 
She, th’ Adultrefs; for the Harlot-King 
ti Is quite beyond mine Arm; out of the Blank 

male) And Level of my Brain; Plot-proof; but fhe 

a | I can hook tome: Say that fhe were gone, 

Given to the Fire, a Moiety of my Rett 

Might come to me again. Who's there? 
Enter an Attendant. 

Atten. My Lord. 

Leo. How do’s the Boy? 

4tten, He taok good reft to Night; ’tis hop’d 
His Sicknefs is difcharp’d, 

Leo. To fee his Noblenefs ! 

Conceiving the Difhonour of his Mother, 
He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply, 
Faften’d, and fix’d the Shame on’t in himfelf; 
Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep, 
And down-right languifh’d. Leave me folely ; go, 
See how he fares. Fie, fie, no Thought of him, 
The very Thought of my Revenges that way 
Recoyl upon me; in himfelf too Mighty ; 
Until a Time may ferve, for prefent Vengeance 
Take it on her. Camillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh at me, make their Paftime at my Sorrow; 
They fhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall fhe, within my Power. 

Enter Paulina with a Child, 

Lord, You mutt not enter. 

Pau. Nay rather, good my Lords, be fecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous Paffion more, alas, 

Than the Queen’s Life? A gracious innocent Soul, 
More free than he is jealous, 

Ant. That’s enough. 

Arten. Madam, he hath not flept to Night; commanded 
None fhould come near him. 
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Pau. Not fo hot, good Sir, 
I come tobring him Sleep. Tis fuch as you 
That creep like Shadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needlefs heavings ; fuch as you 
Nourifh the Caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true; 
Honeft, as either, to purge him of that Humour, 
That preffes him from Sleep. 

Leo. What noife there, ho 2 

Pau. Nonoife, my Lord, but needful Conference, 
About fome Gofflips for your Highnefs. 

Leo. How 2 
Away with that audacious Lady. -Antigonus, 
I charg’d thee that fhe fhould not come about me, 
I knew fhe would. 

Ant. 1 told her fo, my Lord, 
On your Difpleafures peril and on mine, 
She fhould not vifit you. 

Leo. What 2 canft not rule her 2 

Paz. From all Difhonefty he can; in this, 
Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing Honour, truft ir, 
He fhall not rule me. 

Ant. La-you now, you hear, 
When fhe will take the Rein, I let her run, 
But fhe’ll not ftumble. 

Paw. Good my Liege, I come 
Ard I befeech you hear me, who profefles 
My felf your loyal Servant, your Phyfician, 
Your moft obedient Counfellor : Yer that dares 
Lefs appear fo, in comforting your Evils, 
Than fuch as moft feem yours. I fay, I come 
From your good Queen. 

Leo. Good Queen ? 

Pan. Good Queen, my Lord, good Queen, 
I fay, good Queen; 
And would, by Combate, make her good, were I 
A Man, the worft about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Pax. Let him that makes but Trifles of his Eyes 
Firft hand me: Qa mine own accord I'll off, 

Vou. II. Gg 
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But Grit, TH domy Errand. The good Queen, 
For the is good, hath brought you forth a Daughter, 
Here ie commends it to your Bleffing. 
| Laying down the Child, 
ae Ou it 
as mankind Witch ! Hence with her, out o’door: 


I am as ignoran it in that as you, 
In fo entit’ling me and no lefs honeft 
‘Than you are m at i: ; which Is enough, Til wa rrant, 
As this World goes, to pafs for honeft, 

ame: Traitors i 
Will you not puth her out 2 Give her the Baftard. [Zo Ant. 
Chou Dotard, thou-art Woma in-tyr’d; unroofted 

y thy Dame Partlet here. Take up the Baftard, 
E “ke cup, Ifay, give’t to the Croan. 

Pau. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy Hands, if thou 
Take’ft up the Princefs, by that forced Bafenefs 
Which he has put upon’. 

L eo. He deads his Wife. 

Pau. Sol would you did: then *twere paft all doubt 
You'ld call your Children yours. 

Leo. A Nett of Traitors ! 

Ant, I am none, by this good Light. 

Pau. Nor I > DOr any 
But one sae here ; and that’s himfelf. For he, 
The facred Honour of himfelf, his Queen's, 
His | hope fal Sons, his Babes betrays to Slander, 
Woaofe Sting is fharper than the Swords ; and will not 
(For as the Cafe now {tands, it 1s a Curfe 
H ¢ cannot be compe i'd to’t ) once remove 
“he Ro rt of his Opin ion, which is rotten 
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Of boundlefs Tongue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
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Aad n OW baits me. Chis Brat is none of mine. 
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Pan. It is yours ; 
And, might we lay th’ old Proverb to your Charge, 
So like you, ’tis the worfe. Behold, my Lords, 
Altho’ the Print be little, the whole Matter 
And Copy of the Father; Eye, Nofe, Lip, 
The trick of ’s Frown, his Forehead, nay, the Valley, 
The pretty Dimples of his Chin, and Cheek, his Smiles, 
The very Mold, and frame of his Fland, Nail, Finger. 
And thou good Goddefs Nature, which haft made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haft 
The ordering of the Mind too, ’mongft all Colours 
No Yellow in’r, left fhe fufpedty as he does, 
Her Children, not her Husbands, 

Leo. A grofs Hag ! 
And Loxel, thou art worthy to be hane’d, 
That wile not flay her Tongue. 

Ant, Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot do that Feat, you'll 
Hardly ofe Subje&. 

Leo. Once m 

Pan, A moft unworthy and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more. 

Leo. W'Jl ha’ thee burnt. 

Pau, I care not; 
It is an Heretick that makés the Fire, 
Not fhe which burns in’t. I’ not cal] you Tyrant 
sut this moft cruel Ufage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more Accufation 
Than your own weak-hine’d Fancy) fometimes favours 
Of Tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, {candalous to the World. 

Leo, On your Allegiance, 
Out of the Chamber with her. Were] 2 Tyrant, 
Where were her Life ? She durft not call me fo, 
If fhe did know me one, Away with her. 

Pau, I pray you do not puth me, I'll be gone. 
Look to your Babe, my Lord, tis yours; ‘fove fend her 
A better guiding Spirit. What need thefe Hands? 
You that are thus fo tender o’er his Follies, 
Will never do him-good, not one of you. 


leave your felf 


lore take her hence, 
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90, fo: Farewel, we are gone. [ Exit 
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Leo. Thou, Traitor, haft fet on thy Wife to this. 
My Child 2 away with’t. Even thou, that haft 
A Heart fo tender o’er it, take it hence, 

And fee it inftantly confum’d with Fire. 

Eventhou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraight: 
Within this hour bring me word tis done; 

And by good Teftimony, or I'll {eize thy Life, 
With what thou elfe call’ ft thine: If thou refufe, 

. And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay fo; 

THE The Baftard-brains with thefe my proper Hands 

qa’ Shall I dath out: Go take it to the Fire, 

For thou fett’ft on thy Wife. 

Mut. 1 did not, Sir: 
Thefe Lords, my noble Fellows, if they pleafe, 
Can clear me in’t, 

Lord. We can, my Royal Liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither, 

Leo. You're Liars all, 

Lords. “Befeech your Highnefs give us better Credit. 
We have always truly ferv'd you, and befeech you 
So to eileem of us: And on our Knees we beg, 

(As Recompence of our dear Services 

Pait, and to come) that you do change this purpofe, 

Which being fo horrible, fo bloody, muft 

Lead on to fome foul Iffue. We all kneel 
Leo. | ama Father for each Wind that blows: 

Shall I live on, to fee this Baftard kneel, 

And call me Father 2 better burn it now, 

Than curfe it then. But be it; let it live: 

Ic fhali not neither. YouSir, come youhither; [Te Ant. 

You that have been fo-tenderly officious 

With Lady Adargery, your Midwife there, 

To fave this Baftard’s Life; for ’tis a Baftard, 

So fure as this Beard’s grey : What will you adventure, 

To fave this Brat’s Life 2 
Ant. Any thing, my Lord, 

That my Ability may undergo, 

And Noblenefs impofe: At leaft thus much; 

I'll pawn the little Blood which I have left, 

To fave the Innocent; any thing poffible. 
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Leo. Xt fhall be poffisle; fwear by this Sword 
Thou wilt perform my biadirg. 

Ant. Y will, my Lord. , 

Leo. Mark and perform it; feeft thou? for the fail 
Of any poiot 10, fhall not only be 
Death to thy felf, but to thy lewd-rongu’d Wife, 
Whem for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female Baftard hence, and that thou bear it 
To fome remote and defart Place, quite out 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it, 
Without much Mercy, to its own Protection, 
And favour of the Climate; as by {range Fortune 
It came to us, I doin Juftice charge thee, 
On thy Soul’s Peri!, and thy Body’s Torture, 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, 
Where Chance may nurfe or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I {wear to do this; tho’a prefent Death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor Babe, 
Some powerful Spirit inftruct the Kites and Ravens 
To be thy Nurfes. Wolves and Bears, they fay, 
(Cafting their Savagenefs afide) have done 
Like offices of Pity. Sir, be profperous 
In more than this Deed does require; and Bleffing, 
Againft this Cruelty, fight on thy fide, 
Poor thing condemn'd to Lofs. | Exit with the Child. 

Leo. No; Hl not rear 
Another’s I flue. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef: Pleafe your Highnefs, Pofts 
From thefe you fent to th’ Oracle, are come 
An hour fince. Cleomines and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hafting to th’ Court. 

Lord. So pleafe you, Sir, their {peed 
Hath been beyond Account, 

Leo. Twenty three days 
They have been abfent: "tis good fpeed; foretels 
The great Apollo fuddenly will haye 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you Lords, 


Summon a Seffion, that we may Arraign 
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Ou r molt lifloyal Lad y; for as fhe hath 
Been publickly accus'd, fo fhall the have 
A juft and open Trial. While the lives 
Ay Heart will be a Burthento me. Leave e; 
ee 


| 
And think upon my Bidding. | Exveunt. 
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unter Cle OPIN Cs AH A Dion, 
Cleo. 8 IE Bes S de il licate, the Air IT ioft f iIwee 


Fertile the le, the Temple much furpa Gn ig 
The common Praife it bears. 
Dioz. I fhall report, 
For moft it ca ught me, the Celeftial Habits, 
Methinks I fo fhould term them, and the Reverence 
OF the grave Wear eis. O, he GachiGee: ; 


How ceremoni lous folemn, and unearthly 
d 


he 
° Oe ae iy 9) ~~ 
Ie was 1th’ Offering! 
. 
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ae Hut ot all, tj} Ec 32 Us rit 


And the Ear-deafning Voice o’th’ Oracle, 
Kin to Fove's Thunder, fo furpris’d my Senfe, 
Bes I was nothing, 

. If th’ Event o’th’ Journey 


feaie as fuccefsful to the Queen (O be’ aay 
As it hath been to u: f rare, pleafant, foe edy 


are, | 


c 


The time is worth the ufe on’t. 
Cleo. Great Ap sigs 

Turn all to th’ beft ! Thefe Proclamations, 

So forcing Faults upon Hermione, 

I little like, 
Dia, The violent ares of it 

Will clear, or end the Bufine efs, when the Oracle, 

Thus b Y “pollo’s great Divine feal’d up, 

Shall the Contents difcover : Some ething rare 

Even then will ruth to Know] edge, Go: ; fieth Horfes, 

And gracious be tke Iflue. | Exeunt, 
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Crake Neds. 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Hermione, as to ber Trial, 
with Paulina and Ladies. 
Leo. This Seflions, to our great Grief, we pronounce, 
Even pufhes ‘gainift our Heart. The Party try’d, 
The Daughter of a Sing our Wife, and one 
Of us too much belov’d, let us be clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, {finge we fo openly 
Proceed in Juftice, which fhall have due Courfe, 
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation. 
Produce the Prifoner. 
Off. It is his Highnefs Pleafure, that the Queen 
Appear in Perfon here in Court. Silence! 
Leo. Read the Indictment. 


Offi. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of 


Sicilia, thou art her oe  accufed Ay ia AVT : as THE L d Oy High lveafon, 


in committing Adultery with Polixenes Ki 7 of Bohemia, ana 


con[piring with Camillo to take away the Li ife of our Sove- 

vaign Lord the King, thy Royal Husband; the Pretence where- 
= P 7 y Re 

of being by Circumftance partly laid open, thos Hermione, ton- 


7 - . 4 iy c= whe id } ‘2 . - 
tv ary to the Faith and Allegiance Of A tr we Subzect, Atal} CORBR@ 


fel and aid them, for their better fafery, to fly away by 
Ni £4 h le 


Her. Since what I am to fay, muft be but thar 
Which contradi&s my Accufatton, and 
The Teftimony on my Part, no other 
But what comes from my felf, it fhall fc boet me 
Lo fay, Not guilty: Mine Integrity 
Being counted Fall hood, fhall, as I exprefs it, 
Be fo receiv’d. But thus, if Powers Divine 
Behold our Human Aétions, as they do, 
{ doubt not then, but Innocence fhall make 
Falfe Accufations blufh, and Tyraon 
Tremble at Patience. You, my Lord, beft know, 
Who leaft will feem to do fo, my paft Life 

Hath been as continent, as chaft, and truc, 
As [ am now unhappy; which is more 
Than Hiftory can pattern, tho’ devis’d, 

G £ 4 And 


> 




























1 aE art -«, a 


ME Fy CIs OE. OS ty Me EE 


~~ RE 


6 ME 4k 45 0 “0 


E- ig ht LG. 


- ae tS = Z ME a. > EA. 2 tags 8st 2 ea. = = . Sp as = _ —— 
; == E - = zZ . = nial = os r = . = —s 3 a - ~- 
: : = a —— = — - =. = x 5 —_s = = = - == =: 

— 2 = = a al a Ps = ee = = = aa = 
—— I + gh = - ~ i a : A. =e Sains = a 
mao Sees 2a ee q 2 - < a ‘ = 3 a = 


Ta a 
+ et m2 


ee te 
x ~ 






a 


4 
é 
f 
: 
& 
4 
4 
| 
a 
: 
I 
t 
i 
i 





220 The Winter's Tale. 


And play’d to take SpeGtators. For behold me, 
A Feliow of the Royal Bed, which owe 
A Moiety of the Throne: A great King’s Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, here {tanding 
To prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore 
Who pleafe to come and hear. For Life, I prize it 
As [ weigh Grief (which I would {pare:) For Honour, 
*Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I ftand for. I appeal 
To your own Confcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your Grace, 
How merited to be fo; fince he came, 
With what encounter fo uncurrent I 
Have ftrain’d t’appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of Honour, or in act, or will, 
That way enclining, hardned be the Hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near’ft of Kin 
Cry fie upon my Grave, 
Leo, I ne’er heard yet 
That any of thofe bolder Vices wanted 
Lefs Impudence to gain-fay what they did, 
Than to perform it firft. 
fler. That is true enough, 
Tho’ "tis a,faying, Sir, not due to me. 
Leo. You will not own it. 
ffer. More than Miftrefs of ; 
What comes to me in name of fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 
With whom I am accus'd, I do confefs 
I lov’d him, as in Honour he requir’d ; 
With fuch a kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady likeme; with a Love, even fuch, 
so and no other, as your felf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both Difobedience and Ingratitude 
To you, and towards your Friends; whofe Love had {poke, 
.ven fince it could foeak, from an Infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracy, 
I know not how it tafts, tho’ it be difh’d 
For me to try how; ali I know of it, 
| Ii, 
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Is, that Camillo was an honeft Man ; 
And why he Jeft your Court, the Gods themfelves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant, 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta’en to do in’s abfence, 

Fler. Sir, 
You {peak a Language that I underftand not ; 
My Life ftands in the level of your Dreams, 
Which. Pll lay down. 

Leo. Your AGions are my Dreams, 
You had a Baftard by Polixenes, 
And I but dream’d it: As you were paft all Shame, 
(Thofe of your Fa& are fo) fo paft all Truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: For as 
Thy Brat hath been caft our, like to it felf, 
No Father owning it, (which is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it) fo thou 
Shalt feel our Juftice, in whofe eafieft Paflage 
Look for no lefs than Death. 

Her. Sir, {pare your Threats; 
The Bug which you would fright me with, I feek: 
To me can Life be no Commodity, 
The Crown and Comfort of my Life, your Favour, 
I do give loft, for I do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went. My fecond Joy; 
And Firft-fruits of my Body, from his Prefence 
I am bari’d like one infectious. My third Comfort, 
Star’d moft unluckily, is from my Breaft 
(The innocent Milk in its moft innotent Mouth) 
Hal’d out to Murder ; my felf on every Poft 
Proclaim’d a Strumpet ; with immodeft Hatred 
The Child-bed Privilege deny’d which ’longs 
To Women of all Fafhion: Laftly, hurried 
Here, to this place, ith’ open Air, before 
I have got ftrength of Limbs. Now, my Liege, 
Tell me what Bleffings I have here alive, 
That I fhould fear to die? Therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this; miftake me not; no Life, 
I prize it not a Straw, but for mine Honour, 


Which I would free: If I thall be condemn’d 
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Upon Surmifes, all Proofs fleeping elfe, 
But what your Jealoufies awake, .F tell you 
Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle : 
Apollo be my Judge. 

Lord. This your Requeft 

Enter Dion and Cleomines, 

Ts altogether juft ; therefore bring forth, 
And in Apollo’s Name, his Oracle. 

fier. The Emperor of Ruffia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughter’s Trial; that he did but fee 
The flatnefs of my Mifery; yet with Eyes 
Of Pity, not Revenge. 

Officer. You here fhall fwear upon the Sword of Juttice, 
That you, Cleomines and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This feal’d-up Oracle, by the hand deliver’d 
Of great -Apollo’s Prieft; and that fince then, 

You have not dar’d to break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the Secrets in’t. 

Cleo. Dion. All this we fwear, 

Leo, Break up the Seals and read. 

Officer. Hermione is Chaff, Polixenes blamele{s, Camillo 
atrue Subject, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, his innocens Babe 
truly begotten, and the King fhall live without an Eleir, if that 
which is loft be not found. 

Lords. Now bleffed be the great Apollo, 

Fler, Praifed. 

Leo. Halt thou read the Truth 2 

Offic. Ay, my Lord, even fo as it is here fet down, 

Leo. There is no Truth at all i’th’ Oracle ; 
The Seffions thall proceed ; this is meer Falfhood. 
Exter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord the King; the King, 

Leo. What is the Bufinefs 2 

Ser. O Sir, I thall be hated to Report it. 

The-Prince your Son, with meer conceit and fear 
Of the Queen’s {peed, is gone, 
Leo. How, gone 2 
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Ser. Is dead. 
Leo. Apollo's angry, and the Heav'ns themfelves 
Do ftrike at my Injuftice. ‘How now there? | Her. faints. 
Pau. This News is mortal to the Queen: Look down 
And fee what Death is doing. 
Leo. Take her hence ; 
Her Heart is but o’er-charg’d; ‘fhe will recover. 
[Exennt Paulina and Laaies with Hermione. 
I have too much believ’d mine own Sufpicion; 
*Befeech you tenderly apply to her 
Some Remedies for Life. ~4pollo, pardon 
My great Prophanefs ’gainft thine Oracle. 
Pil reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaim a Man of Truth, of Mercy) 
For being tranfported by my Jealoufies 
To bloody Thoughts and to Revenge, I chofe 
Camillo for the Minifter, to poifon 
My Friend Polixenes; which had been done, 
But that the good Mind of Camillo tardied 
My fwift command; tho’ I with Death, and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being done; he (moft Human, 
And fill'd with Honour) to my kingly Gueit 
Unclafp'd my Practice, quit his Fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all Uncertainties, himfelf commended, 
No richer than his Honour: How he glifters 
Through my dark Ruft! And how his Piety 
Does my Deeds make the blacker! 
Enter Paulina, 
Pau. Woe the while: 
O cut my Lace, left my Heart, cracking it, 
Break too. 
Lord. What Fit is this, good Lady 2 
Pan. What ftudied Torments, Tyrant, haft for me? 
What Wheels? Racks? Fires? What Flaying? Boiling? 
Burning, 
In Leads or Oils? What old or new Torture 
Muft I receive? whofe very word deferves 


To taft of thy moft worft. Thy Tyranny, 
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(Together working with thy Jealoufies, 

Fancies too weak for Boys, too green and idle 

For Girls of nine) O think what the have done, 
And then run mad indeed; ftark mad: for all 

Thy by-gone Fooleries were but Spices for it. 
That thou betray’dit Polixenes, “twas nothing, 
That did but thew thee, of a Fool, inconftant, 
And damnable ingrateful: Nor was’t m ich, 

Thou would’ft have poifon’d good Camillo’s Honour, 
To have him kill a King: Poor Trefpaffes, 

More monftrous ftanding by : Wherefore I reckon 
The cafting forth to Crows thy Baby-daughter, 
To be, or none, or little; tho’ Devil 

Would have thed Water out of Fire, e’er don’t: 
Nor is’t directly laid-to thee, the Death 

Of the young Prince, whofe honourable Thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the Heart 
That could conceive a grofs and foolith Sire, 
Blemith’d his gracious Dam: This is not, no, 

Laid to thy Anfwer; but the laft: O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry Woe, the Queen, the Queen, 
The fweeteft deareft Creature’s Dead; and Vengeance for’t 
Not drop’d down yet. 

Lord. The higher Powers forbid, 

Pau. I fay the’s dead; I'll fwear't. If Werd, nor Oath 
Prevail not, go and fee: If you can bring 
Tin&ture, or Luftre in her Lip, her Eye, 

Heat outwardly, or Breath within, Pl] ferve you 
As f would do the Gods, Bur, O thou Tyrant! 
Doft not repent thefe things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy Woes can ftir ; therefore betake thee 
To nothing but Defpair. A thoufand Knees, 

Ten thoufand Years together, naked, fafting, 
Upon a barren Mountain, and ftill Winter 

In Storm perpetual, could not move the Gods 

To look that way thou wert. 

Leo. Go on, go on: 

Thos canft not fpeak too much, I have deferv’d 
All Tongues:to talk their bittereft. 
Lord. Say no. more, 
Howe’er the bufinefs goes, you have made fault 
I'ch’ boldnefs of your Speech Pau. 
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Paz. I am forry for’t. 
All faults I make; when I fhall come to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have fhew’d two much 
The Rafhnefs of a Woman ; he is touch’d 
To th’ noble Heart. What’s gone, and what’s paft help, 
Should be paft Grief. Do not receive Affliction 
At my Petition, I befeech you; rather 
Let me be punifh’d, that have minded you 
Of what you fhould forget. Now, good my Liege, 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolifh Woman. 
The Love I bore your Queen (lo, Fool again) 
I'll {peak of her no more, nor of your Children; 
ll not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is loft too. Take your patience to you, 
And Ill fay nothing. 

Leo.. Thou didft fpeak but well, 
When moft the Truth; whichI receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prethee bring me 
To the dead Bodies of my Queen and Son, 
One Grave fhall be for both. Upon them thall 
The Caufes of their Death appear, unto 
Our fhame perpetual; once a day I'll vifit 
The Chappel where they lye, and Tears fhed there 
Shall be my Recreation. So long as Nature 
Will bear up with this Exercife, fo long 
I daily vow.to ufe it. Come and lead me 
To thefe Sorrows. [Exeunt. 


SC EN. & UF 
A defart Country; the Sea at a little diftance. 


Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Mariner. 

nt. Thou art perfe& then, our Ship hath touch’d upon 
The Defarts of Bebemia, 

Mar. Ay, my Lord, and fear 
We have landed in ill time: The Skies look grimly, 
And threaten prefent Blufters. In my Confcience, 
The Heav’ns with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon’s. 


Ant . 
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Ant, Their facred Wills be done; get thee Aboard, 
Look to thy Bark, I’ll not be long before 
[ call upon thee, 
Mar. Make your beft hafte, and go not 
Too far r’th Land ; ’tis liketo be loud Weather. 
Befides, this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon’t, 
Ant. Go thou away. 
Pll follow inftantly. 
Afar. Tam glad at heart 
To be fo rid o’th’ Bufinefs, [ Exit. 
«int. Come, poor Babe; 
[ have heard, but not believ’d, the Spirits o’th’ Dead 
May walk again: if fuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear’d to me laft Night; for ne’er was Dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a Creature, 
Sometimes her Head on one fide, fome another, 
I never fawa Veflel of like Sorrow 
So fill’d, and fo becoming; in pure white Robes, 
Like very Sanctity, the did approach 
My Cabbin where lay; thrice bow’d before me, 
And, gafping to begin fome Speech, her Eyes 
Eecame two Spouts ; the fury {pent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good Antigonus, 
Since Fate, againft thy better Difpofition, 
Hath made thy Perfon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor Babe, according to thine Oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
here weep, and leave it crying; and for the Babe 
Ys counted loft for ever ever, Perdita 
I prethee cali’t. For this ungentle bufinefs 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’er fhalt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina more. And fo, with fhrieks, 
She melted into Air. Affrighted much, 
I did in time colle& my felf, and thought 
This was fo, and no flumber: Dreams are Toys, 
Yet for this once, yea fuperftitioufly, 
I will be fquar’d by this. I do believe 
Hermione hath fuffer’d Death, and that 
Apolla would, this being indeed the Iffue 
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Of King Polixenes, it. fhould here be laid, 
Either tor Life or Death, upon the Earth 
Of its right Father. Bloffom, fpeed thee well, 
[ Laying down the Child. 
There lye, and there thy CharaGter: There thefe, 
Which may, if Fortune pleafe, both breed thee, Pretty one, 
And ftill reft thine. The Storm begins, poor Wretch, 
That for thy Mother’s fault, art thus expos’d 
To lofs, and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 
But my Heart bleeds: and moft accurft am I 
To be by Oath enjoin’d to this. Farewel. 
The Day frowns more and more; thou art like to have 
A lullaby too rough: I never faw 
The Heav’ns fo dim by Day. A favage Clamour! 
Well may I get aboard: This is the Chace, 
I am gone for ever. [Exit purfued by a Bear. 
Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep. I would there were no Age between ten and three 
and twenty, or that Youth would fleep out the reft : For 
there is nothing, in the between, but getting, Wenches 
with Child, wronging the Ancientry, ftealing, fighting-—— 
Hark you now——-would any but thefe boil’d Brains of nine- 
teen, and two and twenty, Hunt this Weather? They have 
{car’d away two of my beft Sheep, which I fear the Wolf 
will fooner find thanthe Mafter ; if any where I have them, 
tis by the Sea-fide, brouzing of Ivy. Goodluck, and’t be 
the will, what have we here 2 | Taking up the Child. | Mercy 
on’s, a Barn! avery pretty Barn! a Boy or a Child, I won- 
der! apretty one, a very pretty one, furefome’fcape: Tho” 
Tam not Bookifh, yet I canread Waiting-Gentlewoman in the 
*fcape. This has been fome Stair-work, fome Trunk-work, 
fome behind-door-work : They were warmer that got this, 
than the poor thingis here, Ill take it up for pity, yet I'll 
tarry ’tillmy Son come: Hehollow’d butevennow. Whoa, 
ho-hoa. 

Enter Clown, 

Clo. Hilloa, loa. 

Shep. What, art fo near? Ifthou’lt fee a thing to talk on 
when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What ailft 
thou, Man 2 

Clo. 
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Clo, I have feen two fuch fights, by Sea and by Land; 
but Lam not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the Sky, be. 
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a Bodkin’s 

oint. 

Shep. Why, Boy, how is it2 

Clo. I would you did but fee how it chafes, how it 
rages, how it takes up the Shore; but that’s not to the 
point; Oh the molt piteous cry of the poor Souls, fome- 
times to fee ’em, and not to fee ’em: Now the Ship boar- 
ing the Moon with her Main-maft, and anon {wallow’d 
with Yeft and Froth, as you’ld thruft a Cork into a Hogf- 
head. And then for the Land-fervice, to fee how the Bear 
tore out his Shoulder-bone, how he cry’d to me for help, 
and faid his Name was “dntigonns, a Nobleman. But to 
make an end of the Ship, to fee how the Sea flap-dragon’d 
it, But firft, how the poor Souls roar’d, and the Sea 
mock’d them. And how the poor Gentleman roar’d, and 
the Bear mock’d him, both roaring louder than the Sea, or 
Weather. 

Shep. Nameof Mercy, when was this, Boy? 

Clo, Now, now, I have not winked fince I faw thefe 
fights, the Men are not cold under Water, nor the Bear 
half dined on the Gentleman; he’s at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have help’d the old 
Man. 

Clo. I would you had been by the Ship-fide, to have 
helped her, there your Charity would have lack’d footing, 

Shep. Heavy Matters, heavy Matters; but look thee 
here, Boy. Now blefs thy felf; thou meet’{t with things 
dying, I with things new born. Hereis a fight for thee ; 
Look thee, a Bearing-cloath for ‘a Squire’s Child ! Look 
thee here, take up, take up, Boy, open’t, fo, let’s fee, it 
was told me I fhould.be rich by the Fairies. This is fome 
Changling; open’t, what is within, Boy? 

Clo. You're a mad old Man; If the Sins of your 
Youth are forgiven you, you are well to live. Gold, all 
Gold. 

Shep. This is Fairy Gold, Boy, and twill prove fo. Up 
with't, keep it clofe: Home, home, the next way. We 
are lucky, Boy, and to be fo ftil] requires nothing but Se- 

crefic. 
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crefie. Let my Sheep go: Come, good Boy, the next 
way home. 

Cl. Go you the next way with your Findings, I'll go 
fee if the Bear be gone from the Gentleman, and how much 
he hath eaten: They are never Curft, but when they are 
hungry: If there be any of him left, I'll bury it. 

Shep. That’s a good Deed; if thou may’ft difce n by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th’ fighe 
of him. 

Clo. Marry will I, and you fhall help to put him th’ 
Ground. 

Shep. °Tis a lucky Day, Boy, and we'll do good Deeds 
on’t. | Execunt. 


sha eer 


AMS IV. SoS ES Ne 








Enter Time, The Chorus. 


Time.] That pleafe fome, try all, both Joy and Terror 
Of good and bad, that make and unfold Error : 
Now take upon me, in the Name of Time, 
Toufe my Wings. Impute it nota Crime 
To me, or my f{wift Paflage, that I flide 
O’er fixteen Years, and leave the growth untry’d 
Of that wide gap; fince it is in my power 
To o’erthrow Law, and in one felt-born hour 
To plant, and o’er-whelm Cuftom. Let me pafs 
The fame I am, e’er ancient’{t Order was, 
Or what is now receiv’d. I witnefs to 
The times that brought them in, fo fhall I do 
To the frefheft things now reigning, and make ftale 
Th’ gliftering of this prefent, as my Tale 
Now feems to it: Your Patience this allowing, 
I turn my Glafs, and give my Scene fuch growing 
As you had flept between. Leontes leaving 
Th’ Effeats of his fond Jealoufies, fo grieving 
T hat he fhuts up himfelf; imagine me, 
Gentle Speétators, that I now may be 
Vou. Ii. Hh In 
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In fair Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mention here a Son o’th’ King’s, which Florizel 

I now name to you, and with {peed fo pace 

To {peak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

Equal with wondring. What of her enfues, 

I hft not Prophefie: But let Time’s News 

Be known when ‘tis brought forth. A Shepherd’s Daughter, 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is th’ Argument of Time; of this allow, 

If ever you have {pent Time worfe, e’er now : 

If never, yet that Time himfelf doth fay; 

He wifhes earneftly, you never may. | Exit. 


oi ye ee age eg § 


Exter Polixenes and Camillo, 


Pol. I praythee, good Camillo, be no more importunate; 
tis a Sicknefs denying thee any thing, a Death to grant 
this. 

Cam. Xt is fifteen Years fince I faw my Country; though 
I have, .for the moft part, being aired Abroad, I defire to 
lay my Bones there. Befides, the penitent King, my Ma- 
fier, hath fent forme, to whofe feeling Sorrows I might be 
fome allay, or I oerween to thirk fo, which is another Spur 
to my departure. 

Pol. As thou lov ft me, Camilla, wipe not out the reft 
of thy Services, by leaving me now; the need I have of 
thee, thine own Goodnefs hath made: Better not to have 
had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou having made me 
Bufinefs, which none, without thee, can fufficiently ma- 
nage, muft either {tay to execute them thy felf, or take 
away with thee the very Services thou haft done; which 
if I have not enough confidered, as too much I cannot, 
to be mere thankful to thee fhall be my ftudy, and my 
profit therein, the heaping Friendfhips. Of that fatal 
Country Sicilia, prethee {peak no. more, whofe very na- 
ming punifhes me with the remembrance of that Penj- 
tent, as thou call’{t him, and reconciled King my Bro- 
ther, whofe lofs of his moft Precious Queen and Chil- 
| dren, 


E> Oa C- Be O- sr BSS SB ee ogy, 





The Winter's Tale. 931 


dren, are even now to be afrefh lamented. Say to me, 
when faw’ft thou the Prince Florizel my Son 2? Kings 
are no lefs unhappy, their Iffue not being gracious, than 
they are in lofing them, when they have approved their 
Virtues, 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I faw the Prince; what 
his happier Affairs may be, are to me unknown: but I have 
(miflingly) noted, he is of late much retired from Court, 
and is lefs frequent to his Princely Exercifes than formerly 
he hath appear’d. 

Pol. I have confider’d fo much, Camillo, and with fome 
care fo far, that I have Eyes under iny Service, which 
look upon his removednefs; from whom I have this Intel- 
ligence, that he is feldom from the Houfe of a moft homely 
Shepherd; a Man, they fay, that from very nothing, and 
beyond the Imagination of his Neighbours, is grown into 
an unfpeakable Eftate. 

Cam. I have heard, Sir, of fuch a Man, who hath a 
Daughter of moft rare Note ; the Report of her is extend- 
ed more, than can be thought to begin from fuch a Cot- 
tage. 

Pol. That’s likewife part of my Intelligence; but, I 
fear, the Angle that plucks our Son thither. Thou thale 
accompany us to the place, where we will (not appear- 
ing what we are) have fome queftion with the Shep- 
herd ; from whofe Simplicity, I think it not uneafie to get 
the caufe of my Son’s refort thither. Prethee be my pre- 
fent Partner in this bufinefs, and lay afide the thoughts of 
Sicilia. 

Cam. \ willingly obey your Command. 

Pol. My belt Camillo, we muft Difguife our felves. 

| Exeunt. 


$42 6.N-E° 3G 


Enter Autolicus /xging. 


When Daffadils begin to Peer, 
With heigh the Doxy over the dale, 
Why then comes in the [weet oth’ Year : 
For the red Blood reigns in the Winter's pale. 


Hh 2 
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The white Sheet bleaching on the Hedge, 

Vth hey the faveet Birds, O how they fing + 
Doth [et my pug ging Tocth an edge, 

For a quart of Ale is a difh for a King. 


The Lark with Tirra lyra chaunts, 
With hey, with hey the Thrufb and the Lay: 
Are Summer Songs for me and my Aunts, 
While we lye tumbling in the fay. 


I have ferved Prince Florizel, and in my time wore three 
Pile, but now I am out of Service. 


But fball I go mourn for that, my Dear, 
The pale Adoon fhines by Night : 
“And when I wander here and there, 


Ll then do moft go right. 


If Tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the Sow-skin Budget, 

Then my Account I well may give, 
ind in the Stocks avouch it. 


My Trathck is Sheets; when the Kite builds, look to lef 
fer Linen. My. Father nam’d me Azatolicus, who being, 
as I am, litter’d under Afercury, was hkewife a Snapper- 
up of unconfider’d Trifles: With Die and Drab, I pur- 
chasd Caparifon, and my Revenue is the filly Cheat. 
Gallows, and Knock, are too powerful on the High- 
way, Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For the 
Life to come, I fleep out the thought of ir. A Prize! a 
Prize ! 
Enter Cloom. 

Clo, Let me fee, every cleven Weather Tods, every Tod 
yields Pound and odd Shillings : Fifteen hundred thorn, 
what comes the Woo!) to2 

Aut, \f the fprindge hold, the Cock’s mine. | Afide. 

Clo, I cannot doit without Compters. Let me fee, what 
am I to buy for our Sheep-fhearing-Feaft 2 Three Pound 
of Sugar, five Pound of Currants, Rice——What will this 
Sifter of mine do with Rice? But my Father hath made 

her 
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her Miftrefs of the Feaft, and the lays it on. She hath 


made -me four and twenty Nofe-gays for\the Shearers; three- 
Man-Song-men, al}, and very good ones, but they are molt 
of them, Mean and Bafes; but one Puritan among then, 
and he fings Pfalms to Horn-Pipes. I muft have Saffron to 
colour the Wardens Pies, Mace Dates-- none that’s 
out of my Note: Nutmegs, feven; a Race or twoef Ginger, 
but that I may beg: Four Pound of Pruns, and as many of 
Rafins oth’ Sun. 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born. | Groveling on the Ground. 

Clo. Vth’ name of me 

Aut, Oh help me, help me: Pluck but off thefe Rags, 
and then Death, Death-—— 

Clo. Alack, poor Soul, thou haft need of more Rags to 
lay on thee, rather than have thefe off. 

Aut. Oh, Sir, the loathfomnefs of them offends me, move 
than the ftripes-I have receiv’d, which are mighty ones, 
and millions. ; 

Clo. Alas, poor Man! a million of beating may come to 
a great matter. 

Aut. 1 am robb’d, Sir, and beaten; my Mony and Ap- 
parel ta’en from me, and thele deteftable Things put upon 
me. 

Clo. What, by a Horfe-man, or a Foot-man¢ 

Aut. A Foot-man, {weet Sir, a Foot-man. 

Glo. Indeed, he fhould be a Foot-man, by the Garments 
he has left with thee; if this bea Horfe-man’s Coat, it hath 
feen very hot Service. Lend me thy hand, Ill help thee. 
Come, lend me thy hand, | Helping him up 

Ant. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh! 

Clo. Ala‘, poor Soul. 

Aut. Oh good Sir, foftly, good Sir: I fear, Sir, my 
Shoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now? canft ftand ? 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, foftly; you ha’ dore 
mea charitable Office. 

Cle. Doft lack any Mony ? I have a little Mony for 
thee. 

Aut. No, good {weet Sir: No, I befeech you, Sir; I 
have a Kinfman not paft three quarters of a Mile hence, unto 
Hh 3 whan 
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? 
whom I was going; I fhall there have Morry, or any thing 
EF want: Offer me no Mony, I pray you, that kills my 
Heart. 

Clo, What manner of Fellow was he that robb’d 
you 2 
- Ant. A Fellow, Sir, that I have known to go about 
with Trol-my-dames: I knew him once a_ Servant 
of the Prince; I, cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 
Virtues it was, but he was certainly Whip’d out of the 
Court, 

Clo. His Vices you would fay; there’s no Virtue whip’d 
out of the Court ; they cherifh it to make it ftay there, 
and yet it will no more but abide. 

Aut. Vices t would fay, Sir. I know this Man well, he 
hath been fince an Ape-bearer, then, a Procefs-ferver, 
Bailiff; then he compaft a Motion of the Prodigal Son, 
and married a Tinker’s Wife, within a Mile where my 
Land and Living lyes; and, having flown over many kna- 
vith Profeffions, he fettled only in Rogue ; fome call him 
MAxutolicus. 

Clo, Out upon him; Prig! for my Life Prig ; he haunts 
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-baiting. 

Aut. Very true; Sir; he, Sir, he; that’s the Rogue that 
put me into this Apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia; if 
you had but look’d big, and fpit at him, held have 
run. 

Aut, I muft confefs to you, Sir, I am no fighter; I am 
falfe of Heart that way, and that he knew I warrant 
him. 

Clo. How do you do now ? 

<44t, Sweet Sir, much better than I was; I can ftand, 
and walk; I will even take my leave of you, and.pace foft. 
ly towards my Kinfman’s. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way 2 

fut. No, good fac’d Sir; no, fweet Sir, 

_ Clo. Then iarewel, I muft go and buy Spices for our 
Sheep-fhearing, [ Exit. 
int, Profper you, fweet Sir. Your Purfe is not hot 
enough to purchafe your Spice, I'll be with you at your 
| Shegp- 
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Sheep-fhearing too: If I make not this Cheat bring out ano- 
ther, and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me be unrol’d, and 
my Name put in the Book ot Virtue, 


SON G, 


Fog on, Fog on, the foct-path way, 


And merrily hent the Stile-a. 
AA merry Heart goes all the day, 
Your {ad tires in a Mile-a. [ Exit. 


SS Oe ae ee SS aS 


Enter, Florizel and Perdita. 


Flo. Thefe your unufwal Weeds, to each part of you 
Does give a Life: No Shepherdefs but Flora, 
Peering in April's fiont. “This your Sheep-fhearing, 
Is as a merry meeting of the petty Gods, 

And you the Queen ont. 

Per. Sir; my gracious Lord, 

To chide at your extreams, it not becomes me: 
Oh pardon, that I name them: Your high felf, 

The gracious mark o’th’ Land, you have obfcur’d 

With 2 Swain’s wearing; and me, poor lowly Maid, 
Mott Goddefs-like prank’d up. Butthat our Featts, 

In every Mefs, have Folly; and the Feeders 

Digeft ic with a Cuftom, I fhould bluth 

To fee you fo attir'd ; fworn, I think, 

To thew my felf a Glafs. 

Flo, I blefs the time 
When my good Falcon made her flight a-crofs 
Thy Father’s Ground. | 

Per. Now Fove afford you caufe ; 

To me the difference forges dread, your Greatnefs 
Hath not been us’d to Fear; even now I tremble 
To think your Father, by fome accident, 

Should pafs this way, as you did: Oh the Fates, 
How would he look to fee his work, fo noble, 


Vildly bound up! What would he fay! Or how 
Hhs Should 
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Should I, in thefe my borrow’d Flaunts, behold 
The fternnefs of his Prefence 2 
Fle. Apprehend 
Nothing but Jollity: The Gods themfelves, 
Humbling their Deities to Love, have taken 
The Shapes of Beafts upon them. Fupiter 
Became a Bull, and bellow’d; the green Neptune 
A Ram, and bleated ; and the Fire-rob’d God, 
Golden pollo, a poor humble Swain, 
As I feem now. Their Transformations, 
Were never for a piece of Beauty rarer, 
Nor ina way fo chaft: Since my Defires 
Run not before mine Honour, nor my Lufts 
Burn hotter than my Faith. 
Per, O but, dear Sir, 
Your Refolution cannot hold, when tis 
Oppos'd, as it mutt be, by th’ Power of the King. 
One of thefe two mutt be Neceffities, 
Which then will{peak, that you mult change this purpofe, 
Or I my Life. 
fle. Thou deareft Perdita, 
With thef forc’d Thoughts I prethee darken not 
The Mirth o’th’ Feaft; or I'll be thine, my Fair, 
Or not my Father’s. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am moft conftant, 
Tho’ Deftiny fay no. Be merry, gentle, 
Strangle fuch Thoughts as thefe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your Guefts are coming ; 
Lift up you Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have fworn thal come. 
Per. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you aufpicious. 
Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopfa, Dorcas, Servants; with Po- 
lixenes and Camillo difguis’d. 
Flo, See, your Guefts approach; 
Addrefs your felf to entertain them {prightly 
And let’s be red with Mirth. 
Shep. Fie, Daughter ; when my old Wife liv’d, upon 
This 
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This day fhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, it 


Both Dame and Servant ; welcomd all, ferv’d all; 
Would fing her Song, and dance her turn; .now here 
At upper end o’th’ Table, now i’th middle; 
On his Shoulder, and his; her Face o’fire 
With Labour; and the things fhe took to quenchit 
She would to each one fip. You are retired, 
As if you were a feafted one; and not 
The Hoftefs of the meeting: Pray you bid 
Thefe unknown Friends to’s welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more known. 
Come, quench your Blufhes, and prefent your felf 
That which youare, Miftrefs o’th’ Feaft. Comeon, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-fhearing, 
As your good Flock fhall profper. 

Per. Sirs, welcome. [ ToPolix. and Cam; 
It is my Father’s Will, I fhould take on me 
The Hoftefsthip o’th’ Day, you’re welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thofe Flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there’s Rofemary, and Rue, thefe keep 
Seeming and Savour all the Winter long : 
Grace and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing, 

Pol. Shepherdefs, 
A fair one are you, well you fit our Ages 
With Flowers of Winter. 

Per. Sir, the Year growing ancient, 
Nor yeton Summer's Death, nor on the Birth 
Of trembling Winter, the faireft Flowers o’th’ Seafon 
Are our Carnations, and ftreak’d Gillyflowers, 
Which fome call Nature’s Baftards, of that kind 
Our ruftick Garden’s barren, and I care not 
To get flips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle Maiden, 
Do you negle& them ¢ 

Per, For I have heard it faid, 
There is an Art, which in their pidenefs fhares 
With great creating-Nature, 

Pol. Say there be, 
Yet Nature is made better by no mean, 


But 
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But Nature makes that mean; fo over that Art, 
Which you fay adds to Nature is an Art 
That Nature makes; you fee, fweet Maid, we marry 
A gentler Sien to the wildeft Stock, | 
And make conceive a Bark of bafer kind 
By Bud of Nobler Race. This is an Art 
Which does mend Nature; Change it rather; but 
The Art it felf is Nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Gillyflowers, 
And do not call them Baftards. 

Per. Vil not put 
The Dible in Earth, to fet one flip of them: 
No more than were I Painted, I would with 
This Youth fhould fay *twere well; and only therefore 
Defire to breed by me. Here’s Flowers for you; 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Matjoram, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to Bed with th’ Sun, 
And with him rifes, weeping: Thefe are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and, I think, they are given 
To Men of middle Age. Y’are welcome. 

Cam. I fhould leave grazing, were I of your Flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Qut alas; 
You'ld be fo lean, that blafts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now, my faireft 

Friends, 
I would I had fome Flowers o’th’ Spring, that might 
Become your time of day; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proferpina, 
For the Flowers now, that, frighted, thou let’ft fall 
From Diffes Waggon: Daffadils, 
‘hat come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The Winds of AZarch with Beauty; Violets, dim, 
But fweeter than the Lids of Fxuo’s Eyes, 
Or Cytherea's Breath; pale Prim-rofes, 
That die unmarried, e’er they can behold 
Bright Phebus in his Strength, a Malady 
Mott incident to Maids; bold Oxlips, and 
The 
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The Crown-Imperial; Lillies of all kinds, 
The Flower-de-Lis being one. O thefe I lack 
To make you Garlands of, and my fweet Friend 
To ftrew him o’er ando’er, 
Flo. What ¢ like a Coarfe? 
Per. No, = a Ban ik, for Love to lye and play on: 
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Not like a Coarfe ; or if, not to be buried, 
But quick, nd Sy mine er. Come, take your Flowers, 
Methinks I play as I have feen them do 


In Whitt yn Paftorais: Sure this Robe of mine 
Does change my Difpofition. 
Filo, Whit you do, 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, Sweet, 
Vii a you do it ever ; when you Gog 1e, 
I'll have you buy and fell fo; fo give Alms; 
Pray fo; and for the ord’ring yo a Affairs, 
To fing them too. W hen you do Dance, I wifh you 
A Wave o’th’ Sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move {til}, fill fo, 
And own no brhies Function, Each your doing, 
So fingular in each parece 
Crowns what you are doing in the prefent Deeds, 
That all your Ads are Queens. 
Per. O Doriceles, 
Your Praifes are too large; but that your Youth 
And the true Blood which peeps foith fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unflain’d Shepherd, 
With Wifdom, I might fear, my Doricles, 
You wood me the falfe way. 

Flo, I think you have 
As little Skill to fear, as I have purpofe 
To put you to’t. But come, our Dance I pray; 
Your Hand, my Perdita; fo Turtles pair 
That never mean to part, 

Per. Vil {wear for ’em. 

Pol. This is the prettieft low-born Lafs, that ever 
Ran on the green-ford; nothing fhe does, or feems, 
But fmacks of fomething greater than her felf, 

Too noble for this place. 
Cam. He tells her fomething 
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That makes her Blood look on’t: Good footh fhe is 
The Queen of Curds and Cream. 

Clo. Come on, ftrike up, 

Der. Adopfa mutt be your Miftrefs ; marry Garlick to 
mend her kiffing with. 

op. Now in good time. 

Clo. Not a word, a word, we ftand upon our Manners, 
Come ftrike up. 

flere a Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeffes. 

Pol. Pray, good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this 
Which Dances with your Daughter 2 

Shep. They call him Doricles, and he boafts himfelf 
To have a worthy Feeding; but I have it 
Upon his own Report, and I believe it - 

He looks like footh; he fays he loves my Daughter, 
I think fo too; for never gaz’d the Moon 

Upon the Water, as he’ll fland and read 

As’twere my Daughter’s Eyes: And, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a Kifs to chufe 

Who loves another bef, 

Pol. She Dances featly, 

Shep. So the does any thing, tho’ I report ié 
That fhould be filent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, the thall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of, 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. O Matter, if you did but hear the Pedler at the 
Daor, you would never Dance again after a Tabor and 
Pipe: No, the Bag-pipe could not move you; he fings fee 
veral Tunes fafter than you'll tell Mony ; he utters them 
as he had eaten Ballads, and all Mens Ears grew to his 
Tunes. 

Clo. He could never come better; he thall come in; I 
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful Matter 
merrily fet down; or a very pleafant thing indeed, and fung 
Jamentably. 

Ser. He hath Songs for Man or Woman of all Sizes; 
no Milliner can fo ft his Cuftomers with Gloves: He has 
the prettielt Love-fongs for Maids, {o without Bawdry, 
(which is ftrange) with fuch delicate burthens of Dildos 

and 
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and Fadings: Jump her and thump her; and where fome 
ftretch-mouth’d Rafcal would, as it were, mean mifchief, 
and bresk a foul gap into the matter, he makes the Maid to 
anfwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good A4an; puts him off, 
flights him, with Whoop, do me no harm, good Man. 

Pol. This isa brave Fellow. 

Clo. Believe m2, thou talkeft of an admirable conceited 
Fellow, has he any unbraided Wares ? 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the Colours ith’ Rainbow ; 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bohemia can learnedly 
handle, tho’ they come to him by the grofs : Inkles, Cad- 
diffes, Cambricks, Lawns; why he fings ’em over, as they 
were Gods or Goddeffes; you would think a Smock were a 
She-Angel, he fo chants to the Sleeve-hand, and the work 
about the Square on’t. 

Clo. Prethee bring him in, and let him approach fing- 
ing. 

Per. Forewarn him that he ufe no fcurrillous Words in’s 
‘Tunes. 

Clo. You have of thefe Pedlers, that have more in them, 
than you’ld think, Sifter. 

Per. Ay, good Brother, or go about to think. 


Exter Autolicus (ging. 
§ 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 

Cyprefs black as eer was Crow; 

Gloves as feet as Damask Rofes, 

Masks for Faces, and for Nofes ; 

Bugle-Bracelets, Neck-lace Amber, 

Perfume for a Lady's Chamber : 

Golden Quoifs, aud Stomachers, 

For my Lads to give their Dears: 

Pins, and poaking Sticks of Steel, 

What Maids lack from Head to Heel: 
Come buy of me, come: Come buy, come buy, 
Buy Lads, or elfe your Laffes cry: Come buy. 


Gho. If I were notinlove with AZop/a, thou fhould’ft take 
no Mony of me; but being enthrall’d as I am, it will alfo 
be the Bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. 


Lop. 
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Adop. I was promis’d them againft the Feaft, but they 
come not too late now. 

Der, He hath promis’d you more than that, or there be 
Liars. 

4op. He hath paid you all he promis’d you: ’May be 
he has paid you more, which will fhame you to give him 
again, 

Clo. Is there no Manners left among Maids? Will they 
Wear their Plackets, where they fhould bear their Faces 2 Js 
there not Milking-time? when you are going to bed 2 or 
kill-hole2 to whiftle of thefe Secrets ; but you muft be 
tittle-tatling before all our Guefts; °tis well they are whif- 
pring: Clamour your Tongues, and not a word more. 

Atop. I have done: Come, you promisd me a tawdry 
Lace, and a pair of {weet Gloves, 

Clo, Have I not told thee how I was cozen’d by the way, 
and loft all my Mony 2 

Aut. And indeed, Sir, there are Cozeéners abroad, there- 
fore it behoves Men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, Man, thou thalt lofe nothing here. 

tut. I hope fo, Sir, for I have about me many Parcels 
of Charge. 

Clo, What haft here? Ballads 2 

Mop. Pray now buy fome, I love a Ballad in Print, a 
Life, for then we are fure they are true. 

Mut. Here’s one to 3 very doleful Tune, how a Ufurer’s 
Wife was brought to bed with twenty Mony Bags ata Bur- 
then, and how the long’d to eat Adder’s Heads, and Toads 
Carbonado’d. 

4op. Is it true, think you? 

Ant. Very true, and but a month old. 

Dor, Blefs me from marrying a Ufurer. 

Aut. Here’s the Midwife’s name to’t ; one Mittrefs Tale. 
Porter, and five or fix honeft Wives that were prefent. . 
Why fhould I carry Lyes abroad 2 

‘op. ‘Pray you now buy it. 

Clo. Come on, lay it by ; and let’s firft fee moe Ballads; 
we'll buy the other things anon, 

Aut. Here's another Ballad of a Fith, that appear’d upon 
the Coatt, on Wedne/day the fourfcore of April, forty thou- 

fand 
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fand Fadom above Water, and fung this Ballad againft the 
hard Hearts of Maids; it was thought fhe was a Woman, 
and wasturn’d into a cold Fith, for fhe would not exchange 
Fleth with one that lov’d her: The Ballad is very pitiful, 
and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you? 

Aut. Five Juftices hands at it; and Witnefles more than 
my Pack will hold, 

Clo. Lay it by too: Another. 

Aut. This isa merry Ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let’s have fome merry ones. 

Aut. Why this is a pafling merry one, and goes to the 
tune of two Maids wooing a Man; there’s fcarce a Maid 
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Weltward but fhe fings it: ’Tis in Requeft, I can tell you. 
Mop. We can both fing it; if thou’lt bear a part, thou 
fhalt hear, ‘tis in three parts. 
ms i 
Dor, We had the Tune on’t a Month a-go. 
4ut. 1 can bear my part, you muft know ’tis my occus 
pation: Have at it with you. 
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Aut. Get you hence, for I muff go, 
Where firs not you to know. 

Dor. Whither 2 

Mop. O whither ? 

Dor. Whither ? 

Mop. Jt becomes thy Oath full well, 
Thow to me thy Secrets tell, 

Dor. A4e too, let me go thither : 

Mop. Or thou goeft to th’ Grange, or Mill, 

Dor. Lf to either thou doft ill : 

Aut. LVeither. 

Dor. What neither ? 

Aut. Weither. 

Dor. Thou haft fworn my Love to be, 

Mop. Thou baft fivorn it more to me: 
Then whither g oelt 2 Say whither 2 
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Clo. We'll have this Song out anon by our felves: My 
Father and the Gentlemen are in fad talk, and we'll not trou- 
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ble them: Come bring away thy Pack after me. Wehchess 
I’ii buy for you both: Pedler lec’s have the farft Choice} 
follow me Girls. 

Aut. And you thall pay well for ’em. 


SON G 


Will you buy any Tape, or Lace for your Cape, 
My dainty Duck, my Deer-a 2 

Any Silk, any Thread, any Toys for your Head 
Of the new'ft, and fin'/t, fin’ ft Ware-a: 

Come to the Pedler, LMony's a medler, 
That doth utrer all Adens Ware-a. 


[Exit Gown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopfa. 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Matter, there are three Carters, three Shepherds, 
three Neat-herds, and three Swine- herds that have made them- 
felves all Men of Hair, they call themfelves Saltiers, and 
they havea Dance, which the Wenches fay is a Gally-mau- 
fry of Gambols, becaufe they are not in’t: But they them- 
felves are o’th’ mind, if it be not tao rough for fome, that 
know little but Bowling, it will pleafe plentifully. 

Shep. Away; we'll none on’t; here has been too much 
homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary you, 

Pol. You weary thofe that refreth us : ’Pray let’s fee 
thefe four-threes of Herd{men. 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, hath 
danc’d before the King; and not the worft of the three, but 
jumps twelve foot and half by th’ fquare. 

Shep. Leave your prating; fince thefe good: Men are 
pleas'd, let them come in, but quickly now. 


Here a Dauce of twelve Satyrs. 


Pol, O Father, you'll know more of that hereafter. 
[s it not too far gone? "Tis time to part them, 
He’s fimple, and tells much. How now, fair Shepherd, 
Your Heart ts full of fomething, that does take 
Your Mind from Feafting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed Love, as-you do, I was wont 


To 
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To load my She with Knacks: I would have Ranfack’d 
The Pedler’s filken Treafury, and have pour’d it 
To her Acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Lafs 
Interpretation (hould abufe, and call this 
Your lack of Love, or Bounty, you were {traited 
For a Reply at leaft, if you make a Care 
Of happy holding hers 

Flo. Old Sir, 1 know 
She prizes not fuch Trifles as thefe are; 
The Gifts fhe looks from.me, are packt and locke 
Up in my Heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O hear me breath my Life 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it fhould feem 
Fath fometime lov’d. Itakethy H ind, this Hand, 
As foft as Dove’s Down, and as white as it; 
Or Exhiopians Tooth, or the fan’d Snow, 
That’s bolted by th’ Northern Blaft, twice o’ers 

Pol. What follows this? 
How prettily the young Swain feems to wath 
The Hand, was fair before! I have put you out; 
But to your Proteftation: Let me hear 
What you profefs. 

Flo. Do, and be witnefs tot. 

Pol. And this my Neighbour too? 

Flo. And he, and more | 
Than he, and Men; the Earth, and Heav'ns, and all ; 
That were I crown’d the moft Imperial Monarch 
Thereof moft worthy; were I the faireft Youth 
That ever made Eye{werve, had Force and Knowlege 
More than was ever Man’s, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemn them to her Services 
Or to their own Perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer'd. 

Cam. This fhewsa found Affection. 

Shep. But my Daughter, 
Say you the like to him ¢ 

Per. 1 cannot {peak 
So well, nothing fo well; no, nor mean better. 
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By the Pattern of my mine own Thoughts, I cut oue 
The Purity of his. 
Shep. Take Hands, a Bargain; 
And Friends unknown, you thall bear witnefs to't : 
I give my Daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his, 
Flo. O, that muft be 
Ith’ Virtue of your Daughter; one being dead, 
{ thall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your Wonder : But come On, 
Contra us fore thefe Witnefles, 
Shep. Come, your hand: 
And, Daughter, yours. 
Pol, Soft, Swain, a-while; ’befeech you, 
Have you a Father 2 
Flo. I have ; ‘but what of him? 
Pol. Knows he of this 2 
flo. He neither does, nor thall. 
Pol, Methinks a Father 
Is at the Nuptial of his Son, a Gueft 5 
That beft becomes the Table: ’Pray~you once more, 
{s cot your Father grown incapable 
Of reafonable Affairs? Is he not Stupid 
With Age, and altring Rheums?2 Can he fpeak ? Hear 2 
Know Man from Man? Difpute his own Eftate 2 
Lyes he not Bed-rid 2 And again, does nothing 
But what he did, being Childith 2 
flo. No, good Sir ; 
He has his Health, and ampler Strength indeed 
‘Than moft have of his Age. 
fol. By my white Beard, 
You offer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial: “Reafon my Son 
Shoud chufe himfelf a Wife, but as good reafon 
The Father (all whofe Joy is nothing elfe 


But fair Pofterity) fhould hold fome Counfe] 
In fuch a Bufinefs, 


Fie. I yield all this; 
But for fome other R eafons; my grave Sir, 
Which *tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 


My Father of this Bufinefs, Pol, 
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Pol. Let him know’t. 
Flo. He fhall not. 
Pol. Prethee let him. 
Fle. No; he muft not. 
Shep. Let him, my Son, he fhall not need to grieve, 
At knowing of thy Choice. 
Flo. Come, come, he mult not : 
Mark our Contract. 
Pol. Mark your Divorce, young Sir, [ Difcovering him(ef. 
Whom Son I dare not call: Thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledg’d. Thou aScepter’s Heir, 
That thus affe&s a Sheep-hook? Thou old Traytor, 
I am forry that by hanging thee, I can 
But fhorten thy Life one Week. And thou frefh Piece 
Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force muft know 
The Royal Fool thou coap’{t with, 
Shep. Oh my Heart ! 
Pol. 1’11 have thy Beauty fcratch’d with Briars, and made 
More homely than-thy State. For thee, fond Boy, 
If I may ever know thou doit but figh, 
That thou no more fhalt fee this Knack, as never 
I mean thou fhalt, we'll bar thee from Succeffion, 
Not hold thee of our Blood, no not our Kin, 
Far than Dewcalion off : Mark thou my Words ; 
Follow us to the Court. Thou Churl; for this time, 
Tho’ full of our Difpleafure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it: And You, Enchantment, 
Worthy enough.a Herdfman; yea him too, 
That makes himfelf, but for our Honour therein, 
Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 
Thefe rural Latches to his entrance open, 
Or hope his Body more, with thy Embraces, 
I will devifea Death as cruel for thee, 
As thou art tender to it. [ Exit. 
Per. Even here undone : 
I was not much afraid ; for once or twice 
I was about to fpeak, and tell him plainly, 
The felf-fame Sun that fhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his Vifage from our Cottage, but 
L.qoks on alike. Wilt pleafe you, Sir, begone? [Zo Flo. | 
Li2 [ . 
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I told you what would come of this. ’Befeech you 
Of your own State take care: This Dream of mine 
Being now awake, I'll Queen it no.inch farther, 
But milk my Ewes, and weep. 
Cam, Why how nowy Father, 
Speak e’er thou dyeft. 
Shep. I cannot fpeak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know that which I know. OSir, [To Flor. 
You have undone a Man of fourfcore three, 
That thought to fill his Grave in quiet; yea, 
To dye upon the Bed my Father dy’d, 
To lye clofe by his honeft Bones; but now 
Some Hang-man muft put on my Shroud, and lay me 
Where no Prieft fhovels in Duft. Oh curfed Wretch! 
| Zo Perdita, 
That knew°ft this was the Prince, and wouldft adventure 
To mingle Faith with him. Undone, undone ! 
If I might die within this Hour, I have liv’d 
To die when I defire. [ Exit. 
Flo. Why look you fo upon me 2 
I am but forry, not afraid ; delay’d, 
But nothing aleer’>d: What I was I am ; 
More ftraining on, for plucking back ; not following 
My Leafh unwillingly. 
Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You ksow your Father’s Temper: At this time 
Fe will allow no Speech, which I do guefs 
You do not purpofe to him ; and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear ; 
Then, ’till the fury of his Highnefs fettle, 
Come not before him. 
Flo. I not purpofe it. 
I think, Camillo, 
Cam. Even he, my Lord. 
Per. How often havel told you’twould be thus? 
How often faid, my Dignity would laft 
Bur ‘till ‘twere known 2 
Flo. \t cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my Faith, and then 
Let Nature cruth the fides o’ th’ Earth together, 
And mar the Seeds within. Lift up thy Looks, 
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From my Succeffion wipe me, Father, I 
Am Heir to my Affection. 

Cam. Be advis’d. 

Flo, 1am; and by my Fancy, if my Reafon 
Will theréto be obedienr, I have Reafon; 
If not, my Senfes, better pleas’d with madnefs, 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate, Sir. 

Flo. So callit; but it does fulfil my Vow; 
T needs muft think it Honefty. Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the Pomp that may 
Be thereat gleaned; for all that the Sun fees, or 
The clofe Earth wombs, or the profound Seas hide 
In unknown Fadoms, will I break my Oath 
To this my fair Belov'd: Therefore, I pray yous 
As you have ever been my Father’s Friend, 
When he fhall mifs me, (as in faith I mean not 
To fee him any more) caft your good Counfels 
Upon his Paffion; let my felf and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
And fo deliver, I am put to Sea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on Shore ; 
And moft opportune-to her need, I have 
A Veffel rides faft by, but not prepar’d 
For this defign. What courfe I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your Knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting, 

Cam. O my Lord, 
I would your Spirit were eafier for advice, 
Or ftronger for your need. 

Flo. Heark, Perdita. 
I'll hear you by and by. 

Cam. He's irremovable, 
Refolv’d for flight: Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ferve my turn; 
Save him from danger, do him Love and Honour, 
Purchafe the fight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my Mafter, whom 


I fo much thirft to fee. [ dfide, 
Ii 3 Flo. 
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Flo. Now, good Camillo, tn? 
| I am fo fraught with curious Bufinefs, that bt 
/ I leave our Ceremony. Hslh 
; Cam. Sir, I think jst 
‘ Kes You have heard of my poor Services, i’th’ love Oy 
; mE That I have born your Father? Ty 
, A Flo. Very nobly Hed 
t | Ate Have you deferv’d: It is my Father’s Mufick ite 
! ANGUS To {peak your Deeds; not little of his care Fl 
\ (an To have them recompenc’d, as thought on. Whe 
i tah Cam. Well, my Lord, Hel 
r iby If you may pleafe to think I love the King, ( 
H ae And through him, what’s neareft to him, whichis To: 
‘ a | Your gracious felf, embrace but my direétion, The 
ran If your more ponderous and fetled Project Wh 
a; May fuffer alteration : Oa mine Honour, Thi 
Hi Pll point you where you fhall have fuch receiving Th 
eal As hall become your Highnefs, where you may Wl 
HY Enjoy your Miftrefs; from the whom, I fee, Bu 
\ There's no disjunction to be made, but by An 
‘ia (As Heav’ns forefend) your Ruin, Marry her, 
tp And with my beft Endeavours, in your abfence, T| 
i Your difcontented Father ftrive to qualifie, 
(a) ae And bring to liking, 


= 


Flo, How, Camillo, T 
May this, alnyoft a Miracle, be done? T 
That I may call thee fomething more than Man, } 
And after that truft to thee2 } 
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Cam. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll go? 

Flo. Not any yet: 
But as th’unthought-on Accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, fo we profeis 
Our felves to be the Slaves of Chances, and Flies 
Of every Wind that blows, 

Cam. Then lift to me: 
This follows, if you will not change your purpofe, 
But undergo this Flight; make for Sicilia, 
And there prefent your felf, and your fair Princefs, 
(For fo I fee the muft be) “fore Leentes; 


She 
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She fhall be habited, as 1t becomes 
The Partner of your Bed. Methinks I fee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 
His Welcomes forth 3 asks thee, the Son, forgivenels, 
As’twere i’th’ Father’s Perfon; kiffes the Hands 
Of your frefh Princefs; over and over divides him, 
‘Twixt his unkindnefs, and his kindnefs : th’one 
He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Fafter than Thought or Time. 
Flo. Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my Vifitation fhall I 
Hold up before him ‘ 
Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him Comforts. Sir, 
The manner’of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your Father, fhall deliver, 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down, 
The which fhall point you forth at every fitting 
What you mutt fay, that he fhali not perceive, 
But that you have your Father’s Bofom there, 
And {peak his very Heart. 
Flo. I am bound to you : 
There is fome Sap in this. 
Cam. A courfe more promifing, 
Than a wild Dedication of your felves 
To unpath’d Waters, undream’d Shores; moft certain, 
To Miferies enough: No hope to help you, 
But as you fhake off one, to take another : 
Nothing fo certain, as your Anchors, who 
Do their beft Office, if they can but ftay you, 
Where you'll be loath to be: Befides, you know, 
Profperity’s the very Bond of Love, 
Whofe frefh Complexion, and whofe Heart together, 
Affli&tion alters. 
Per. One of thefe 1s true: 
T think Affliction may fubdue the Check, 
But not take in the Mind. 
Cam, Yea, fay you {fo 2 
There fhall not at your Father’s Houfe, thefe feven Years, 


Be born another {uch. 
Ti 4 Fila, 
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Flo. My good Camillo, 

She’s as forward of her Breeding, as 
She is rth’ rear o’her Birth. 

Cam. I cannot fay, ‘tis pit 
She lacks Inftructions, for fhe feems a Miftrefs 
Lomolt that teach. ~ . 

Per. Your pardon, Sir, for this. 

Dj] blufh you Thanks, 

flo. My prettielt Perditg—— 

But O, the Thorns we ftand upon. Camillo, 

Preferver of my Father, now of me; 

The Medicine of Our Houfe; how fhall we do? 

We are not furnith’d like Bohemja’s Son, 

Nor fhall appear in Sicily 

Cam, My Lord, 

Fear none of this: I think you know my Fortunes 

Do all lye there: Jt thall be & my care 

To have you Royally appointed, as if 

The Scene you Play were mine. For inftance, Sir, 

That you may know you fhall not want; one word. 
| They talk afide. 

Enter Autolicus: 

“4ut. Ha, ha, what a Fool Honefty is ! and Truft, ‘his 
{worn Brother, a very fimple Gentleman! I have fold al] 
my Trumpery; not a Counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, 
Glafs, Pomander, Browch, . Table-book, Ballad, Knife, 
Tape, Glove, Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Hornering to keep m 
Pack from faftning : They throng who fhould buy firft, as 
if my Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a Benes 
diction to the Buyer: by which means, I faw whofe Purfe 
was beft in PiQure; ad what J law, to my good ufe, I 
remember'd. My good Clown (who wants but femething 
to be a reafonable Man) grew fo in Love withthe Wenches 
Song, that he would not ftir his Pettitoes *till he had both 
Tune and Words, which fo drew the reft of the Herd to 
me, that ali their other Senfes ftuck in Ears; you might 
have pinch’d a Placket, it was fenfelefs, ‘twas nothing to 
geld a Codpiece of a Purfe; I would have filed Keys off 
that hung in Chains : No hearing, no feeling, but my Sirs 
Song, and admiring the nothing of it, So that in this time 
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of Lethargy, I pick'd gnd cut moft of their Feftival Purfes: 
And had not the old Man come in with 4 Whoo-bub a- 
gainft his Daughter, and the King’s Son, and fcar’d my 
Chowghes from the Chaff, I had not left'a Purfe alive in 
the whole Army. 

Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there, 

So foon as you arrive, fhall clear that doubr. 

~ Flo. And thofe that you'll procure from King Leontes——— 
Cam. Shall fatisfie your Father, 
Per. Happy be you: , 

All that you {peak, fhews fair. 

Cam. Who have we here ¢ 
We'll make an Inftrument of this ; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Aut. Vf they have over-heard me now: why Hanging, 

Cam. How now, good Fellow, 

Why fhak’ft thou fo? Fear not, Man, 
Here’s no harm intended to thee, 

Aut. 1 am a poor Fellow, sir. 

Cam. Why; be fo ftill: here’s no Body will fteal that 
from thee ; yet for the outfide of thy Poverty, we muft 
make an exchange: Therefore difcafe thee inftantly, (thou 
muft think there’s a Neceflity in’t) and change Garments 
with this Gentlefhan: Tho’ the Penny-worth, on his fide, 
be the worft, yet hold thee, there's fome boot. 


WL de inet wal tier ‘ 


yf 


2 


oe 
é 
“—e 


A 


- 


LO 


' 

Aut. \ ama poor Fellow, Sir; I know ye well ¢- : 
nough. 

Cam. Nay, prethee difpatch ; the Gentleman is half flead ( 

already. 

Aut. Are youin earneft, Sir 2 1 fmell the Trick on't. + 


Flo. Difpatch, I prethee. 

“Ayr. Indeed I have had carneft, but I cannot with Cor- 
{cience take it. 

Cum. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Miftrefs, (let my Prophecy 
Come home to ye,) you muft retire your felf 
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Into fome Covert; take your Sweer-heart’s Hat 1 
Aad pluck it o’er your Brows, muffle your Face, : 
P © 's ? . Ld ~ 
Difmantle you, and, as you can, difliken u 
: << o > J > ¢ 
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(For I do fear Eyes over you), to Ship-board 
Get undefcry’d. 
Per. I fee the Play fo lyes, 
That I muft bear a part. 
Cam. No remedy-—— 
Have you done there? 
Flo, Should I now meet my Father, 
He would not call me Son. 
Cam. Nay, you fhall have no Hat: 

Come Lady, come: Farewel, my Friend. 
Ant. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo, O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 

Pray you a word. 

Cam, WhatI donext, fhallbe next to tell the King [ A/de. 

Of this Efcape, and whither they are bound: 

Wherein my hope is, I fhall fo prevail, 

To force him after; in whofe Company 

I fhall review Sicilia; for whofe fight, — 

I have a Woman’s Longing. 

Flo. Fortune fpeed us. 

Thus wefet on, Camillo, to th’Sea fide. [Exit Flo. & Per. 
Cam. The {wifter fpeed, the better. | Exit. 
At. 1 underftand the Bufinefs, I hear it: To have an 

open Ear, a quick Eye, and a nimble Hand, is neceffary for 
a Cut-purfe; a good Nofe is requifite alfo, to f{mell out 
work for th’otherSenfes. I fee this is the time that the un- 
juft Man doth thrive. What an exchange had this been, 
without boot ? What a boot.is here, with this exchange ; 
fure the Gods do this Year connive at us, and we may do 
any thing extempore. ‘The Prince himfelf is about a piece 
of Iniquity, ftealing away from his Father, with his Clog at 
his Heels. If 1 thought it were a piece of Honefty to ac- 
quaint the King withal, I would not do’t: I hold it the 
more Knavery to conceal it ; and therein am I conftant to 
my Profeflion. 


Exter Clown and Shepherd. 
Afide, afide, here’s more matter for a hot Brain; Every 
Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Seffion, Hanging, yields a 
careful Man work. 
Clo. 
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Clo, See, fee; what a Man you are now? There is no 
other way, but to tell the King the’sa Changling, and none 
of your Fiefh and Blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear mes 


Shep. Go to then. 
Clo. She being none of your Flefh and Blood, your Flefh 


and Blood has not offended the King, and fo your Flefh and 
Blood is not to be punifh’d by him. Shew thofe things you 
found about her, thofe fecret things, all but what fhe has 
with her; this being done, let the Law g0 whiftle; I war- 


rant you. 
Shep. 1 will tell the King all, every Word, yea; and his 
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Sons pranks too; who, I may fay, is no honeft Man net- 
ther to his Father, nor to me, to £0 about to make me the 
King’s Brother-in-law. 

Clo, Indeed Brother-in-law was the fartheft off you could 
have been to him, and then your Blood had been the dearer 
by I know how much an Ounce. 

Aut. Very wifely, Puppies. | Afide. 

Shep. Well; let us to the King; there is that in this Far- 
thel will make him fcratch his Beard. 

Aus. ¥ knowenot what Impediment this Complaint may 
be to the Flight of my Matter. 

Clo. *Pray heartily he be at Palace. 

Aut. Tho’ Iam not naturally honeft, I am fo fometimes 
by chance: Let me pocket up my Pedlers Excrement. How 
now, Ruftiques, whither are you bound 2 

Shep. To th’ Palace, and it like your Worfhip. 

Aut. Your Affairs there ? What2 with whom? theCon- 
dition of that Farthel? the Place of your Dwelling¢ your 
Names? your Ages? of what having? breeding, and any thing 
that is fitting for to be known, difcover ¢ 

Jo. We are but plain Fellows, Sirs 

Aut. A Lie; you are rough and hairy; let me have no 
lying ; it becomes none but Tradefmen, and they often give ¢ 
us, Soldiers, the Lie, but we pay them for it with ftamped 

Coir, not ftabbing Stee], therefore they do not give us the 
Lie, 
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Clo. Your Worfhip had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken your felf with the manner. 
Shep. Are you a Courtier, and like you, Sir2 
Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier, .Seeft 
thow not the Air of the Couirt in thef Enfoldings? Hath 
not my G.te initthe Meafure of the Court? receives net thy 
Nofe Court-Odour from me? Refle@ I not on thy Bafe- 
nels, Court-Contempt? Think’ft thou, for that I infinuate, or 
toaze from thee thy Bufinefs, I'am therefore no Courtier 2 
I am Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that will either pufh-on, 
or pluck back, thy bufinefs there ; whereupon I command 
thee to opea thy Affair. 
Shep. My Butinefs, Sir, is to the King. 
ut. What Advocate haft thou to him2 
Shep. I know not, and’t like you, 
Clo. Advocate’s the Court-word for a Pheazant ; fay you 
have none. 
Shep. None; Sir; I have no Pheafant Cock, nor Hen. 
“int. How bleffed are we, that are not fimple Men! 
Yet Nature might have made me as thefe are, 
Therefore I will not difdain. 
Clo, This cannot be but a great Courtier. 
Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears them not hand- 
fomly. 
Clo, He feems to be the more Noble in being fantaftical; 
a great Man, fll warrant; I know by the Picking en’s 
Teeth. 
ut. The Farthel there ; what’s i’th? Farthel? 
Wherefore that Box? | 
Shep. Sir, there lycs fuch Secrets in this Farthel and Box, 
which-none muft know but the King, and which he fhall 
know within this Hour, if I may come to th’Speech of him. 
Aut. Age, thou haft loft thy Labour. 
Shep, Why Sir 2 
ut. The King is not at the Palace, he is gone aboard a 
new Ship to purge Melancholly, and air himfelf: for if thon 
be’ft capable of things ferious, thou muf know the King is 
full of Grief, 
Shep. So "tis faid, Sir, about h’'s Son that fhould have 
married a Shepherd’s Daughter. 
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Aut. Tf that Shepherd be not in Hand-faft, let him fly; 
the Curfes he fhall have, the Tortures he fhall feel, will 
break the Back of Man, the Heart of Montfter. 

Clo. Think you fo, Sir ? 

Aut. Not he alone hall fuffer what Wit can make heavy, 
and Vengeance bitter; but thofe that are Germain to him, 
tho’ remov’d fifty times, {hall all come under the Hangman; 
which, tho’ it be great Pity, yet it is neceflary. An old 
Sheep-whiftling Rogue, a Ram-tender, to offer to have his 
Daughter come into Grace? Some fay he fhall be, fton’d; 
but that Death is too foft for him, fay 1: Draw our Throne 
into a Sheep-Coat? All Deaths are too few, the fharpeft 
too eafie. 

Clo, Has the old Man e’er a Son, Sir; do you hear, and’t 
like you, Sir? 

Aut. He has a Son, who fKiall be flay’d alive, then *noint- 
ed over with Honey, fet on the Head of a Wafp’s Neft, 
then ftand ’till he be three Quarters and a Dram dead; 
then recover’d again with Aqgua-vite, or fome other hot 
Infufion; then, raw as he is, (and in the horteft Day Prog- 
noftication proclaims) fhall he be fet againft a Brick-Wall, 
the Sun looking. with a Southward Eye upon him, where 
he is to behold him,. with Flics blown to Death. But 
what talk we of thefe Traitorly-Rafcals, whofe Miferies are 
to be fmil’d at, their Offences being, fo capital? Tell me, 
(for you feem to be honeft plain Men) what you have to 
the King; being fomething gently confider’d, Vl bring 
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ou where he is aboard, tender your Perfons to his Prefences 
whifper him in your behalf; and if it be in Man, be- 
fides the King, to effe@ your Suits, here is a Man fhall 
do it. 

Clo. He feems to be of great Authority; clofe with him, 
give him Gold; and though Authority be a ftubborn Bear, 
yet heis oft led by the Nofe with Gold; thew the infide 
of your Purfe to the outfide of his Hand,and no more ado. 
Remember fton’d and flay’d alive. 

Shep. And’t pleafe you, Sir, to undertake the Bufinefs 
for us, here is the Gold I have; I'll make it as much 
more, and leave this young Man in Pawn “till I bring it 
you. 

Ant. 
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ut. After I have done what I promifed2 

Shep. Ay, Site 

Aut. Well, give me the Moiety. Are you a parting in 
this Bufinefs? 

€lo. In fome fort, Sir; but tho’ my Cafe be a pitiful 
one, I hope I fhall not be flay’d out of it. 

Aut. Oh that’s the Cafe of the Shepherd’s Son; hang 
him, he'll be made an Example. 

Clo. Comfort, good Comfort; we muft to the King, 
and fhew our ftrange Sights; he muft know ’tis none of 
your Daughter ner my Sifter, we are gone elfe. Sir, I 
will give you as much as this old Man does, when the Bu- 
finefs is perform’d, and remain, as he fays, your Pawn ’till 
it be brought you. 

ut. I will truft you, walk before toward the Sea-fide, 
go on the right Hand, I will but look upon the Hedge, and 
follow you. 

Clo, We are blefsd in this Man, as I may fay, even 
blefs’d. 

Shep. Let’s before, as he bids us; he was provided to do 
us good. [Exeunt Shep. and Clow, 

<4ut. If 1 had a Mind to be honeft, I fee Fortune would 
not fuffer me; fhe drops Booties in my Mouth. I am 
courted now with adouble Occafion: Gold, and a Means 
to do the Prince my Matter good; which, who knows how 
that may turn back to my Advancement?2 I will bring thefe 
two Moals, thefe blind ones, aboard him; ifhe think it fit 
to Shoar them again, and that the Complaint they have to 
the King concerns him nothing, let him call me Rogue, for 
being fo far officious, for I am Proof againft that Title, and 
what Shame elfe belongs to’t: To him will I prefent them, 
there may be Matter in it, ; [ Exir, 
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AG YT.V. SCEN El. 


Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, aad Servantss 


Cleo. CIR, you have done enough, and have perform’d 
A Saint-like Sorrow: No Fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem’d5 indeed pay'd down 
More Penitence, than done Trefpafs. At the laft 
Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil 
With them, forgive your felf. 
Leo. Whilft I remember 
Her and her Virtues, I cannot forget P 
My Blemifhes in them, and fo ftill think of 
The Wrong I did my felf;_ which was fo muchs 
That Heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom, and 
Deftroy’d the fweet’ft Companion that e’er Man 
Bred his Hopes out of, true. 
Paul. Too true, my Lord, 
If one by one you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, took fomething good; 
To make a perfe&é Woman; fhe you kill’d, 
Would be unparalleli’d. 
Leo. I think fo. Kill’d? 
She I kill’d 2 I did fo, but thou ftrik’ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did; itis as bitter 
Upon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, good now, 
Say fo but feldom, 
Cleo. Not at all, good Lady; 
You might have fpoken a thoufand things, that would 
Have done the time more Benefit, and grac'd 
Your Kindnefs better. 
Paul. You are one of thofe, 
Would have him wed again. 
Dio. If you would not fo, 
You pity not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moft Soveraign Name; Confider little, 
What Dangers, by his Highnefs fail of Iffue, 
May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour 
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Incertain lookers on, What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice the former Queen is well? 
What holier, than for Royalties repair, 
For prefent Comfort, and for future good, 
To blefs the Bed of Majefty again 
With a fwee: Fellow to’? 

Paul, ‘Vhere is none worthy, 
engi a > her that’s gone) Befides the Gods 
Will have fulfill’d their fecret Purpofes : 
For = not the divine Apollo faid, 
Is’t not the Tenor of his ws cle, 
That eee seontes fhall not have an Heir, 
Till his loft Child be fied Which, thatit fhall, 
Is all as monftrous to our humane Reafon, 
As my <Antigonus to break his Grave, 
And come again tome; who, on my Life, 
Did perifh with the Infant. °Tis your Council, 
My Lord fhould to the Heav’ns be contrary, 
Oppofe againft their Wills. Care not for Iflue, 
The Crown will find an Heis, Great Alexander 
Left his to th? Worthieft; fo his Succeflor 
Was like to be the beft. 

Leo. Good Paulina, 
Who haft the ime of Hermione 
I know in Honour: O, that ever I 
Had ge me to thy Council; then, even now 
I might haye look’d upon’my Queen’s full Eyes, 
Piave taken Treafure from her Lips. 

Paul, And left them 

More rich, for what they yielded. 

Leo. Thou fpeak’ft Truth: 
No more fuch Wives, thereforeno Wife; one worfe, 
And better us’d, would make her fainted Spirit, 
Again poffefs her Corps, and on this Stage, 
Sirota we Offenders now appear) Soul-vext, 
And begin, why to me? 

Paul. Had fhe fuch Power, 
She had juft Caufe. 

Leo. She had, and would incenfe me 
To murther her I married. 
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Paul. I fhould fo: 

Were I the Ghoft that walk’d, I’d bid you mark 
Her Eye, and tell me for what dull part in’t 

You chofe her; then I’d fhriek, that even your Ears 
Should rift to hear me, and the Words that follow’d, 
Should be, Remember mine. 

Leo. Stars, Stars, 

And all Eyes elfe, dead Coals; fear thou no Wife: 
I'll have no Wife, Paulina. 

Paul. Will you {wear 
Never to mafry, but by my free Leave é 

Leo. Never, Paulina, fo be blefs’d my Spirit. 

Paul. Then, good my Lords, bear Witnefs to his Oath. 

Glee. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unlefs another, 

As like Hermione, as is her Picture, 
Affront his Eye. 

Clee. Good Madam, pray have done. 

Paul. Yet if my Lord will marry; if you will, Sirs 
No Remedy, but you will; give me the Office 
To chufe you a Queen; fhe fhall not be fo young 
As was your former; but fhe fhall be fuch 
As, walk’d your firft Queen’s Ghoft, it fhould take Joy 
To fee her in your Arms. 

Leo. My true Paulina, 

We fhall not marry, ’till thou bidit us. 

Paul. That | 
Shall be, when your firft Queen’s again in Breath: 
Never ’till then. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. One that gives out himfelf Prince Florixel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princefs (fhe 
The faireft I have yet beheld) defires Accefs 
To your high Prefence. 

Leo. What with him? He comes not 
Like to his Father’s Greatnefs; his Approach 
So out of Circumftance, and fudden, tells us, 

‘Tis not a Vifitation fram’d, but fore’d 
By need and accident, What Train‘ 

Ser. But few, 
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And thofe but mean. once 
i Leo. His Princefs, fay you, with him? jour F 
; Ser. Yes; the moft peerlefs piece of Earth, I think, His yet 
r That eer the Sun fhone bright on. iI di 
‘ Paul. Oh Hermione, by ws f 
i As every prefent Time doth boaft it felf ind ye 
Above a better, gone; fo muft thy Grave it 
- Give way to what's feen now. Sir, you your felf Hight 
Have faid, and writ fo; but your writing now I 
i Is colder than that Theam; fhe had not been, Alm 
ree Nor was not to be equall’d; thus your Verfe Amity 
: Flow’d with her Beauty once, ’tis fhrewdly ebb’d, Tho 
4 To fay you have feen a better. Once 
I Ser. Pardon, Madam; Flo 
i The one I have almoft forgot, (your Pardon) Hive 
A The other, when fhe has obtain’d your Eye, Cine 
; Will have your Tongue too. This is a Creature, Con 
he Would fhe begin a Seé&t, might quench the Zeal Whi 
a Of all Profeffors elfe, make Profelites i. 
ts Of who fhe but bid follow. The 
: Paul, How? not Women2 m 
4 Ser. Women will love her, that the is a Woman Un 
if More worth than any Man: Men, that fle is f. 
. The rareft of all Women. 
‘fh | Leo. Go, Cleomines; 6, 
; jm Your felf (aflifted with your honour’d Friends) At 
,) | aa Bring them to our Embracement. Still ’tis {trange , 
— He thus fhould fteal upon us. | Exit Cleo. ‘ 
a Paul. Had our Prince, \ 
l nil ih (Jewel of Children) feen this Hour, he had pair’d 7 
ae Hl | Well with this Lord; there was not a full Month 
| iY hi . Between their Births. : 
it ai Leo. Prethee no more; ceafe; thou know’tt 1 

th He dies to me again, when talk’d of: Sure 
Ba When I fhall fee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 


Will bring me to confider that, which may 
Unfurnith me of Reafon. They are come. 

Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, ad others. 
Your Mother was moft true to Wedlock, Prince 
For fhe did print your Royal Father off; x 
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Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one, 
Your Father’s Image is fo hit in you, 
His very Air, that I fhould call you Brother, 
As I did him, and {peak of fomething wildly 
By us perform’d before. Moft dearly welcome, 
And your fair Princefs, Goddels, oh ! alas! 
I loft a Couple, that ’twixt Heav'n and Earth 
Might thus have ftood, begetting Wonder, as 
You, gracious Couple do; and then I loft, 
(All mine own Folly) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho’ bearing Mifery) I defire my Life 
Once more to look on him. 
Flo. By his Command 
Have I here touch’d Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all Greetings, that a King, as Friend, 
Can fend his Brother; and but Infirmity, 
Which waits upon worntimes, hath fomething feiz’d 
His with’d Ability, he had himfelf 
The Lands and Waters ’twixt your Throne and his 
Meafur'd, to look upon you, whom he loves, 
He bad me fay fo, more than all the Scepters, 
And thofe that bear.them, living. 
Leo. Oh my Brother! 
Good Gentleman, the Wrongs Thave done thee, ftir 
Afreth within me; and thefe thy Offices 
So rarely kind, are as Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand Slacknefs. Welcome hither, 
As is the Spring to th’ Earth. And hath he too 
Expos’d this Paragon to th’ fearful Ulage, 
(At leaft ungentle) of the dreadful Weptune, 
To greet a Man, not worth her Pains; much lefs, 
Th’ Adventure of her Perfon. 
Flo. Good my Lord; 
She came from Lybia. 
Leo. Where the warlike Smalus, 
That noble honour’d Lord, is fear’d, and lov’d ? 
Flo. Moft Royal Sir, 
From thence; from him, whofe Daughter 
His Tears proclaim’d his parting with her; thence 
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(A profperous South-Wind friendly) we have crofs’d, 
To execute the Charge my Father gave me, 
For vifiting your Highnefs; my beft Train 
I have from your Sicilian Shores difmifs’d, 
Who for Bohemia bend, to fignifie 
Not only my Succefs in Lybia, Sir, 
But my Arrival, and my Wife’s, in Safety 
Here, where we are. 

Leo. The bleffed Gods 
Purge all Infe@tion from our Air, whilft you 
Do Climate here; you have a holy Father, 
A graceful Gentleman, againft whofe Perfon, 
So facred as it is, I have done Sin; 
For which the Heav’ns, taking angry Note, 
Have left me Iflue-lefs, and your Father’s blefs’d, 
As he from Heav’n merits it, with you, 
Worthy his Goodnefs. What might I have been, 
Might [a Son and Daughter now have look’d on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Moft noble Sir, 
That which I fhall report will bear no Credit, 
Were not the Proof fo nigh. Pleafe you, great Sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himfelf, by me; 
Defires you to attach his Son, who has 
His Dignity and Duty both caft off, 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 
A Shepherd’s Daughter. 

Leo. Where’s Bohemia? {peak. 

Lord. Here in your City; I now came from him, 
I {peak amazedly, and it becomes 
My Marvel, and my Meffage: To your Court 
Whilft he was haftning, in the Chafe, it feems, 
OF this fair Couple, meets he onthe way 
The Father of this feeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camiilo has betray’d me, 
Whofe Honour, and whofe Honefty ’till now, 
Endur'’d all Weathers. 
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Lord. Lay’t fo to his Charges 
He’s with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who ? Camillo? 

Lord. Camillo? Sir, 1 {pake with him, who now 
Has thefe poor Men in Quetion, Never faw I 
Wretches fo quake; they kneel, they kifs the Earth 5 
Forfwear themfelves as often as they {peak: 

Bohemia {tops his Ears, and threatens them 
With divers Deaths, in Death. 

Pere Ob my poor Father, 

The Heav’n fets Spies upon US, will not have 
Our Contra& celebrated. 

Leo. You are marry d@ 

Flo, We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be; 
The Stars, I fee, will kifs the Valleys firit ; 

The odds for high and low’s alike. 

Leo. My Lord, 

Is this the Daughter of a King¢ 
Flo. She is, 
When once fhe is my Wie. 

Leo. That once, I fee, by your good Father’s Speed, 
Will come.on very flowly. I am forry, 

Moft forry, you. have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty’dun Duty; and as forry, 
Your Choice is not fo richan Worth as Beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 
Flo. Dear, look up; 
Though Fortune, vifible zn Enemy, 
Should chafe us, with my Father; Power no Jot 
Hath fhe to change our Loves. Befeech you, Sir; 
Remember fince you ow’d no more to Time 
Than I do now; with Thought of fuch AffeCtions, 
Step forth mine Advocate; . at your Requeft, 
My Father will grant precious Things, as Trifles. 
Leo. Would he do fo, I'd beg your precious Miftrefs 
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Which he counts but a T rifle. 
Paul. Sir, my Liege: : 
Your Eye hath too much Youth in’t; not a Month : 
Fore your Queen dy’d, fhe was more worth fuch Gazes 
Than what you look on now, | 
Kk 3 Lee. 
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Leo. I thought of her, 
Even in thefe Looks I made. But your Petition 
Is yet unanfwer’d; I will to your Father ; 
Your Honour not o’erthrown by your Defires, 
Yam Friend to them,and you; upon which Errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
And mark what way I make: Come, good my Lord. 

| Excunt. 


S ChN Ee 


Enter Autolicus, avd a Gentleman. 


ut. Befeech you, Sir, were you prefent at this Rela- 
tion ? 

1 Gent. Iwas by at the opening of the Fardel, heard 
the old Shepherd deliver the Manner how he found it; 
whereupon, after a little Amazednefs, we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber; only this, me-thought, I 
heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Child. 

Aut. I would moft gladly know the Iffue of it. 

1 Gen. I make a broken Delivery of the Bufinefs; but 
the Changes I perceived in the King and Camillo, were ve- 
ry Notes of Admiration; they feem’d aimoft, with ftaring 
on one another, to tear the Cafes of their Eyes. There 


| was Speech in their Dumbnefs, Language in their very Ge 
| ture; they look’d as if they had heard ofa Worldranfom’d, 
or one defiroy’d; a notable Paffion of Wonder appear’d 


in them; burt the wifeft Beholder, that knew no more 
but feeing, could not fay, if th’ Importance were Joy, or 
eggs but in the Extremity of the one, it muft needs 

Ce 

Exter another Gentleman. 
Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knows more: 
The News, Rogero. 

2 Gen. Nothirg but Bonfires: The Oracle is fulfill’d: 
the King’s Daughter is found; fuch a deal of Wonder is 
broken out within this Hour, that Ballad-makers cannot be 
able to exprefs it. 


Enter 
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Exter another Gentleman. 
Here comes the Lady Panulina’s Steward, he can deliver 
ou more. How goes it now, Sir? Lhis News which is 
call’d truc, is fo like an old Tale, that the Verity of it is 
in ftrone Sufpicion; has the King found his Heir ? 

3 Gen. Moft true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumftance: That which you hear, youll {wear you 
fee, there is fuch Unity in the Proofs. The Mantle 
of Queen Hermione; her Jewel about the Neck of it; 
the Letters -of Axtigonss found with it, which they know 
to be his Character ; the Majefty of the Creature, in Ree j¥ 
femblance of the Mother; the Affection of Noblenefs, ” 
which Nature fhews above her Breeding, and many o- 
ther Evidences proclaim her with all Certainty to be 
the King’s Daughter. Did you fee the Meeting of the two 
Kings? 

2 Gent. NOe | 

2 Gent. Then have you loft a Sight whick was to be 
feen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one Joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, that 
it feem’d Sorrow wept to take leave of them, for their 
Joy waded in Tears. There was cafting up of Eyes, hol- 
ding up of Hands, with Countenance of fuch Diftraction, 
that they were to besknown by Garment, not by Favour. 
Our King being ready to™leap out of himfelf, for Joy of 
his found Daughter; as if that “Joy..were now become a 
Lofs, cries, Ob, thy Mother, thy Mother! then asks 
Bohemia Forgivencls5 then embraces his Son-in-law 5 then 
again worries he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now 
he thanks the old Shepherd, who ftands by» like a Wea- 
ther-beaten Conduit of many King’s Reins. I never heard 
of fuch another Encounter, which lames Report to follow 
it, and undoes Defcription to do it. 3 

> Gent. What pray you, became of Antigonus, that car- 
ry d hence the Child? : 

3. Gent. Like an old Tale ftill, which will have Matters 
to rehearfe, tho’ Credit be afleep, and not an Ear open; he 
was torn to pieces with a Bear; this avouches the Shep- 
herd’s Son, who has not only his Innocence, which feems 

: | Kk 4 much, 
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much, to juftifie him, but a Handkerchief and Rings of 
his; that Paslina knows. 

x Gent. What became of his Bark, and his Follow- 
ers? 

3 Gent. Wrackt the fame Inftant of their Mafter’s 
Death, and in the View of the Shepherd; fo that all the 
Inftruments which aided to expofe the Child, were even 
then loft, when it was found. But oh the noble Combat, 
that *twixt Joy and Sorrow was fought in Pawlina. She 
had one Eye declin’d for the Lofs of her Husband, another 
elevated that the Oracle was fulfill’d. She lifted the Prin- 
cefs from the Earth, and fo locks her in embracing, as if 
fhe would pin her to her Heart, that the might no more 
be in danger of lofing. 

1 Gent. The Dignity of this A@ was worth the au- 
dience of Kings and Princes, for by fuch was it aed. 

3 Gent. One of the prettieft Touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes, caught the Water, though 
not the Fifh, was, when at the Relation of the Queen’s 
Death, with the manner how fhe came to it, bravely con- 
fefs’d, and lamented by the King, how Attentivenefs 
wounded his Daughter, ’till, from one Sign of Dolour to 
onother, fhe did, with an Alas, I would fain fay, bleed 
Tears; for (t am fure, my Heart wept Blood. Who was 
moft marble there, changed Colour; fome {wounded, all 
forrowed; if all the World could have feen’t, the Woe had 
been univerfal. 

1 Gent. Are they returned to the Court? 

3 Gent. No, The Princefs hearing of her Mother’s Statue, 
which is in the keeping of Paulina, a Piece many Years in 
doing, and now newly perform’d by that rare Zralian Ma- 
fter, Julio Romano, who, had himfelf Eternity, and could 
but breath into his Work, would beguile Nature of her 

Cuftom, fo perfetly he is her Ape. He fonearto Here 
mione, hath done Hermione, that they fay one would {peak 
to her, and ftand in hope of Anfwer, Thither, with all 


| greedinefs of Affection, are they gone, and there they in- 


' tend to fup. 


2. Gent. I thought the had fome great Matter there in 


' Hand, for fhe hath privately twice or thrice a Day, ever 


fince 
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fince the Death of Hermione. vifited that removed Houfe. 
Shall we thither, and with our Company piece the Rejoy- 
cing 2 
: Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit of 
accefs?. Every wink of an Eye, fome new Grace will be 
born: Our abfence makes us unthrifty to our Knowledge. 
Let’s along. | Exennt. 
Aut. Now, had I not the dafh of my former Life in me, 
would Preferment drop on my Head, I brought the old 
Man and his Son aboard the Prince ; told him, I heard them 
talk of a Farthel, and I knownot what ; but he at that time, 
over-fond of the Shepherd’s Daughter (fo he then took her 
to be) who began to be much Sea-fick, and himfelf little 
better, extremity of Weather continuing, this Myftery re- 
mained undifcover’d. But’tis all one tome ; for had I been 
the finder out of this Secret, it would not have relifh’d a- 
mong my other Difcredits. 


a 


2 d/ . 
ot oo ew Ca a ee 


ra 
; 


Enter Shepherd and Clown. 


Here come thofe I have done good to againit my Will, 
and already appearing in the Blofloms of their Fortune. 

Shep. Come Boy, I am paft more Children; but thy 
Sons and Daughters will be all Gentlemen born. 

Clo. You are welimet, Sir; you denied to fight with me 
this other day, becaufe Iwas no Gentleman born: See you 
thefe Clothes? fay you fee themnot, and think me {till no 
Gentleman born: You were beft fay thefe Robes are not 
Gentlemen born. Give methe Lie; do, and try whether I 
am not now a Gentleman born. 

Aut. 1 know you are now, Sir, a Gentleman born. 

Clo. Ay, and have been fo any time thefe four hours. 

Shep. And fo havel, Boy. 7 

Clo, So you have; but I was a Gentleman born before 
my Father: for the King’s Son took me by the hand, and 
eall'd me Brother; and then the two Kings call’d my Fa- 
ther, Brother; and then the Prince my Brother, and the 
Princefs my Sifter called my Father, Father, and fo we 
wept; and there was the firft Gentleman-like Tears that ever 

we fhed. 
Shep. We may live, Son, to fhed many more: 
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: | Clo. Ay, or elfe *twere hard Luck, being in fo prepofte. yl 
i rous Eftate as we are. Pa 
f \\ Aut. \ humbly befeech you, Sif, to pardon me all the fy td 
A ty |: Faults I have committed to your Worfhip, and to vive me ieeth 
: mi , your good Report to the Prince, my Mafter, ; Lie ye 
; ni vit i Shep. ’Prethee Son do; for we mutt be gentie, now we hany 
° HeE i iat are Gentlemen. tht wh 
f mai Clo. Thou wilt amend thy- Life? “Sl 
i rhs int, Ay, and-it like your good Worthip. bul 
‘ ) Be if Clo. Give me thy Hand; I will fwear to the Prince, thou he 
i a vn art as honeft a true Fellow 4s any is in Bohemia, bua 
j ee i Shep. You may fay it, but not fwear it. 1 Ha 
; he: Clo. Not fwear ir, now I ama Gentleman? Let Boors al 
i as and Franklins fay it, Ill {wear it. tye 
x ate Nu Shep. How it it be falfe, Son2 v6) 
fi my. Clo, If it be ne’er fo falfe, a true Gentleman may fwear 1 
r atts | it in the behalf of his Friend: And Pll {wear to the Prince, “4 
, (a thou arta tall Fellow of thy Hands, and that thou wilt not ite 
A ik be drunk ; but I know thou art no tall Fellow of thy Hands, var 
4 and thar thou wilt be drunk; but Tl {wear It; and [ would ( 
5 ' dft be a tall Fellow of thy Hands ; 
i qt thou wouldft be a tall Fe ow of thy Hands, r 
4 |W <dut, I will prove fo, Sir, to my Power. tia 
i Clo, Ay, by any means prove a tall Fellow; if I do not Thy 
: BPM Mr wonder how thou dar’ft venture to be drunk, not being a * 
. han tall Fellow, truft menot. Hark, the Kings and the Princes, kK 
q aah our Kindred, are goine to fee the Queen’s Picture. Come, Uy 
; follow us: We’!l be thy good Matter. | Exeunt. . 
SCENE JI | 
W 
Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Plorizel, Perdita, Camillo, Paulina, A 
Lords, and Attendants. 
Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great Comfort } 
That I have had of thee 2 


Paul. What, Sovereign Sir, | 
I did not well, I meant well; all my Services 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfaf? 
With your crown’d Brother, and thefe your contra&ed 
Heirs of your Kingdoms, my poor Houfe to vifit, 


Ie 
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It isa Surplus of your Grace, which never 
My Life may laft to anfwer. 
Leo. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble; but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Queen. Your Gallery 
Have we pafs'd through, not-without much content, 
In many Singularities ; but we faw not 
That which my Daughter came to look upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. 
Paul. As the liv’d Peerlefs, 
So her dead likenefs I do well believe 
Excels what ever yet you look’d upon, 
Or Hand of Man hath done; therefore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare 
To fee the Life as lively mock’d, as ever 
Still Sleep mock’d Death; behold, and fay “tis well. 
[Paulina draws 4 Curtain, and difcevers Hermione ftand- 
ing like a Statue. 
I like your Silence, it the more fhews off 
Your Wonder; but yet fpeak, firft you, my Liege; 
Comes it not fomething near ¢ 

Leo. Her natural Pofture. 

Chide me, dear.Stone, that I may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermionéssor rather, thou art fhe, 
In thy not chiding; for fhe-was as tender 
As Infancy, andGrace. But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets go by fome fixteen Years, and makes her 
As fhe liv’d now. 

Leo. As now fhe might have done; : 
So much to my good Comfort, as it 1s | 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus fhe ftood; 
Even with fuch Life of Majefty, warm Life, 

As now it coldly ftands, when firft I wood her. 
Iam afham’d; do’s not the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone than it? Oh Royal Piece; 
There’s Magick in thy Majefty, which has 
My Evils conjur’d to remembrance; and 
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From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirit, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 
Per. And give me leave. 
And do not fay ’tis Superftition, that 
I kneel, and then emplore her Bleffing, Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that Hand of yours to kifs. 
Paul, ©, Patience; 
The Statue is but newly fix’d; the Colour’s 
Not dry, 
Cam. My Lord, your Sorrow was too fore laid on; 
Which fixteen Winters cannot blow away, 
So many Summers dry, fcarce any Joy, 
Did ever fo long live; no Sorrow, 
But kill’d it felf much fooner. 
Pol. Dear, my Brother, 
Let him that was the Caufe of this, have power 
To take off fo much Grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himfelf. 
Paul, Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought the Sight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you, for the Stone is mine, 
I'd not have thew’d you it. 
Leo. Do not draw the Curtain. 
Paul. Nolonger fhall you gazeon’t, left your Fancy 
May think anon, it moves. 
Leo. Let be, let be, 
Would I were dead, but that methinks already 
What was he that did make it2 See, my Lord, 
Would you not deem it breath’d2 And that thofe Veins 
Did verily bear Blood 2 7 
Pol. Matterly done, 
The very Life feems warm upon her Lip. 
Leo. ‘The fixure of her Eye has motion In’t, 
As we are mock’d with Art. 
Paul. ll draw the Curtain. 
My Lord’s almoft fo far tranfported, that 
He'll think anon it lives. 
Les. Oh {weet Paulina, 
Make me to think fo twenty Years together: 


No 
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No fettled Senfes of the World can match 
The Pleafure of that madnefS. Let’t alone. 
Paul. I am forry, Sir, I have thus far ftirr’d you ; but 
I could affli@ you further. 
Leo. Do Paulina; 
For this Affliction has a Tafte as fweet 
As any cordial Comfort. Still methinks 
There is an Air comes from her. What fine Chizzél 
Could ever yet cut Breath? Let no Man mock me, 
For I will kifs her. 
Paul. Good my Lord forbear ; 
The ruddinefs upon her Lip is wet; 
You'll marr it, if you kifs it; ftain your own 
With oily Painting; fhall I draw the Curtain ¢ 
Leo. No, not thefe twenty Years. 
Per. So long could I 
Stand by, a Looker on. 
Paul. Either forbear, 
Quit prefently the Chappel, or refolve you 
For more amazement; if you can behold it, 
(ll make the Statue move indeed; defcend, 
And take you by the Hand; but then you'll think, 
Which I proteft-againft, I am aflifted 
By wicked Powers. 
Leo. What you can make her_do, 
I am content to look on; what to fpeak, 
I am content to hear; for ’tis as eafie 
To make her fpeak, as move. 
Paul, Xt is requir’d 
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You do awake your Faith, then all ftand {till. on 
On; thofe that think it is unlawful Bufinefs x \ 
I am about, let them depart. pe 
Leo. Proceed; ' 
No Foot fhall ftir. a 
Paul. Mufick; awake her: Strike, [ Mufick. LY 
Tis time, defcend ; be Stone no more; approach, Y | 


Strike all that look upon with Marvel. Come; 
Vl fill your Grave up: ftir, nay come away: 
Bequeath to death your Numbnefs; for from him 
Dear Life redeems you, you perceive fhe ftirs, 
[ Hermione comes ee 
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Start not, her Actions fhall be holy, as 
You hear my Spell is lawful, do not fhun her; 
Until you fee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your Hand; 
When fhe was young, you woo’d her; now in Age, 
Is fhe become the Suitor? 
Leo. Oh fhe’s warm, 
If this be Magick, let it be an Art 
Lawful as Eating. 
Pol. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his Neck, 
If fhe pertain to Life, let her fpeak too. 
Pol, Ay, and make it manifeft where fhe has liv’d; 
Or how ftol’n from the dead2 
Paul. That the is living, 
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale; but it appears fhe lives, 
Tho’ yet fhe {peak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleafe you to enterpofe, fair Madam, kneel, 
And pray your Mother’s Blefling; rurn good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. | Prefenting Perdita, who kneels to Herm, 
Her. You Gods look down, 
And from your facred Vioels pour your Graces 
Upon my Daughter’s Head; tell me, mine own, 
Where haft thou been preferv’d? Where liv’d? How found 
Thy Father’s Court? For thou fhalt hear that J, 
Kaowing by Pazlina, that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferv’d 
My felf, to fee the Iffue. 
Paul. There is time enough for that; 
Left they defire, upon this pufh, to trouble 
Your Joys with like Relation. Go together 
You precious Winners all, your Exultation 
Partake to every one; I, an old Turtle, 
Will wing me to fome wither’d Bow, and there 
My Mate, that’s never to be found again, 
Lament ’till I am loft. 
Leo. O Peace Paulina : 
Thou fhould’ft a Husband take by my Confent, 
As I by thine a Wife. This isa Match, — 


| Exbracing her. 
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And made between’s by Vows. Thou haft found mine, 
But how; is to be queftion’d; for I faw her, 

As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, faid many 

A Prayer upon her Grave. I'll not feck far 

(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 

An honourable Husband. Come, Camillo, 

And take her by the Hand; whofe Worth and Honetfty 
Is richly noted; and here juftified 

By us, a pair of Kings. Let’s from this place. 

What? Look upon my Brother: Both your Pardons, 
That e’er I put between your holy Looks 

My ill Sufpicion: This your Son-in-Law, 

And Soa unto the King, whom, Heav’ns directing, 

Is troth-plight to your Daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely 

» Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 

Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, fince firit 


We were diffever’d. Haftily lead away. [Exewnt omnes 


The End of the Second Volume. 
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